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CHARACTERS    IN    THE  INDUCTI©N. 


A  Lord,  before  whom  the  Play  is  fuppofed  to  be 
play'd. 

Chriftopher  Sly^  a  drunken  Tinker. 
HoPlcIs.  ' 

Page,  Players,   Iluntfmen,  and  other  fervants  at- 
tending on  the  Lord. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


.Baijiifln^  Father  to  Katharina  and  Bianca;  very  rich, 
J'incentio,  an  old  Gentleman  of  Pifa, 
.Lxicentio^  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Bianca. 
Petructiio^  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  a  Suitor  to  Ka- 
tharina. 

Gmnio     1    Pretenders  to  Bianca. 

Jiorternjio^  j 

'/•'^'■V  ',    1    Servants  to  Lucentio. 

.HtondeUo^  j 

Gru7nio,  Servant  to  Petruchio. 

Pedant,  an  old  fellow  let  up  to  perfonate  Vincentio. 

Katharina,  the  Shrew. 
Bianca,  her  Siller. 
Y/idow. 

Tailor,  Haberdafher  ;  w^ith  Servants  attending  on 
Baptifla  and  Pctruchio, 

Scene,  fometimes  in  Padua;  and  fometimes  in  Pc- 
tnichio's  Iloufe  in  the  Country. 
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INDUCTION. 

SCENE  I. 

Before  an  Alehoufe  on  a  Heath. 
Enter  Hofiefs  and  Sly. 
Sly.     T  '  L  L  pheefe  you,  in  faith. 
Hofi.  X  A  pair  of  fliocks,  you  rogue  ! 
Sly.    Y'are  a  baggage  ;  the  Sliesare  no  rogues  : 
Look  in  the  chronicles,  we  came  in  with  Richard 
Conqueror.  Therefore,    paucas  pallabris :   let  the 
word  Aide  :  Sejfa  ! 

Hofi.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  glaffcs  you  have 
burft  ? 

Sly,  No,  not  a  denier  :  Go  by,  Jeronimy  : — 
Go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Hofi.  I  know  my  remedy,  I  muft  go  fetch  the 
thirdborough.  \_Exit. 

Sly,  Third,  fourth,  or  fifth  borough,  I'll  anfwer 
him  by  law  :  Til  not  budge  an  inch,  boy  ;  let  him 
come,  and  kindly.  [  Falls  afuep. 

Wind  horns.  Enter  a  Lord  from  huntings  with  a  train. 
Lord.  Huntfman,  I  charge  thee,  tender  well  my 
hounds : 

Brach  Merriman, — the  poor  cur  is  imboft, — 
And  couple  Chowder  with  the  deep  mouth'd  brach. 
Saw' ft  thou  not,  boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good 
At  the  hedge-corner,  in  the  coldefl  fault  ? 
I  would  not  lofc  the  dog  for  twenty  pound. 
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Hun,  Why,  Belman  is  as  good  as  he,  my  lord  ; 
He  cried  upon  it  at^th,e  m^^tefi;  lofs, 
And  fw're  io-dzy  pi^Wl  )ul  ihe  Q  ^He^  fcent  : 
Truf}         I  iak.:  hirn  for  the  better  dog, 

Lo'-d.  ""'i:.!  •  »t  ?.  fcK.l  ;  if  ]"c.ho  were  as  fleet, 
I  would  eiteeiii  hh>iv         i  '-^zen  Iiich. 
But  f'jp  them  v/ell,  and  look  unto  them  all ; 
To-morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hun.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Lord,  What's  here?  one  dead,  or  drunk?  See, 

doth  he  breathe  ? 
f.  Hmr,  He  breathes,  my  lord :   Were  he  not 

warm'd  with  ale, 
This  were  a  bed  but  cold  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  O  monftrous  bead  !  how  like  a  fwine  he 

lies ! 

Grim   death,  how  foul  and   loathfome    is  thine 
image  !  

Sirs,  I  will  praftife  on  this  drunken  man.  

What  think  you,  if  he  were  convey'd  to  bed, 
Wrap'd  in  fweet  clothes,  rings  put  upon  his  fingers, 
A  mod  delicious  banquet  by  his  bed. 
And  brave  attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes, 
W ould  not  the  beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

1  Jh'un.  Believe  me,  lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe» 

2  Hun,  It  would  feem  flrange  unto  him  when 

he  wak'd. 

Lord,  Even  as  a  flattering  dream  or  worthlcfs 
fancy. 

Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  jed  : — 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  faireft,  chamber. 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  pi6lures  : 
Balm  his  foul  head  with  warm  diffcilled  waters. 
And  burn  fweet  wood  to  make  the  lodging  fweet : 
Procure  me  mufic  ready  when  he  wakes,  , 
To  make  a  dulcet  and  a  heavenly  found  ; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight. 
And  with  a  low  fubmiffivc  reverence. 
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Say, — What  is  it  your  honour  will  command? 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  hafon, 
Full  of  rofe- water,  and  hcflrew'd  with  flowers  ; 
Another  bear  the  ewer,  the  third  a  diaper, 

And  fay,  Will't  pleafe  your  lordrtiip  cool 

your  hands  ? 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coflly  fuit, 
And  afk  him  what  apparel  he  will  wear : 
Another  tell  him  of  his  hounds  and  horfe, 
And  tha-t  his  lady  mourns  at  his  dif^afe: 
Perfuade  him  that  he  hath  been  lunatic  ; 
And,  when  he  fuys  he  is. — fay  that  he  dreams, 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  lord. 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  firs  ; 
It  will  be  paftime  pafTing  excellent, 
If  it  be  hufbanded  with  modefty,  f 

1  Hun,  My  lord;  I  warrant  you,  we'll  play  our  part, 
As  he  fhall  think,  by  our  true  diligence, 
He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord,  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  bed  with  him  ; 
And  each  one  to  his  office  when  he  wakes. — 

\_Soine  hear  out  Sly,  Sound  trumpets^ 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  trumpet  'tis  that  founds  : — 
Belike,  Ibme  noble  gentleman,  that  means, 

\_Exit  Servant' 
Travelling  fome  journey,  to  repofehim  here, — 

Re-e'dtcr  a  fervant. 
How  now  ?  who  is  it  ? 

Ser,  An't  pleale  your  honour,  player*, 
That  olfcr  fervice  to  your  lordfnip. 

^  Lord,  J  J  id  them  come  near:  

Enter  players. 
Now,  fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

Play,  We  thank  your  honour. 

Lord,  Do  you  intend  to  flay  with  me  to-night  ? 

2  Play.  So  pleafe  your  lordfhip  to  accept  our  duty. 

Lord^  With  all  my  heart.  This  fellow  I  ^-emember  . 
Since  once  he  play'd  a  farmer's  elded  foil 
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*T\vas  where  you  woo'd  the  gentlewoman  fo  well : 
I  have  forgot  your  name :  but,  fure,  that  part 
Was  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  perform'd. 

Sincklo,  I  think  'twas  Soto  that  your  honour 
means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true  ; — thou  didfl  it  excellent.— 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time  ; 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  fport  in  hand. 
Wherein  your  cunning  canaiTift  me  much. 
There  is  a  lerd  will  hear  you  play  to-night 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  modefties  ; 
Left,  over-eying  of  his  odd  behaviouf, 
(For  yet  his  honour  never  heard  a  play) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  palTion, 
And  fo  offend  him  ;  for  I  tell  you,  firs, 
If  you  fhould  fmile,  he  grows  impatient. 

Play,  Fear  not,  my  lord  ;  we  can  contain  ourfelves. 
Were  he  the  verieft  antic  in  the  world. 

Lord,  Go,  firrah,  take  them  to  the  buttery, 
And  give  them  friendly  welcome  every  one ; 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  houfe  affords. — 

\_Exit  one  with  ths  Players, 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew  my  page. 
And  fee  him  drefs'd  in  all  fuits  like  a  lady: 
That  done,  conduft  him  to  the  drunkard's  chamber, 
And  call  him — madam,  do  him  obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  (as  he  will  win  my  love) 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  afticn. 
Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  ladies 
Unto  their  lords,  by  them  accomplifhed : 
Such  dutv  to  the  drunkard  let  him  do, 
With  foft  low  tongue,  and  lowly  courtefy  ; 
And  fay,— What  is't  your  houour  v/ill  command^ 
Wherein  your  lady  and  your  humble  wife, 
May  fhew  her  duty,  and  make  known  her  love? 

And  then  with  kind  embracements-,  tempting 

kifies, 

'      with  declining  head  into  his  bofom.— 
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Bid  him  fhed  tears,  as  being  over-joy'd 

To  fee  her  noble  lord  reftor'd  to  health, 

Who  for  twice  feven  years  hath  efleemed  him 

No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  beggar  : 

And  if  the  boy  have  not  a  woman's  gift, 

To  rain  a  fhower  of  commanded  tears, 

An  onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  fhift  ;  ^ 

Which  in  a  napkin  being  clofe  convey'd. 

Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  watry  eye. 

See  this  difrvtch'd  with  all  the  hafle  thou  can  ft ; 

Anon  ril  give  thee  more  infliuftions. —  [^Exit  Ser» 

I  knov/.  the  boy  will  well  ufurp  the  grace, 

Voice,  gait,  and  aftion  of  a  gentlewoman  : 

I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  drunkard,  hufband ; 

And  how  my  men  will  flay  themfelves  from  laughter. 

When  they  do  homage  to  this  fimple  peafant, 

I'll  in  to  counfel  them:  haply,  my  prefence 

May  well  abate  the  over-merry  fpleen. 

Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  extremes. 

[_Exii  Lord, 

SCENE  n. 

A  Room  in  the  Lord's  Houje, 

Enter  Sly,  with  attendants,  fome  with  apparel,  hafon 
and  ewer,  and  other  appurtenances,  Re-enter 
L  ord. 

Sly,  For  God's  fake,  a  pot  of  fm^ll  ale. 

1  Man,  Will't  pleafe  your  lordfhip  drink  a  cup 

of  fack  ? 

2  Man,  Will't  pleafe  your  honour  tafhe  of  thefe 

confcrves  ? 

3  Man,  What  raiment  will  your  honour  wear 

to-day  ? 

Sly,  I  am  Chriftophcr  Sly; — call  not  me — ^lio- 
nour,  nor  lordfhip  :  I  ne'er  drank  fack  in  my  life; 
and  if  vau  give  me  any  conferves,  give  me  conferves 
of  beef:  Ne'er  afic  me  whaf  raiment  I'll  wear;  for 
I  have  no  more  doublets  than  backs,  no  more  flock- 
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ings  than  legs,  nor  no  more  fhces  than  feet ;  nay, 
fometimes,  more  feet  than  fnoes,  or  fuch  fhoes  as 
my  toes  look  through  the  over-leather. 

Lord,   Heaven  ceafe  this  idle  humour  in  your 
honour ! 

Oh,  that  a  mighty  man  of  fuch  defcent, 
Of  fuch  npfleflions,  and  fo  high  eflecm, 
Should  ne  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  fpirit ! 

Sly,  What,  would  you  make  me  mad?  Am  not 
I  Chriflopher  Sly,  old  Sly's  fon  of  Burton-heath  : 
by  birth  a  pedlar,  by  education  a  card-m3ker,  by 
tranfmutation  a  bear-herd,  and  now  by  prefent  pro- 
feflion  a  tinker?  Afk  Marian  Hacket,  the  fat  ale- 
wife  of  Wincot,  if  fhe  know  m.e  not :  if  fhe  fay  I 
am  not  fourteen-pence  on  the  fcore  fcr  fheer  ale, 
fcore  me  up  for  the  lying'fl  knave  in  Chriflendom. 
What,  I  am  not  beftraught :  Here's  

1  Man,  Oh.  this  it  is  that  makes  your  lady  mourn^ 

2  Man,   Oh,  this  it  is  that  makes  your  fervants 

droop. 

Lord,  Hence  comes  it  that  your  kindred  fnun 
your  houfe. 
As  beaten  hence  by  your  ftrange  lunacy. 
Oh,  noble  lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  birth  - 
Call  home  thy  ancient  thoughts  from  banifhment, 
And  banifh  hence  thefe  abje6l  lov/iy  dreams  : 
Look,  how  thy  fervants  do  attend  on  thee, 
Each  in  his  office  ready  at  thy  back.  ' 
Wilt  thou  have  m^ufic  ?  hark  !  Apollo  plays, 

IMufic. 

And  tvventy  caged  nightingales  do  fing  : 

Or  wilt  thou  fieep  ?  we'll  have  thee  to  a  couch, 

Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  lufhful  bed 

On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiram.is. 

Say,  thou  wilt  walk  ;  we  will  beilrow  the  ground  : 

Or  wilt  thou  ride?  thy  horfes  fhall  be  trapped, 

Their  harnefs  ftudded  ail  with  gold  and  pearl. 

Dofl  thou  love  hawkinp  ?  thou  hafl  liawks  will  foar 
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Above  the  morning  lark  :  Or  wilt  thou  hunt  ? 
Thy  hounds  flull  make  the  welkin  anfwer  them. 
And  fetch  (hrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

1  Man,  Say,  thou  wilt  courfc  ;  thy  greyhounds 

are  as  fwift 
As  breathed  flags,  ay,  fleeter  than  the  roe. 

2  Man,  Dofl  thou  love  piftures  ?  we  will  fetch 

thee  flraight  ^ 
Adonis,  painted  by  a  running  brook  ; 
And  Cytherea  all  in  fedges  hid  ; 
Which  ieem  to  move  and  wanton  witli  her  breath, 
Even  as  the  waving  fedges  play  with  wind. 

Lord,  We'll  fhew  thee  lo,  as  fhe  v/as  a  maid  ; 
And  how  fhe  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd, 
As  lively  painted  as  the  deed  was  done. 

3  Man,  Or  Daphne,  roaming  through  a  thorny 

wood  ; 

Scratching  lier  legs,  that  one  fhall  fwear  fhe  bleeds  : 

And  at  that  hght  (hall  fad  Apollo  weep, 

So  workmanly  the  blood  and  tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  lord,  and  nothing  but  a  lord  : 
Thou  hafl  a  lady  far  more  beautiful 
Than  any  woman  in  this  waining  age. 

1  Man,  And  'till  the  tears,  that  fli2  hath  fhed  for 

thee, 

Like  envious  floods,  o'er-ran  her  lovely  face, 
She  was  the  fiireft  creature  in  the  world; 
And       fhe  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly,  Am  I  a  lord  ?  and  have  I  fuch  a  lady  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  or  have  I  dream'd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  flcep  ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  Ipeak ; 
I  fmell  fweet  favours,  and  1  feel  foft  things:-- 
Upon  my  life,  I  am  a  lord,  indeed  ; 
And  not  a  tinker,  nor  Chiftopher  Sly.— • 
Well,  bring  our  lady  hither  to  our  hght  ; 
And  once  again,  a  pot  o'thc  fmalled  ale. 

2  Man,  Will't  pleafe  your  mightinefs  to  wafh 

vour  hands  ? 
Vol.  III.  B 
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Oh,  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  wit  reftor'd ! 
Oh  !   that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are  ! 
Thefe  fifteen  years  you  have  been  in  a  dream! 
Or,  when  you  wak'd,  fo  wak'd  as  if  you  flcpt. 

Sly.  Thcfe  fifteen  years  !  by  my  fay,  a  goodly  nap. 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

1  Aiaji,  Oh.  yes,  my  lord  ;  but  very  idle  words; — 
For  trrough  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  chamberj 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  door ; 
And  rail  upon  the  hoflefs  of  the  houfe ; 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  leet, 
Becaufe  (he  brought  ftone-jugs,  and  no  feal'd  quarts  : 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Racket, 

Sly,  Ay,  the  woman's  maid  of  the  houfe. 

3  Man,  Why,  fir,  you  know  no  houfe,  nor  no 
fuch  maid ; 

Nor  no  fuch  men,  as  you  have  reckon 'd  up, — 
As  Stephen  Sly,  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece, 
And  Peter  Turf,  and  Henry  Pimpernell ; 
And  twenty  more  fuch  names  and  men  as  thefe, 
W  hich  never  were,  nor  no  man  ever  faw. 

Sly,  Now,  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends! 

All,  Amen. 

Siy,  I  thank  thee  ;  thou  fbalt  not  lofe  by  it. 

Enter  the  Page.^  as  a  lady  with  attendants. 

Lady,  IIov/  fares  my  noble  lord  ? 
Sly,  Marry,  I  farewell  ;  for  here  is  cheer  eaough. 
Where  is  my  wife  ? 

Lady.  Here,  noble  lord ;  what  is  thy  will  with  her? 
Sly,  Are  you  m^  wife,   and  will  not  call  me — 
hufband  ? 

My  men  fhould  call  me — lord,  I  am  your  good-man. 

Lady,   My  hufband  and  my  lord,  my  lord  and 
hufband  ; 
I  am  your  wife  in  all  obedience. 

Sly,  I  know  it  well :— What  mud  I  call  her  ? 

Lord,  Madam. 
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Sly,  Alee  madam,  or  Joan  miadam  ? 
Lord,  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe  ?   fo  lords  call 
ladies. 

Sly.   Madam  wife,  they  fay,  that  I  have  dream 'd 
and  flept 

Above  fome  fifteen  years  and  more. 

Lady,  Ay,  and  the  time  feems  thirty  unt^m^; 
Being  all  this  time  abandoned  from  your  bed. 

Sly,   'Tis  much  ; — Servants,  leave  mc  and  her 
alone.  

Madam,  undrefs,  you  and  come  now  to  bed. 

Lady.  Thrice  noble  lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you, 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  night  or  two  ; 
Or,  if  not  fo,  until  the  fun  be  fet : 
For  your  phyficians  "have  exprefsly  charg'd. 
In  peril  to  incur  your  former  malady, 
That  I  fhould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  bed  : 
I  hope  this  reafon  (lands  for  my  excufe. 

SLy,  Ay,  it  ftands  fo,  that  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo 
long.  But  I  would  be  loth  to  fall  into  my  dreams 
again  ;  I  will  therefore  tarry,  in  defpight  of  th» 
flefli  and  the  blood. 

Enter  a  Mejfcnger, 

Mejf,  Your  honour's  players,  hearing  your  amend' 
ment. 

Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  comedy, 

For  fo  your  Doftors  hold  it  very  meet ; 

Seeing  too  much  fadnefs  hath  congeal'd  your  blood, 

And  melancholy  is  the  nurfe  of  phrenzy. 

Therefore,  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  play, 

And  frame  your  mind  to  mirth  and  merriment. 

Which  bars  a  thoufand  harms,  and  lengthens  life. 

Sly,  Marry  I  will;  let  them  play  it :  Is  not  a 
commonty  a  Chriftmas  gambol,  or  a  tumbling  trick  ? 

Lady,  No,  my  gord  lood,  it  is  more  pleafmg  ftuFi". 

Sly.  What,  houfliold  fluff? 

Lady,  It  is  a  kind  of  hiflorT\ 
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Sly.  Well,  we'll  fee  it :  Come,  madam  wife,  fit 
by  my  fide,  and  let  the  world  flip  ;  we  fhall  ne'er 
be  younger. 


ACT     I.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Padua, 

Flourifn,    Enter  Lucentio,  and  his  man  Tranio. 

Lwr.'^r^RANlO,  fmce — for  the  great  defire  I  had 

X    To  fee  fair  Padua,  nurfery  of  arts, — 
I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lembardy, 
The  pleafant  garden  of  great  Italy  ; 
And.  by  my  father's  love  and  leave,  am  arm'd 
With  his  good  will,  and  thy  good  company, 
Mod  trufty  fervant,  well  approved  in  all ; 
Here  let  us  bieathe,  and  happily  inftitute 
A  courfe  of  learning,  and  ingenious  ftudies. 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens, 
Gave  me  my  l>eing,  and  my  father  firft, 
A  merchant  of  great  traffic  through  the  world, 
Vincentio.  come  of  the  Bentivolii. 
Vincentio  his  Ton,  brought  up  in  Florence, 
It  fnail  become,  to  ferve  all  hopes  conceived, 
To  deck  his  fortune  with  his  virtuous  deeds; 
And  therefore,  Tranio,  for  the  time  I  fludy, 
Virtue^  and  that  part  of  philofophy 
Will  I  apply,  that  treats  of  happinefs 
By  virtue  'ipecially  to  be  atchiev'd. 
Tell  me  thy  mind  :  for  I  have  Pifa  left, 
And  am  to  Pndiia  come  ;  as  he  that  leaves 
A  flirJlow  plafii,  to  plunge  him  in  the  deep, 
And  with  iaticty  fceks  to  quench  his  thlrft. 

Tra,  Ale  par'donaio.  gentle  mafter  mine, 
I  am  in  all  a{ic6lcd  as  yourfelf ; 
Glad  that  you  tlius  continue  your  refolve, 
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To  fuck  the  fweets  of  iweet  philofophy. 

Only,  good  mafter,  while  we  do  admire 

This  virtue,  and  this  moral  difcipline, 

Let's  be  no  ftoicks,  nor  no  flocks,  I  pray  ; 

Or  fo  devote  to  Ariftotle's  checks, 

As  Ovid  be  an  outcafh  quite  abjur'd  : 

Talk  logic  with  acquaintance  that  you  have, 

And  praftife  rhetoric  in  your  common  talk  ; 

Mufic,  and  poefy,  ufe  to  quicken  you  ; 

The  mathematics,  and  the  metaphyfics, 

Fall  to  them,  as  you  hnd  your  fhomach  fervcs  you  : 

No  profit  grows,  where  is  no  pleafure  ta'en  ; 

In  brief,  fir,  fludy  what  you  moft  alTeft. 

Luc.  Gramercies,  Tranio,  well  doft  thou  advilo. 
If  Biondello,  thou  wert  come  afhore, 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs  ; 
And  take  a  lodging,  fit  to  entertain 
Such  friends  as  time  in  Padua  fhail  beget. 
But  flay  a  while  :  What  company  is  this? 

Tra.  Mafler,  fome  fhcw  to  welcome  us  to  town. 

Enter  Baptifla^  with  Katharina  and  Bianca,  Grc- 
mio  and  Hortenfio,     Lucent  io  and  Tranio  ft  and  hy. 

Bap,  Gentlemen,'  importune  me  n^o  farther, 
For  how  I  firmly  am  relolv'd  you  know  ; 
That  is, — not  to  beflow  my  youngefl  daughter, 
Before  i  have  a  hufband  for  the  elder  : 
If  either  of  you  both  love  Katharina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  well,  and  love  you  v/cll. 
Leave  fhall  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  plea  (  arc. 

Gre,  To  carr.  her  rather  :  She's  too  rough  for  mo  : 
There,  there,  Hoftenfio,  will  you  any  wife  ? 

Kath,  I  pray  you,  fir,  is  it  your  will 
To  make  a  flale  of  mc  amongfl  thefe  mates  ? 

Nor,  Mates,  maid!    How' mean  you  that?  no 
mates  for  you,  ^ 
Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler^nilder  mould. 
.  Kath,  rfaith,  fir,  you  Ihali  Ikevert^eed  to  f^jar  ; 
I-wis,  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  heart : 
B  2 
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But,  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  care  fhall  be 
To  comb  your  noddle  with  a  three-legg*d  ftool, 
And  paint  your  face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  fool. 

Her,  From  all  fuch  devils,  good  Lord  deliver  us  ! 

Gre,  And  me  too,  good  lord  ! 

Tra.  Hufli,  mafter!  here  is  fome  good  paftimc 
toward  ; 

That  wench  is  ftaik  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Luc,  But  in  the  other's  filence  I  do  fee 
Maid's  mild  behaviour  and  fobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

7V/7.  Vrdl  faid,  mader  ;  mum  !  and  gaze  your  fill. 

Bap,  Ge  ntlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  1  have  faid — Bianca,  get  you  in  : 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca  : 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  girl. 

Kalk,  A  pretty  peat !  'tis  befl 
Put  finger  in  the  eye, — an  fhe  knew  why. 

Bui'i.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  difcontent.— 
Sir,  to  your  pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe  ; 
'Slv  books,  and  inftruments,  fhall  be  my  company  ; 
On  them  to  look,  and  praftice  by  myfelf. 

Luc,  Hark,  Tranio  I  thou  may'fh  hear  Minerva 
fpeak,  \_Afide. 

For,  Signior  Baptifla,  will  you  be  fo  flrange  ? 
Sorry  am  i  that  our  good  will  affefts 
,Bianca's  grief. 

Gre,  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptifta,  for  this  fiend  of  hell. 
And  make  her  bear  the  penance  of  her  tongue  ? 

Bap,  Gentlemen,  content  ye  ;  I  am  refolv'd  ; — 
Go  in,  Bianca,  \_Exit,  Bianca, 

And,  for  I  know  fhe  taketh  moft  delight 
In  mufic,  inftruments,  and  poetry, 
School  ma  fhers  v/ill  I  keep  within  my  houfe, 
Fit  to  infbrud  her  youth. — If  you,  Hortenfio, — 
Or  fignior  Gremio,  you, — know  any  fuch, 
Prefer  them  hither  ;  for  to  cunning  men 
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I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal 

To  mine  own  children  in  good  bringing-up ;  ' 

And  fo  farewell.    Katharina,  you  may  flay  ; 

For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca,  \_Exit» 

Kath,  Why,  and  I  truft,  I  may  go  too,  may  I 
not  ?  What,  fhall  I  be  appointed  hours  ;  as  though, 
belike,  I  knew  not  what  to  take,  and  what  to 
leave?  Ha!  [Exit, 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  devil's  dam ;  your  gifts 
are  fo  good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Their 
love  is  not  fo  great,  Hortenfio,  but  we  may  blow 
our  nails  together,  and  faft  it  fairly  out ;  our  cake's 
dough  on  both  fides.  Farewell  : — Yet,  for  the  love 
I  bear  my  fweet  Bianca,  if  I  can  by  any  means  light 
on  a  fit  man,  to  teach  her  that  wherein  fhe  delights, 
I  will  wifh  him  to  her  father. 

Hor,  So  will  I,  fignior  Gremio  :  But  a  word,  I 
nray.  Though  the  nature  of  our  quarrel  never  yet 
)f  rook'd  parle,  know  now,  upon  advice,  it  touch- 
eth  us  both. — that  we  may  yet  again  have  accefs  to 
our  fair  rniftrefs,  and  be  happy  rivals  in  Bianca's 
lov^v  —t^^  labour  and  effeft  one  thing  'fpecially. 

Gre.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

i/or.  Marry,  fir,  to  get  a  hufband  for  her  fifler. 
Gre.  A  hufoand  !  a  devil. 
Hor.  I  fay,  a  hufband. 

Gre.  I  fay,  a  devil :  Think'ft  thou,  Hortenfio, 
though  her  father  be  very  rich,  any  man  is  fo  very 
a  fool  to  be  married  to  hell  ? 

Hor.  Tufh,  Gremio  !  though  it  pafs  your  patience 
and  mine,  to  endure  her  loud  alarums,  why,  man, 
there  be  good  fellows  in  the  world,  an  a  man  could 
light  on  them,  would  take  her  with  all  her  faults, 
and  money  enough. 

Gre.  I  cannot  tell :  but  I  had  as  lief  take  her 
dowry  with  this  condition, — to  be  whipp'd  at  the 
high  crofs  every  morning. 
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Hot,  'Faith,  as  you  fay,  there's  fmall  choice  in 
rotten  apples.  But,  come  ;  fmce  this  bar  in  law 
makes  us  friends,  it  fhail  be  fo  far  forth  friendly 
maintain'd, — till  by  helping  Baptifta's  eldeft  daugh- 
ter to  a  huiband,  we  fet  his  youngeft  free  for  a 
liufband,  and  then  have  to't  afrefh. — Sweet  Bianca  ! 
— Happy  man  be  his  dole !  He  that  runs  fafteft, 
gets  the  ring.    How  fay  you,  fignior  Gremio  ? 

Gre»  I  am  agreed :  and  'would  I  had  given  him 
the  bed  horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing,  that 
would  thoroughly  woo  her,  wed  her,  and  bed  her, 
and  rid  the  houfe  of  her.    Come  on. 

\_Exeunt  Gremio  and  HortenfiG, 
Manent  Tranio  and  Lucentio, 

Tra.  I  pray,  fir,  tell  me, — Is  it  pofTible 
That  love  fliould  of  a  fudden  take  fuch  hold  ? 

Luc,  Oh,  Tranio,  till  I  found  it  to  be  true, 
1  never  thought  it  poflible,  or  likely  ; 
But  fee !  while  idly  I  flood  looking  on, 
I  found  the  effe6l  of  love  in  idlenels ; 
And  now  in  plainnefs  do  confefs  to  thee, — 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret,  and  as  dear. 
As  Anna  to  the  queen  of  Carthage  was, — 
Tranio,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  perifh,  Tranio, 
If  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modefb  girl  : 
Counfel  me,  Tranio,  for  I  know  thou  can'fl ; 
AfTift  me,  Tranio,  for  1  know  thou  wilt. 

Tra,  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now  ; 
Affeftion  is  not  rated  from  the  heart ; 
If  love  have  touch'd  you,  nought  remains  but  fo, 
Redime  te  captum  quam  queas  minimG, 

Luc,  Gramercies,  lad  ;  go  forv/ard  :  this  contents  ; 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  counfel's  found. 

Tra,  Mafter,  you  look'd  fo  longly  on  the  maid, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  all. 

Luc,  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  beauty  in  her  face, 
Such  as  the  daughter  of  Agenor  had. 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  hand, 
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When  with  his  knees  he  kifs'd  the  Cretan  ilrand. 
Tra,  Saw  you  no  more  ?  mark'd  you  not,  how 
her  fifter 

Began  to  fcold  ;  and  raife  up  fuch  a  ftorm, 
That  mortal  ears  might  hardly  endure  the  din  ? 

Luc.  Tranio,  I  faw  her  coral  lips  to  move, 
And  with  her  breath  fhe  did  perfume  the  air  ; 
Sacred,  ajid  fweet,  was  all  I  faw  in  her. 

Tra,  Nay  then,  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his 
trance. 

I  pray,  awake,  Gr  ;  If  you  love  the  maid, 
Bend  thoughts  and  wits  to  atchieve  her.    Thus  it 
ftands : — 

Her  eldell:  fider  is  fo  curd  and  flirewd, 
ihht,  'till  the  father  rid  his  hands  of  her, 
Mcider.  your  love  mufh  live  a  maid  at  home  ; 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Bccaufc  llie  fliall  not  be  annoy'd  with  fuitors. 

Zwc.  Ah,  Tranio,  what  a  cruel  father's  he  ! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  fchoolmaRers  to  inftruft  her  ? 

Tra.  Ay,  marry,  am  I,  fir  ;  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Luc,  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tra,  Mailer,  for  my  hand. 
Both  our  inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc^  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra,  Yo  v/ill  be  fchoolmafher, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  maid  : 
That's  your  device. 

Luc.  It  is:  May  it  be  done  ? 

Tra,  Not  poflible  ;  For  who  fhall  bear  your  part, 
And  be  in  Padua  here  Vincentio's  fon  ; 
Keep  houfe,  and  ply  his  book  ;  welcome  his  friends  ; 
Vifit  his  countrymen,  and  banquet  them? 

Luc.  Bafta;  content  thee;  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  fcen  in  any  houfe  ; 
Nor  can  we  be  diflinguifh'd  by  our  faces, 
For  man,  or  mafter :  then  it  follows  thus;---' 
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Thou  flialt  be  mafler,  Tranio,  in  my  (lead, 
Keep  houfe,  and  port,  and  fervants  as  1  fhould  : 
1  will  fome  ether  be,  fome  Florentine, 
Soir.e  Neapolitan,  or  meaner  man  of  Pifli. — 
'Tis  hatch'd,  and  fhall  be  fo  : — Tranio,  at  once 
Uncafe  thee  ;  take  my  coloured  hat  and  cloak  ; 
When  Biondello  comes,  he  waits  on  thee  ; 
But  1  will  charm  him  firil  to  keep  his  tongue. 

Tra,   So  had  you  need.  [^They  exchange  habits. 
In  brief,  fir.  Tub  it  your  pleafure  is, 
And  I  am  ty'd  to  be  obedient ; 
(For  fo  your  father  charged  me  at  our  parting  ; 
Be  ferviceableto  my  Jon^  quoth  he. 
Although,  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfe) 
I  am  content  to  be  Lucentio, 
Becaufe  fo  well  I  love  Lucentio. 

Luc,  Tranio,  be  fo,  becaufe  Lucentio  loves  : 
And  let  me  be  a  flave,  to  atchieve  that  maid 
Whofe  fudden  fight  hath  thralPd  my  wounded  eye. 

Enter  Biondello, 
Here  comes  the  rogue.  Sirrah,  where  liave  you  been  ? 

Bion,  Where  have  I  been  ?  Nay,  how  now,  where 
are  you  ? 

Mafter,  has  my  fellow  Tranio  floln  your  clothes  ? 
Or  you  ftoln  his  ?  or  both  ?  pray,  what's  the  news  ? 

LuQ,  Sirrah,  come  hither;  'tis  no  timx  to  jeft, 
And  therefore  frame  your  m.anners  to  the  time. 
Your  fellow,  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  life, 
Puts  my  apparel  and  my  countenance  on, 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his  ; 
For  in  a  quarrel,  fmce  I  came  afhore, 
I  kill'd  a  man,  and  fear  I  am  defcry'd  : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes. 
While  1  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  life  : 
You  underftandnne  ? 

Bion,  Ay,  fir,  ne'er  a  whit. 

l.uc.  And  not  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  mouth  ; 
Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 
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Bion.  The  better  for  him  ;  'Would  I  were  To  too ! 
Tra.  So  would  I,  'faith,  boy,  to  have  the  next 
wifh  after, — 

That   Lucentio   indeed  had    Baptifta's  youngefl 
daughter. 

But,  firrah — not  for  my  fake,  but  your  mafter's, — 
I  advife 

You  ufe  your  manners  difcreetly  in  all  kind  of 

companies  ; 
When  I  am  alone,  why,  then  I  am  Tranio ; 
■  But  in  all  places  eUe,  your  mafter  Lucentio. 
Luc,  Tranio,  let's  go  — 
One  thing  more  refts,  that  thyfelf  execute  ; — 
To  make  one  among  thefe  wooers  :  If  thou  afk  mc 
why,  

SufEceth,  my  reafons  are  both  good  and  weighty. 

^Exeunt, 

I  Man»     My  lord,  you  nod;  you  do  not  mind 
the  play.'* 

Sly,  ''  Yes,  by  faint  Anne,  do  I.  A  good  matter, 
furely ; 

Comes  there  any  more  of  it?'' 
Page,      My  lord,  'tis  but  begun." 
Sly.  ^'  'Tis  a  very  excellent  piece  of  v/ork.  madam 
lady ; 

*  Would,  it  were  done!" 

SCENE  II. 

Before  Hortenjzo's  Ho  ufe  in  Padua, 

Enter  Pctruchio  and  Grumio, 
Pet,  Verona,  for  a  while  I  take  my  leave, 

To  fee  my  friends  in  Padua ;  but,  of  all, 

My  bed  beloved  and  approved  friend, 

Hortenfio  ;  and,  I  trow,  this  is  his  houfe  : — 

Here.  Hrrah  Grumio  ;  knock,  I  fay. 

Gru.  Knock,  fir  !  whom  fhould  I  knock  ?  is  there 

amy  man  hath  rebus'd  yourworfhip? 

Pet,  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  founily. 
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Gru.  Knock  youhere,  fir  ?  why,  fir,  what  am  I,  fir. 
That  I  fhould  knock  you  here,  fir? 

Pet.  Villain,  I  Hiy,  knock  me  at  this  gate, 
And  rap  me  well,  or  I'll  knock  your  knave's  pate. 

Gru,  My  mafter  is  grown  quarrelfome  :  I  fliould 
knock  you  firfl:. 
And  then  1  know  after  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
Faith,  hrrah,  an  you'll  not  knock^  1*11  ring  it; 
I'll  try  how  you  can  fol^fa,  and  fing  it, 

\^IIe  tu rings  him  hy  the  ears, 

Gru.   Help,  m.afters,  help  I  my  mafter  is  mad, 

Pd.  Now  knock  when  I  bid  you:  firrah,  villain  ! 
Enter  HortenfiO. 

Hor.  How  now?  what's  the  matter ? — My  old 
friend  Grumio!  and  my  good  friend  Petruchio ! — 
How  do  you  all  at  Verona  ? 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio,  come  you  to  part  the  Fray  ? 
Con  tutto  il  core  ben  trovato,  may  I  fay. 

Hor.  Alia  nojira  cafa  ben  venuto, 
Motto  honorato  fignor  mio  Petruchio, 
Rife,  Grumio,  rife;  we  will  compound  this  quarrel. 

Gru,  Nay,  'tis  no  matter,  what  he  'leges  in 
Latin. — If  this  be  not  a  lawful  caufe  for  me  to  leave 

his  fervice.  Look  you,  fir, — he  bid  nie  knock 

him,  and  rap  him  foundly,  fir :  Well,  w^as  it  fit 
for  a  fervant  to  ufe  his  mailer  fo  ;  being,  perhaps, 
(for  ought  I  fee)  two  and  thirty, — a  pip  out  ? 
Whom,  would  to  God,  I  had  wxll  knock'd  at  firft. 
Then  had  net  Grumio  come  by  the  worft. 

Pet.  A  fenlelefs  villain  ! — Good  Hortenfio, 
I  bid  the  rascal  knock  upon  your  gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  heart  to  do  it. 

Gru.  Knock  at  the  g?.te  ? — O  heavens! — 
Spake  you  not  thefe  words  plain. — Sirrah,  kncok  mt 
hire. 

Rap  me  here,  knock  Trie  zoell,  and  k  nock  me  foundly  f 
And  come  you  now  \/;t.h — knocking  at  the  gate  ? 
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Pet,  Sirrah,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  aclvife  you. 

Hot,  Petruchio,  patience  ;  I  am  Gruniio's  pledge; 
Why,  this  is  a  heavy  chance  'twixt  him  and  you  : 
Your  ancient,  trufty,  pleafant  fervant  Grumio. 
And  tell  me  now,  fweet  friend — what  happy  gale 
Blows  you  to  Padua  here,  from  old  Verona  P 

Pet,  Such  wind  as  fcatters  young  men  througli 
the  world, 

To  feek  their  fortunes  farther  than  at  home, 
Where  fmall  experience  grows.  But,  in  a  few, 
Signior  Hortenfio,  thus  it  (lands  with  ine  :  — 
Antonio,  my  father,  is  deceased  ; 
And  1  have  thruft  myfelf  into  this  maze, 
Haply  to  wive,  and  thrive,  as  bed  I  may  : 
Crowns  in  my  purfe  I  have,  and  goods  at  home, 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  world. 

Hot,  Petruchio,  fhall  I  then  come  roundly  to  theCj 
And  wifh  thee  to  a  fhrewd  ill-favour 'd  wife  ? 
Thou'dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  counfel : 
And  yet  I'll  promife  thee  fhe  fhall  be  rich. 
And  very  rich  : — but  thou'rt  too  much  my  friend, 
And  ril  not  wifli  thee  to  her. 

Pet,  Signior  Hortenfio,  'twixt  fuch  friends  as  wc ' 
Few  words  fuffice  :  and,  therefore,  if  thou  know. 
One  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio's  wife, 
(As  wealth  is  burden  of  my  wooing  dance) 
Be  fhe  as  foul  as  was  Florentius'  love, 
As  old  as  Sibyl,  andascurfl:  and  fhrewd 
As  Socrates'  Xantippe,  or  a  worfe. 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  remove?,  at  Icafb, 
Affeftion's  edge  in  me,  were  fhe  as  rough, 
As  aie  the  fwellinor  Adriatic  feas  : 
I  come  to  wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  ; 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padaa, 

Gru,  Nay,  look  you,  fu',  he  tells  you  flatly  Vv^hat 
his  mind  is:  Why,  give  him  gold  enough,  and 
marry  him  to  a  puppet,  or  an  aglet-baby  :  or  an  old 
trot  Vv^ith  ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  hcdd,  though  fhe  have 
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as  many  difeafes  as  two  and  fifty  liorfes  ;  why  no- 
thing comes  amifs,  fo  money  comes  withal. 

hor,  Petruchio,  fmce  we  have  flept  thus  far  in, 
1  will  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  jefl. 
I  can.  Petruchio,  help  thee  to  a  wife 
With  wealth  enough,  and  young,  and  beauteous  ; 
Brought  up,  as  beft  becomes  a  gentlewoman  : 
Her  only  fault  (and  that  is  fault  enough) 
Is, — that  fhe  is  intolerably  curfh. 
And  fhrewd,  and  froward  :  fo  beyond  all  meafure. 
That,  were  my  ftate  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  mine  of  gold. 

Pet,  Hortenfio,  peace  ;  thou  knowTc  not  gold's 

effea:  

Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  'tis  enough  ; 
For  I  will  board  her,  though  Hie  chide  as  loud 
As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumm  crack. 

Hor,  lier  father  is  Baptifla  Mincla, 
An  affable  and  courteous  gentleman  : 
Her  name  is,  Katharina  Minola, 
Renowm'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  tongue. 

Pet,  I  knov/  her  father,  though  1  know  not  her; 
And  he  knev/  my  deceafed  father  well : — 
1  will  not  fieep,  Plortenfio,  till  I  Tec  her  ; 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you. 
To  give  you  over  at  this  fir  ft  encounter, 
Unlefs  you  will  accompany  mc  thither. 

Grv,'  I  pi  ay  ycu,  hr,  let  hirn  go  v/hile  the  humour 
lafts.  O'  m.y  word,  an  fhe  knev  him  as  well  as  I  do, 
fhe  would  think  icoldirg  would  do  little  goad  upon 
him  :  She  may,  perhaps,  cell  h:m  hjlFa  Icore  knaves, 
or  fo  ;  Vv^hy,  th?t's  nothing  ;  an  he  begin  once,  he'll 
rail  in  his  rcpc-tricks.  I'll  tell  you  v/hat,  fir. — an  fhe 
•Hand  him  but  a  lit  lie,  he  v/ill  thrcv/  a  figure  in  her 
face,  and  :o  di  I^-  ^rG  her  v/ith  it,  thiit  Hie  fhall  have 
no  mere  eyes  to  iee  withal  tlian  a  cal  :  You  know 
him  not.  fir. 
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lie  hath  the  jewel  of  my  life  in  hold, 
Hisyoungefl  daughter,  beautiful  Bianca  ; 
And  her  withholds  he  from  me,  and  other  more 
Suitors  to  her,  and  rivals  in  my  love  : 
Suppofmg  it  a  thing  impoffible, 
(For  thofe  defe6ls  I  have  before  rehears'd) 
That  ever  Katharina  will  be  woo'd. 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Baptifta  ta'cn  ; — 
That  none  fli  ill  have  accefs  unto  Bianca, 
'Till  Katharine. the  curft  Iiave  got  a  hufband. 

Gru,  Katharine  the  curfh! 
A  title  for  a  maid,  of  all  titles  the  vrorfl:. 

Hor.  Now  fliall  my  friend  Petrucliio  do  me  grace ; 
And  offer  me,  difs-uis'd  in  fober  robes, 
To  old  Baptifta  as  a  fchoolmaffer 
Well  fccn  in  miific,  to  infLru6h  Bianca  :  • 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  device,  at  lead, 
Have  leave  andleifure  to  make  love  to  her, 
Andj  unfufpefted,  court  her  by  herfelf. 

Enter  Gremio,  and  Lucentio  dijguis^d^  with  books  under 
his  arm» 

Gru.  Here's  no  knavery  !  See  ;  to  beguile  the  old 
folks,  how  the  young  folks  lay  their  heads  together  I 
Mather,  mafler,  look  about  you  :  Who  goes  there?  ha! 

Hor,  Peace,  Grumio  ;  'tis  the  rival  of  my  love  :^ — 
Petruchio,  ftmd  by  a  while. 

Gru,  A  proper  fhripling,  and  an  amorous  ! 

Gre,  O  very  well;  I  haveperus'd  the  note. 
Hark  you,  fir  ;  Til  have  them  very  fairly  bound  : 
All  books  of  love,  fee  that  at  any  hand  ; 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  lc£rures  to  her  : 
You  underftand  me: — Over  and  befide 
Signior  Bapti Pea's  liberality, 

I'll  mend  it  with  a  largefs  ; — Take  your  papers  too, 

And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfumed  ; 

For  (he  is  fwseter  than  perfume  itfelf, 

To  whom  they  go.  What  will  you  read  to  her? 
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Luc,  Whate'er  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  you, 
As,  for  my  patron,  (Hand  you  fo  affur'd) 
As  firmly  as  yourfclf  were  ftill  in  place  : 
Yea,  and  (perhaps)  with  more  fuccefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  fcholar,  fir. 

Gre,  O  this  learning  !  what  a  thing  it  is  ! 

Gru,  O  this  woodcock  !  what  an  afs  it  is  ! 

Pet.  Peace,  firrah. 

Eor,  Grumio,    mum ! — God  fave  you,  lignior 
Gremio. 

Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  fignior  Hortenfio. 
Trow  you 

Whither  I  am  going? — To  Baptifta  Minola. 

I  promised  to  enquire  carefully 

About  a  fchoolmafler  for  the  fair  Bianca: 

And,  by  good  fortune,  I  have  lighted  well 

On  this  young  man  ;  for  learning,  and  behaviour, 

Fit  for  her  turn  ;  well  read  in  poetry. 

And  other  books, — good  ones,  I  warrant  you. 

/-for,  'Tis  well ;  and  I  have  met  a  gentleman. 
Hath  promis'd  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  mufician  to  infhruft  our  miftrefs  ; 
So  fball  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov'd  of  me. 

Gre,  Belov'd  of  me. — and  that  my  deeds  fhall 
prove. 

Gru,  And  that  his  bags  fhall  prove.  [  Afde, 

hor,  Gremio,  'tis  now  no  time  to  vent  our  love: 
T.iften  tome,  and,  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
ril  tell  you  news  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  gentleman,  whom  by  chance  I  met. 
Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  curft  Katharine  ; 
Yea,  and  to  marry  her,  if  her  dowry  pleafe, 

Gre.  So  faid,  \o  done,  is  well : — 
Hortenfio,  have  you  told  hiraall  her  faults  ? 

Pet,  I  know  flie  is  an  irkfome,  brawling  fcold  ; 
If  that  be  all,  mafl:ers,  1  hear  no  harm. 
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Gre.  No,  fay'il  me  To,  friend  P  What  countryman  ! 

Pet,  Born  in  Verona,  old  Antonio's  fon  : 
My  father  dead,  my  fortune  lives  forme  ; 
And  I  do  hope  good  days,  and  long,  to  fee. 

Gre,  O,  fir,  fuch  a  life,  with  fuch  a  wife,  were 
ftrange  ; 

But,  if  you  have  a  ffcomach,  to't  o'God's  name  ; 
You  fhall  have  me  aCTifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  cat  ? 
Pet.  Will  I  live? 

Grit,  Will  he  woo  her?  ay,  or  I'll  hang  her. 

p  Afide, 

Pet,  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  ? 
Think  you,  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  fea,  puff'd  up  with  winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  boar,  chafed  with  fweat  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  Relcl, 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  fl;icc  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  battle  lieard 
Loud  'larums,  neighing  fteeds^  and  trumpets'  clang  ? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue  ; 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  the  ..ear. 
As  will  a  chefnut  in  a  farmer's  fire? 
Tufh,  tufli !  fear  boys  with  bugs, 

Gru.  For  he  fears  none.  [/i/f^rV, 

Gre,  IlGrtendo,  ]i:uk  ! 
This  g-entlenvm  is  happilv  arriv'd. 
My  mind  prclinncs,  forhascvvv:-  <v,:  \ 

Hot,  I  prom-.s'd  we  would  g-j  ^ 
And  bear  his  charge  of  wooing,  \vi; 

Gre,  And  lb  we  will;  provided.  \\\\^  iic  win  her. 

Grit,  1  v/ould  I  were  as  fure  of  a  good  dinner. 

To  them  Tranio  brav:  '-iondtU), 

Tra,  Gentlemen,  Gc;;  i.:v  :  yci.  i  ir  i  may  be  bold. 
Tell  mc,  I  bcfeech  you,  which  is  the  readied  way 
To  the  houic  of  fignior  Baptiila  Minola  ? 
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Gre,  He  that  has  the  two  fair  daughters?  is't  he 
you  mean  ? 

Tra,  Even  he,  Eiondello  ? 

Gre,  Hark  you,  hr;  You  mean  not  her  to  - 

Tra.  Perhaps,  him  and  her,  lir  ?  What  have  vou 
to  do  ?  ^ 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides,  fir,  at  any  hand,  I  pray. 

Tra.  1  love  no  chiders,  hr  :  Biondello,  let's  away. 

Luc.  Well  begun,  Tranio.  \_Afide, 

Hot,  Sir,  a  word  ere  you  go  ; 
Are  you  a  fuitor  to  the  maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra.  An  if  I  be,  fir,  is  it  any  offence  ? 

Grt.  No;  if,  without  more  words,  you  will  get 
you  hence. 

Tra.  Why,  fir,  I  pray,  arc  not  the  ffreets  as  free 
For  me,  as  for  you  ? 

Grt.  But  fo  is  not  flie. 
Tra.  For  what  rcafon,  I  befeech  you  ? 
Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  know,. 


Tliat  fhe's  the  choice  love  of  Signior.  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  fhe's  the  chofen  of  Signior  Hortcnfio. 
Tra.  Softly,  my  maffers  !  if  you  be  gentlemen, , 
Do  me  this  right. — hear  m^e  with  patience. 
Baptifta  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
To  whom  my  father  is  not  all  unknown  ; 
And,  were  his  daughter  fairer  than  flic  is, 
She  may  more  fuitors  have,  and  me  for  one. 
P'air  Leda's  daughter  had  a  thbinand  wooers 
Then  well  one  more  m.ay  fair  Bianca  have  : 
And  fo  file  fnall :  Lucentio  ihall  make  one, 
Tluragh  Paris  cam^e,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone. 

Grt.  What !  this  gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 
Luc.  Sir,  give  him  head  ;  I  know  he'll  prove  a 
jade. 

Ftt,  HortGnfio,  to  what  end  are  all  thefc  words? 
Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  aflc  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baptifta's  daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  fir  *,  but  hear  I  do^  that  he  hath  two  ; 
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The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  tongue. 
As  the  other  is  for  beauteous  modefty. 

Pct»  Sir,  fir,  the  firft's  for  me  ;  let  her  go  by. 
Gre.  Yea,  leave  that  labour  to  great  Hercules  ; 
And  let  it  be  more  than  Alcides'  twelve. 

Pet,  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me,  infooth  ; — 
The  youngeft  daughter,  whom  you  hearken  for. 
Her  father  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  fuitors  ; 
And  v/ill  not  promife  her  to  any  man, 
Until  the  eldeft  fifter  firft  be  wed  : 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra,  If  it  be  fo,  fir,  that  you  are  the  man 
MuR:  (lead  us  all,  and  me  amongft  the  reft  ; 
And  if  you  break  the  ice,  and  do  this  feat,— 
Atchieve  the  elder,  fet  the  younger  free 
For  our  accefs, — whofe  hap  fhall  be  to  have  her, 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hot,  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive  : 
And  fmce  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  fuitor. 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratify  this  gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Tra,  Sir,  I  fhall  not  be  flack  :  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  ye  we  may  contrive  this  afternoon, 
And  quaff  caroufes  to  our  miftrefs'  health  ; 
And  do  as  adverfaries  do  in  law, — 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  friends. 

Gru,  O  excellent  motion  I  Fellows,  let's  begone. 
Hot.  The  motion's  good,  indeed,  and  be  it  fo : — 
Petruchio,  I  fhall  be  your  htn  venuto,  [^E.xtunt, 


ACT     n.        SCENE  I. 
Baptijla's  Houfe  in  Padua, 
Enter  Katharina  and  Bianca, 
£ia7ica,/^  OO  D  fifter,  wrong  mc  not,  nor  wrong 

\J  yourfelf. 
To  make  a  bondmaid  and  a  flave  of  mc ; 
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Til  aJ.  I  difdain  :  but  for  thefe  otlvcr  gawds, — 
Unbind  mv  hands,  I'll  pull  them  olf  myrelf. 
Yea,  all  niy  raiment,  to  my  petticoat  ; 
Or,  what  you  will  command  me,  will  I  do. 
So  well  I  know  my  duty  to  my  elders. 

Kath,  Of  all  thy  fuitors,  here  I  charge  thee,  teli 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  bell :  fee  thou  diffcmble  not. 

Bian,  Believe  me,  fifher,  of  all  the  men  alive, 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  face 
Which  1  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Kath,  Minion,  thou  ly'ft ;  Is't  not  Hortenfio  ? 

Bian,  If  you  affeft  him,  fifter,  here  I  fwear, 
ril  plead  for  you  myfelf,  but  you  fhall  have  him. 

Kaih,-  Oh  then,  belike  you  fancy  riches  more  : 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian,  Is  it  for  him  you  do  envy  me  fo  ? 
Nay,  then  you  jeft;  and  now  I  v/ell  perceive, 
You  have  but  jeftcd  with  me  all  this  v/hile: 
I  pr'ythee,  fifter  Kate,  untie  my  hands. 

Kath.  If  that  be  jeft,  then  all  the  reft  was  fo. 

{^Strikes  her. 

Enter  Baptifta, 
Bap,  Why,  how  new,  dame  i  whence  growls  this 

infolence  ?  • 

Bianca,  ftand  afide ; — poor  girl  !  Cie  weeps: — 
Go  ply  thy  needle  ;  meddle  not  wuth  her. — 
For  fhame,  thou  hilding  of  a  devilifh  fpirit, 
Why  do  {I  thou  wrong  her  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee  ? 
When  did  fiie  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word  ? 

Kath,  Kcr  filence  flouts  me,  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

[  Flizs  after  Bianca » 
Bap,  What,  in  my  figlit  ? — Bianca,  get  thee  in. 

\_Exit  Bianca, 

Kath,  Will  ycu  not  fuffer  me?  Nay,  now  I  fee, 
She  is  your  treafure,  fhe  mufl  have  a  hufband  ; 
I  mult  dance  bare-foot  on  her  wedding-day, 
And,  for  your  love  to  her,  lead  apes  in  hell. 
Talk  not  to  me ;  I  will  go  fit  and  weep, 
'"Till  I  can  End  occafion  of  revcng'^,     \^Exit  Katk. 
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Bap,  Was  ever  gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Gremio,  Lncentio  in  the  habit  of  a  me^an  man  ; 
Petruchio  with  Hortcnfio^  like  a  muficiaTt;  Tranio, 
and  Biondello  bearing  a  lute  and  books, 

Gre.  Good-morrow,  neighbour  Baptifta. 
Bap,  Good-morrow,  neighbour  Gremio:  God 
fave  you,  gentlemen  ! 

Pet.  And  you,  good  fir !  Pray  have  you  not  a 

daughter 

Call*d  Katharina,  fair,  and  virtuous? 

Bap,  I  have  a  daughter,  fir,  calPd  Katharina. 
Gre,  You  are  too  blunt ;  go  to  it  orderly. 
Pet,  You  wrong  m.e,  fignior  Gremio  ;  give  mc 
leave. — 

I  am  a  gentleman  of  Verona,  fir, 

That, — hearing  of  her  beauty,  and  her  wit, 

Her  affability,  and  bafhful  modedy, 

Her  wondrous  qualities,  and  mild  behavour, — 

Am  bold  to  fliow  myfelf  a  forward  guefh 

Within  your  houfe.  to  make  mine  eye  the  witnefs 

Of  that  report  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 

And,  for  an  entrance  to  my  entertainment. 

Prejcnting  Hortcnfio, 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  man  of  mine. 
Cunning  in  mufic,  and  the  mathematics, 
To  infi:ru8:  her  fully  in  thofe  fciences, 
Whereof,  I  know,  fhe  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
His  name  is  Licio,  born  in  Mantua. 

Bap,  You're  welcome,   fir ;  and  he,  for  your 
good  fake; 

But  for  my  daughter  Katharine, — this  I  know, 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more  my  grief. 

Pet,  I  fee,  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her  ; 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  company. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  as  I  find. 
\¥hcnce  are  you,  fir?  what  may  1  call  your  name  ? 
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Pet,  Petruchio  is  my  name  ;  Antonio's  Ton, 
A  man  well  known  throughout  all  Italy. 

Bap,*  I  know  him  well  :  you  are  welcome  for  his 
^ilike. 

Gre,  Saving  your  tale,  Petruchio,  I  pray, 
I-ct  us,  that  are  poor  petitioners,  Tpeak  too  : 
Baccare  !  you  are  marvellous  forward. 

Pd,  Oh,  pardon  me,  fignior  Gremio  ;  I  would 

fain  be  doing. 
Gre,  I  doubt  it  not,  hr ;  but  you  will  curfe  your 
wooing. — 

Neiglibour,.  this  is  a  gift  very  grateful,  I  am  fure  of 
it.  To  exprefs  the  like  kindnefs  myfelf,  that  have 
been  more  kindly  beholden  to  you  titan  any,  free 
leave  give  to  this  young  fchchr,  that  hath  been  long 
ftudying  atRlieims:  [prcfcv.iing  Lucentio,']7\s  cun- 
riing  in  Greek,  Latin,  and  other  languages,  as  tlic 
ctlier  in  mufic  and  mathematics  :  his  name  is  Cam- 
i'io  ;  pray,  accept  his  fervice. 

Bdp,  A  tlioufand  thanks,  fignior  Gremio  :  v/el- 
iornc.  good  Cam.bio. — But,  gentle  fir,  methinks, 
vou  v/Jilk  kke  a  ftrange r  ;  [7"^)  Tranioj,  May  I  be 
Ic)  bold  to  know  the  cauie  of  your  coming, 

Tra,  Pardon  me,  hr,  tl"ie  boldnefs  is  mine  own  : 
That,  being  a  flranger  in  this  city  here, 
Do  m.ake  mN'felf  a  fuitor  to  your  daughter, 
Unto  Bianca,  fair,  and  virtuous. 
Nor  is  your  iirm  relolve  unknown  to  me, 
In  the  preferm.ent  of  the  eldeft  fifter  : 
This  liberty  is  all  that  I  requeiT:,— - 
That,  upon  knowledge  of  my  parentage, 
I  may  have  welcome  'rnongiT  the  reft  that  woo, 
And  free  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 
And,  toward  the  education  of  your  daughters, 
I  here  beftow  a  fimple  inftrument, 
A.nd  this  fmall  packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  books: 
If  you  accept  them,  then  their  worth  is  great. 
Jhip,  Lucentie  is  your  nam.e?  of  whence.  Irvay'' 
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Tra.  Of  Pifa,  fir;  iSn  to  Vinccntio. 

Bap.  A  mighty  man  of  Pifa;  by  report 

I  know  him  well  :  you  arc  very  welcome,  fir.  . 

Take  you  the  lute,  and  you  the  fet  of  bo^^s, 

[To  Horienfio  aiid  Lucentic^ 
You  fhall  go  fee  your  pupils  prefcntly. 
Holla,  witliin  ! — 

Entir  a  Servant. 

Sirrah,  lead 

'rhefc  gentlemen  to  :.\y  c^:-  ig^^tcrs;  and  tell  themboth, 
■\\  Thefe  are  their  tutors  ;  bid  them  ufc  thcra  well. 

\Exit  Servant  rcith  Hortenfco  and  Lucent  to. 
We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  orchard, 
And  then  to  dinner  :  You  are  paiung  welcome, 
And  fo  I  prav  you  all  to  think  yourlelves. 

Pet.   Signior  Baptifta,   my  bufinefs  afketh  haflc. 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  v/oo. 
You  knew  my  father  well ;  and  in  him,  mc, 
Left  folely  heir  to  all  his  lands  and  goods, 
YVhich  I  have  better'd  ratlier  than  decreased: 
Then  tell  me, — if  I  get  your  daughter's  love, 
Whdt  dowry  fhall  I  have  with  her  to  v/ife  ? 

Bap,  After  my  death,  the  one  half  of  m.y  lands  ; 
And,  in  pollsffion,  twenty^  thoufjnd  crowns. 

Pet.  And,  for  that  dowry,  I'll  aiTure  her  of 
Her  widowhood — be  it  that  flic  furvivc  me — 
In  all  my  lands  and  leafes  whatfoever: 
Let  fpecialties  be  therefore  drawn  between  us. 
That  covenants  may  be  kept  on  cither  hand. 

Bat),  Ay,  when  the  fuecial  thing  is  vv^ell  obt  ainoc\ 
That  is, — her  love;  for  that  is  all  in  all. 

Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing;  for  I  tell  you  father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  flie  proud-minded  ; 
And  where  tM'o  raging  Eros  meet  together, 
They  do  confume  the  thing  that  feeds  their  fury  : 
Though  little  fire  grows  great  with  little  wind, 
Yet  extreme  gufts  will  blow  out  lire  and  all  ; 
So  I  to  her,  and  To  flie  yields  to  pTc  ; 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  lik^  a  b.  bc. 
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Bap.  Well  may 'ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy 
fpeed  ! 

But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhappy  words. 

Pet,  Aj,  to  the  proof ;  as  mountains  are  for  winds. 
That  fhake  not  though  they  blow  perpetually. 

Re-enter  Bortevjio,  zuith  his  head  broke. 

Bap,  How  now,  my  friend  ?  why  doft  ihou  look 
fo  pale  ? 

Hot,  For  fear,  I  promife  you,  if  I  look  pale. 
Bap,   What,   will  my  d:iughter  prove  a  good 
mufician  ? 

Hor,  I  think,  fhe'U  fooner  prove  a  foldier ; 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  lutes. 

Bap,  Why,  then  thou  can  ft  not  break  her  to  the 
lute  ? 

Hor,  Why,  no  ;  for  fne  hath  broke  the  lute  to  me. 
I  did  but  tell  her,  Hie  miftook  her  frets, 
And  bow'd  her  hand  to  teach  ker  fingering  ; 
When,  with  a  moft  impatient  devilifh  fi^irit, 

Frets,  call  you  thefe       quoth  {he;       I'll  fume 
with  them 

And,  with  that  word,   fiie  ftruck  mc  on  the  head. 

And  through  the  inftrument  my  pate  made  way  ; 

And  there  I  ftood  amazed  for  a  while, 

As  on  a  pillory,  looking  through  the  lute  : 

While  file  did  call  me, — rafcal  fidier. 

And — twangling  Jack  ;  with  twenty  fuch  vile  terms, 

As  fhe  had  ftudied  to  mifufe  me  fo. 

Pet,  Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lufty  v/ench  ; 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did  : 
Oh,  how  I  long  to  have  fome  chat  with  her  ! 

13 ap.  Well,  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfited  : 
Proceed  in  practice  with  my  younger  daughter  ; 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns. — 
Sisnior  Petruchio,  will  you  go  with  us ; 
Or  fhall  I  fend  my  daughter  Kate  to  you  ? 

Pet,  I  pray  you  do  ;  I  will  ufend  her  here, 

V^Exit  Bap,  with  Gre,  Hor,  and  Tra, 
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And  woo  her  with  fome  fpirit  when  fhe  comes. 
Say,  that  fhe  rail ;  why  then  I'll  tell  her  plain, 
She  fings  as  fweetly  as  a  nightingale : 
Say,  that  fhe  frown  ;  I'll  fay,  flie  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  roles  newly  wafh'd  with  dew  : 
Say,  fhe  be  mute,  and  will  not  fpeak  a  word ; 
Then  I'll  commend  her  volubility, 
And  fay — fhe  uttereth  piercing  eloquence  : 
If  fhe  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks, 
As  though  fhe  bid  me  ftay  by  her  a  week  ; 
If  {he  denv  to  wed,  I'll  crave  the  day 
When  I  fhall  afk  the  banns,   and  when  be  mar- 
ried : — 

But  here  fhe  comes  ;  and  now,  Petruchio^  fpeak. 

Enter  Katharine^ 

Good-morrow,  Kate  ;  for  that's  your  name,  I  hear. 
Kath,  Well,  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard 
of  hearing  ; 

They  call  me — Katharine,  that  do  talk  of  m.e. 

Pet,   You  lye,  in  faith  ;   for  you  are  call'd  plaiii 
Kate, 

And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  curfl, ; 
But  Kate,  the  prettied  Kate  in  Chriftendom, 
Kate  of  Kate-hall,  my  fuper-dainty  Kate, 
For  dainties  are  all  cates  :  and  therefore.  Kate, 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of^my  confolation ; — 
Hearing  thy  mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  town, 
Thy  virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  beauty  founded, 
(Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs) 
Myfelf  am  mov'd  to  woo  thee  for  my  wife. 

Kath.  Mov'd !  in  good  time  :  let  him  that  mov'd 
you  hither, 

Remove  you  hence :  I  knew  you  at  the  firfl, 
You  were  a  moveable. 

Pa.  Why,  what's  a  moveable  ? 

Kath.  Ajoint-ftool. 

Pet,  Thou  haft  hit  it :  come,  fit  on  me. 
Vol.  III.  D 
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Kath»  Afles  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Kath»  No  fuch  jade,  fir.  as  you,  if  me  you  mean. 

Pet,  Alas,  good  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee  : 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light, — 

Kath,  Too  light  for  fuch  a  fwain  as  you  to  catch  ; 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  fliould  be. 

Pet,  Should  be  ?  fhould  buz. 

Kath,  Well  ta'en,  and  like  a  buzzard. 

Pet,  Oh,  flow-w^ing'd  turtle  !  fliall  a  buzzard  take 
thee  ? 

Kath.  Ay,  for  a  turtle ;  as  he  takes  a  buzzard. 
Pet,  Come,   come,   you  wafp ;  i'faith,   you  are 
too  angry. 

Kath,  If  1  be  v^afpifli,  bed  beware  my  fting. 
Pet.  My  remedy  is  then,  to  pluck  it  out. 
Kath.  Ay,  if  the  fool  could  find  it  where  it  lies. 
Pet.  Who  knows  not  where  a  wafp  doth  wear 
his  fling  ? 
In  his  tail. 

KatJi.  In  his  tongue. 
Pet.  Whofe  tongue? 

Kath.  Yours,  if  you  talk  of  tails  ;  and  fo  farewell. 

Pet,  What  with  my  towgue  in  your  tail  ?  nay, 
come  again. 
Good  Kate  •,  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Kath.  That  Til  try.  ^She  ftrikes  him. 

Pet,  I  fwear,  I'll  cuff  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. 

Kath,  So  may  you  lofe  your  arms  ; 
If  you  flrike  me,  you  are  no  gentleman  ; 
And  if  no  gentleman,  why,  then  no  arms. 

Pet.  A  herald,  Kate?  oh,  put  me  in  thy  books. 

Kath.  What  is  your  crefl?  a  coxcomb? 

Pet.  A  comblefs  cock,  fo  Kate  will  be  my  hen. 

Kath.  No  cock  of  mine,  you  crow  too  like  a 
raven. 

Pet,  Nay,  come,  Kate,  come  ;  you  muft  not  look 
fo  four. 

Kath,  It  is  my  fafhion,  when  I  fee  a  crab. 


•Acl  11. 


TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 


39 


P^t.  Why,  here's  no  crab ;  and  therefore  look 

not  (bur. 
Kaih,  There  is,  there  is. 
Pd.  Then  fhew  it  me. 
Kaih,  Had  I  a  glafs,  I  would. 
Pit,  What,  you  mean  my  face  ? 
Kath,  Well  aim'd  of  fuch  a  young  one. 
Pit,  Now,  by  Saint  George,  1  am  too  young  for 

you. 

Rath,  Yet  you  are  wither'd. 
Ptt*  'Tis  with  cares. 
Rath,  I  care  not, 

Ptt,  Nay,  hear  you,  Kate  :  in  footh,  you  Tcapc 
not  fo. 

Rath.  I  chafe  you,  if  I  tarry  ;  let  me  go. 

Pit.  No,  not  a  whit ;  I  find  you  pafTinor  gentle. 
'Twas  told  me,  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fuUen, 
And  now  I  find  report  a  very  liar  ; 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  palTing  courteous, 
But  flow  in  fpeech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  ilowers  : 
Thou  canfl  not  frown,  thou  canfh  not  look  afkance, 
Nor  bite  the  lip,  as  angry  wenches  will ; 
Nor  haft  thou  pleafure  tobecrofs  in  talk  ; 
But  thou  with  mildnefs  entertain'ft  thy  wooers, 
With  gentle  conference,  foft  and  affable. 
Why  doth  the  world  report,  that  Kate  doth  limp  ? 
Oh  flanderous  world!  Kate,  like  the  hazle-twig, 
Is  flrait,  and  flender ;  aNid  as  brown  in  hue 
As  hazle-nuts,  and  fweeter  than  the  kernels.  * 
O,  let  me  fee  thee  walk  :  thou  dofh  not  halt. 

Kath»  Go,  fool,  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command. 

Pet,  Did  ever  Dian  fo  become  a  grove. 
As  Kate  this  chamber  with  her  princely  gait  ? 
O,  be  thou  Dian,  and  let  her  be  Kate  ; 
And  then  let  Kate  be  chafle,  and  Dian  fportful  ! 

Kaih.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  fpeech? 

Ptt,  It  is  extempore,  from  my  mother-wit. 

Kath,  A  witty  mother  !  witlefs  clfe  her  foai. 
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Pet,  Am  I  not  wife  ? 
Kdth,  Yes ;  keep  you  warm. 
Pet,  Marry,  fo  I  mean,  fweet  Katharine,  in  thy 
bed  : 

And  therefore,  fetting  all  this  chat  afide, 
Thus  in  plain  terms : — Your  father  hath  confented 
That  you  fhall  be  my  wife;  your  dowry  'greed  on  ; 
And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 
Now,  Kate,  I  am  a  hufband  for  your  turn ; 
For,  by  this  h'ght,  whereb)^  I  fee  thy  beauty, 
(Thy  beauty,  that  doth  make  miC  like  thee  well) 
Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  man  but  me : 
For  I  am  he  am  born  to  tame  you,  Kate ; 
And  bring  you  from  a  wild  Kate  to  a  Kate 
Conformable,  as  other  houfhold  Kates, 
Here  comes  your  father ;  never  make  denial, 
1  mufh  and  will  have  Katharine  to  my  wife. 

Re-enter  Baptijia,  Gremio,  and  Tranio. 

Bap.  Now,  fignior  Petruchio;  how  fpeed  you  - 

with  my  daughter  ? 
Pet.  How  but  well,  fir  ?  how  but  well  ? 
It  were  impoffiblc,  i  fhould  fpeed  amifs. 

Bap.  Why,  how  now,  daughter  Katharine,  in 

your  dumps  ? 
Kath.  Call  you  me,  daughter?  now  I  promife 

you, 

You  have  fhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  regard, 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  lunatic ; 
A  iiiad-cap  ruffian,  and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  oaths  to  face  the  matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus, — yourfelf  and  all  the  world, 
Tl'at  tnlk'd  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her  ; 
If  fhe  be  curft,  it  is  for  policy  : 
For  file's  not  froward,  but  modefh  as  the  dove; 
Sh.e  is  not  hot,  but  tcmpeii^te  as  the  morn; 
Fcr  T>atience  Ihe  will  prove  a  fecond  Griffel; 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  chaftity  : 
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And  to  conclude, — we  have  'greed  fo  well  together, 
Th^t  upon  Sunday  is  the  wedding-day. 

Kath,  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  on  Sunday  firft. 

Gre.  Hark,  Petruchio  !  fhe  fays,  fheUl  fee  th^e 
hang'd  hrfl, 

Tra,  Is  this  your  fpeeding  ?  nay,  then,  good- 
night our  part ! 

Pet,  Be  patient,  gentlemen ;  I  chufe  her  for 
myfelf ; 

If  fhe  and  I  be  pleas'd,  what's  that  to  you  ? 

'Tis  bargain'd  'twixt  as  twain,  being  alone, 

That  (he  fhall  ftill  be  cur  ft  in  company. 

I  tell  you,  'tis  incredible  to  believe 

How  much  fhe  loves  me  :  Oh,  the  kindeft  Kate  !  — 

She  hung  about  my  neck  ;  and  kifs  on  kifs 

She  vy'd  fo  faft,  protefting  oath  to  oath, 

That  in  a  twink  fhe  won  me  to  her  love. 

Oh,  you  are  novices  !  'tis  a  world  to  fee 

How  tame,  when  men  and  women  are  alone, 

A  meacock  wretch  can  make  the  curfteft  (hrew. — 

Give  me  thy  hand,  Kate:  I  will  unto  Venice, 

To  buy  apparel  'gainft  the  wedding-day  : — 

Provide  the  feaft,  father,  and  bid  the  guefts  ; 

I  will  be  fure,  my  Katharine  fhall  be  fine. 

Batf,  I  know  not  what  to  fay  ;  but  give  me  vour 
hands; 

God  fend  you  joy,  Petruchio  !  'tis  a  match. 

Ore,  Tra.  Amen,  fay  we;  Vv^e  will  be  witneiTes. 
Pet,  Father,  and  wife,  and  gentlemen,  adieu  ; 

*    I  will  to  Venice,  Sunday  comes  apace  :  . 

We  will  have  rings,  and  things,  and  fine  array  ; 
And  kifs  me,  Kate,  we  will  be  married  o'  Sunday. 

[_Exe,  Petruchio  and  Kathariyia  feverally, 
Gre,  Was  ever  match  clapp'd  up  fo  fuddenly  ? 
Bap,  Faith,  gentlemen,  now  I  play  a  merchant's 
part. 

And  venture  madly  on  a  dcfperate  mart. 

Tra,  'Twas  a  commodity  lay  fretting  by  you  • 
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^Twlll  bring  you  gain,  or  perifh  on  the  Teas. 

Bap,  The  gain  I  feek  is — quiet  in  the  match, 

Gre.  No  doubt,  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  catch. 
But  now,  Baptifta,  to  your  younger  daughter; — 
Now  is  the  day  we  long  have  look'd  for ; 
I  am  your  neighbour^  and  was  fuitor  firft. 

Tra,  And  I  am  one,  that  love  Bianca  unore 
Than  words  can  v/itnefs,  or  your  thoughts  can  guefs. 

Grc,  Youngling  !  thou  canfL  not  love  fo  dear  as  I. 

Tra.  Grey-beard!  thy  love  doth  freeze. 

Gre,  But  thine*doth  fry. 
Skipper,  ftand  back  :  'tis  age,  that  nourifheth. 

Tra.  But  youth,  in  ladies*  eyes  that  flourifheth. 

Bap,  Content  you,  gentlemen ;  I  will  compound 
this  ftrife  : 

'Tis  deeds  muft  w^in  the  prize  ;  and  he  of  both. 
That  can  allure  m)^  daughter  greateft  dower, 
Sbali  have  Bianca's  love,— - 

Say,  fignior  Gremio,  v/hat  can  you  affure  her  ? 
Gre,  Firft,  as  you  know,  my  houfe  within  the 
city 

li  richly  furnifned  with  plate  and  gold  ; 
Bafons  and  ewers,  to  lave  her  dainty  hands ; 
My  hangings  all  of  Tyrian  tapeftry  ; 
In  ivory  coffers  I  have  ftufF'd  my  crowns; 
In  cyprefs  chefls  my  arras,  counterpoints, 
Coflly  apparal,  tents,  and  canopies, 
Fine  linen,  Turky  cufFrlons  bofs'd  with  pearl, 
Valance  of  V enice  gold  in  needle-work, 
Pewter  and  brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  houfe  or  houfe-keeping  ;  then  at  my  fann, 
1  have  a  hundred  milch-kine  to  the  pail. 
Six  fcore  fat  oxen  flanding  in  my  flails, 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  portion, 
Myfelf  am  ftruck  in  years,  1  muft  confcfs  ; 
And,  if  I  die  to-morrow,  this  is  hers, 
If,  whilft  1  live,  fhe  will  be  only  mine. 

Tra,  That,  only,  came  well  in—  Sir,  lift  to  me  ; 
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I  am  my  father's  heir,  and  only  fon : 

If  I  may  have  your  daughter  to  my  wife, 

I'll  leave  her  houfes  three  or  four  as  good, 

Within  rich  Pifa  walls,  as  any  one 

Old  fignior  Gremio  has  in  Padua  ; 

Befides  two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year 

Of  fruitful  land,  all  which  (hall  be  her  jointure. — 

What,  have  I  pinch'd  you,  fignior  Gremio? 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  ducats  by  the  year,  of  land  ! 
My  land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all  : 
That  fhe  fhall  have  ;  befides  an  ^argofy, 

That  now  is  lying  in  Marfeilles'  road:  

What,  have  I  cho?k'd  you  with  an  argofy  ? 

Tra,  Gremio,  'tis  known,  my  father  hath  no  lefs 
Than  three  great  argofies  ;  befides  two  galliaffes, 
And  twelve  tight  gallies :  thefe  I  will  affure  her, 
And  twice  as  much,  whate'er  thou  ofFer'fh  next, 

Gre,  Nay,  I  have  ofFer'd  all,  I  have  no  more  ; 
And  fhe  can  have  no  more  than  all  I  have  ; 
If  you  like  me,  fhe  fhall  have  me  and  mine. 

Tra,  Why,  then  the  maid  is  mine  from  all  the 
w^orid, 

By  your  firm  promife  ;  Gremio  is  out-vied. 

Bap,  I  muft  confefs,  your  offer  is  the  beft:  ; 
And,  let  your  father  make  her  the  affurance, 
She  is  your  own  ;  elfe,  you  mud  pardon  me  : 
If  you  fhould  die  before  him,  where's  her  dower  ? 

Tra,  That's  but  a  cavil ;  he  is  old,  I  young. 

Gre,  And  may  not  young  men  die  as  well  as  old  ? 

Bap,  Weil,  gentlemen, 
I  am  thus  relolv'd  : — On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  marry 'd  : 
Now,  on  the  Sunday  following,  fliall  Bianca 
Be  bride  to  you,  if  you  make  this  afl'u ranee ; 
If  not,  to  fignior  Gremio  : 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both. 

\_Exit, 

G^e,  Adieu,  good  neighbour. —  Now  I  fear  thee 
not ; 
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Sirrah,  young  gamefter,  your  father  were  a  fool 
To  give  thee  all,  and,  in  his  waining  age, 
Set  foot  under  thy  table :  Tut  !  a  toy  ! 
An  old  Italian  fox  is  not  fo  kind,  my  boy.  [^Exit, 
Tra,  A  vengeance  on  your  crafty  withered  hide  ! 
Yet  I  have  fac'd  it  with  a  card  of  ten. 
*Tis  in  my  head  to  do  my  maafler  good  : — 
I  fee  no  leafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucentio 
Muft  geta  father,  cail'd — fuppos'd  Vincentio  ; 
And  that's  a  wonder  :  fathers,  commonly, 
Do  get  their  children  ;  but  in  this  cafe  of  wooing, 
A  child  fhall  get  a  fire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  cunning. 

[^Exit. 

ACT     III.       SCENE  I. 

Bapiija's  Houfe, 

Enter  Lucentio,  Korttnjio,  and  Biaiica, 

Lz/r.  T7 IDLER,  forbear;  you  grow  too  forward,  fn: 
X   Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  entertainment. 
Her  filler  Katharine  wclcom'd  you  withal  ? 

H6r»  But,  wrangling  pedant,  this  is 
The  patronefs  of  heavenly  harmony  : 
Then  give  me  leave  to  have  prerogative  ; 
And  when  in  mufic  w^e  have  fpent  an  hour, 
Your  lefture  fhall  have  leiTure  for  as  much. 

Luc.  Prepofterous  afs  !  that  never  read  fo  far 
To  know  the  caufe  why  mufic  was  ordain'd  ! 
Was  it  not,  to  refrefh  the  m.ind  of  man, 
After  his  ftudies,  or  his  ufual  pain  ? 
Then  give  me  leave  to  read  philofophy. 
And,  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  harmony. 

Hor^  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thcfe  braves  of  thine. 

Bian.  Why,  gentlemicn,  you  do  m.e  double  wrong, 
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To  drive  for  that  which  refleth  in  my  choice  : 

I  am  no  breeching  fcholar  in  the  fchools ; 

I'll  not  be  ty'd  to  hours,  nor  'pointed  times. 

But  learn  my  lelfons  as  I  pleafe  myfclf. 

And,  to  cut  off  all  fl:rife,  here  fit  we  down:  — 

Take  you  your  inftrument,  play  you  the  whiles  ; 

His  lefture  will  be  done,  ere  you  have  tun'd. 

Hor,  You'll  leave  his  le£lure,  when  I  am  in  tune  ? 

[Hortenfio  retires. 

Luc,  That  will  be  never  ; — tune  your  inftrument. 

Bian.  Where  left  we  laft  ? 

Luc.  Here,  madam  :  

Hac  ibat  Simois  s  hie  eji  Sigeia  tellus  ; 

Hie Jicterat  Priami  regia  celfa  fenis, 

Bian.  Conftrue  them. 

Luc.  Hac  ibat,  as  I  told  you  before, — Simois,  I 
am  Lucentio, — hie  efl,  fon  unto  Vincentio  of  Pifa, — 
Sigeia  tellus,  difguifed  thus  to  get  your  love  ; — Hie 
Jieterat,  and  that  Lucentio  that  comes  a  wooing, — 
Priami,  is  my  man  Tranio, — regia,  bearing  my  port, 
— cd//^z  fenis^  that  we  might  beguile  the  old  panta- 
loon. 

Hor.  Madam,  my  inftrument's  in  tune. 

[^Returning. 

Bian,  Let*s  hear  : — O  fie  !  the  treble  jars.* 

Luc.  Spit  in  the  hole,  man,  and  tune  again. 

Bian,  Now  let  me  fee  if  I  can  conftrue  it :  Hac 
ibat  Simois,  I  know  you  not  :—hic  efi  Sigeia  tellus, 
I  truftyou  not ; — Hie  Jieterat  Priami,  take  heed  he 
hear  us  not ; — regia,  prefume  not ; — celfa  fenis,  def- 
pair  not. 

Hor,  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune, 

Luc,  All  but  the  bafe. 

Hor,  The  bafe  is  right ; 
'Tis  the  bafe  knave  that  jars. 
How  fiery  and  forward  our  ped?int  is  ! 
Now,  for  my  life,  the  knave  doth  court  my *love  : 
Pedafcule,  I'll  watch  you  better  yet. 
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Bian,  In  time  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 
Luc.  Miflrufl  it  not ;  for,  fure,  7^.acides 
"Was  Ajax, — call'd  fo  from  his  grandfather. 

Bian,  I  muft  believe  my  mafter ;  elfc,  I  promife 
you, 

I  fliould  be  arguing  ftill  upon  that  doubt : 
But  let  it  refl^, — Now,  Licio,  to  you: — 
Good  mafters,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray. 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hot.  You  m.ay  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave  awhile ; 
My  leffons  make  no  mufic  in  tliree  parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal,  fir?  well,  I  muft  wait/ 
And  watch  withal ;  for,  but  I  be  deceived, 
Our  fine  mufician  groweth  amorous.  ^AJide. 

Hor,  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  inftrument. 
To  learn  the  order  of  my  fingering, 
1  muft  begin  with  rudiments  of  art; 
To  teach  you  gamut  in  a  briefer  fort, 
More  plcalant,  pithy,  and  effeftual, 
Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  trade  : 
And  there  it  is  in  writing,  fairly  drawn. 

Bian,  Why,  I  am  paft  my  gamut  long  ago. 

Hot,  Yet  read  the  gamut  of  Hortenfio. 

Bian,  [reading.~\  Gamut  /  am,  the  ground  of  all 
accord^ 

A  re,  to  plead  Hortenfio' s  paffion  ; 
B  mi,  Bianca^  take  him  for  thy  lord, 
C  faut,  that  loves  zcith  all  ajfeciion  ; 
D  fol  re,  07ie  clij^,  two  notes  have  I ; 
E  la  mi,  fnozo  pity^  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this — Gamut  ?  tut  !  I  like  it  not  : 
Old  fafhions  pleafe  mc  beft  ;  I  am  not  fo  nice. 
To  change  true  rules  for  odd  inventions. 

Enter  a  Servant, 
Ser,^  Miftrefs,  your  father  prays  you  leave  your 
f*  books, 
AnJhelp  to  drefs  your  fifter's  chamber  up; 
You  know,  to-morrow  is  the  vredding-day. 
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Bian,  Farewell,  fweet  maflers,  both;  I  muft  be 
gone.  \_Exit, 
Luc.  Faith  miftrefsj  then  I  have  no  caufe  to  flay. 

Hot,  But  I  have  caufe  to  pry  into  this  pedant  ; 
Methinks,  he  looks  as  though  he  were  in  love  : — 
Yet  if  thy  thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble. 
To  caft  thy  wandering  eyes  on  every  ftale, 
Seize  thee,  that  lift:  If  once  I  find  thee  ranging, 
Hortenfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing 

S    C    E    N    E  II. 

Enter  Baptijia^  Gremio,  Tranio,  Katharine,  Lucentio. 
Bianca^  and  attendants. 

Bap.  Signior  Luccntio,  this  is  the  'pointed  day 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  fhould  be  marry'd, 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  fon-in-law  ; 
What  will  be  faid  ?  what  mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  bridegroom,  when  the  prieft  attends 
To  fpeak  the  ceremonial  rites  of  marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lucentio  to  this  fhame  of  ours  ? 

Kath.  No  fhame  but  mine :  I  muft,  forfooth 
be  forc'd 

To  give  my  hand,  oppos'd  againft  my  heart. 

Unto  a  mad-brain'd  rudefby,  full  of  ipleen  ; 

Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 

I  told  you,  I,  he  was  a  frantic  fool. 

Hiding  his  bitter  jefts  in  blunt  behaviour: 

And,  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  man. 

He'll  woo  a  thoufand,   'point  the  day  of  marriage, 

Make  friends,  invite,  yes,  and  proclaim  the  banns; 

Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 

Now  muft  the  world  point  at  poor  Katharine, 

And  lay, —  Lo  there  is  mad  Petruchio' s  zvife, 

If  it  would  pkafe  him  come  and  marry  her.  ^ 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  and  Bapufta  too; 
Upon  my  life,  Petruchio  means  but  well, 
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Whatever  fortune  flays  him  from  his  word  : 
Though  he  be  blunt,  I  know  him  paffing  wife  ; 
Though  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honeft. 

Kath,  Would,  Katharine  had  never  feen  him 
though  ]  [Exit  weeping. 

Bap.  Go,  girl  •  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep  \ 
For  fuch  an  injury  would  vex  a  faint, 
Much  more  a  fhrew  of  thy  impatient  humour. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Mafler,  mafter !  news,  old  nev/s,  and  fuch 
news  as  you  never  heard  of! 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too  ?  how  may  that  be  ? 

Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  news,  to  hear  of  Petruchio's 
coming? 

Bap.  Is  he  come  ? 

Bion.  Why,  no,  fir. 

Bap.  What  then  ? 

Bio7i»  He  is  coming. 

Bap.  When  will  he  be  here  ? 

Bion,  When  he  ftands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you 
there. 

Tra.  But,  fay.  what  to  thine  old  news  ? 

Bion.  Why,  Petruchio  is  coming,  in  a  new  hat, 
and  an  old  jerkin  ;  a  y)air  of  old  breeches,  thriceturn'd; 
a  pair  of  boots  that  have  been  candle-cafes,  one  buc- 
kled, another  lac'd  ;  an  old  rully  fword  ta'en  out  of 
the  town  armory,  with  a  broken  hilt,  and  chapelefs, 
with  two  broken  points  :  His  horfe  hip'd  with  an 
old  mothy  faddle,  the  ftirrups  of  no  kindred  :  befides, 
poffelfed  with  the  glanders,  and  like  to  mofe  in  the 
chine  ;  troubled  with  the  lampafs,  infefted  with  the 
fafhions,  full  of  windgalls,  fped  with  fpavins,  raied 
with  the  yellows,  pafl  cure  of  the  fives,  (lark  fpoilcd 
v/ith  the  flaggers,  begnawn  vv^ith  the  bots;  Iway'd  in 
the  back,  and  fhoulder-fhotten  ;  near  legg'd  before, 
and  with  a  half-check'd  bit,  and  a  headftall  of  flieep's 
leather ;  which  being  reftrain'd  to  keep  him  from 
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ftumbling,  Iiath  been  often  burf},  and  now  repair'd 
with  knots  :  one  girt  fix  times  picc'd,  and  a  weman's 
crupper  of  velure,  which  hath  two  letters  for  her 
name,  fairly  fet  down  in  ftuds^  and  here  and  there 
picked  with  packthread. 

Bop,  Who  comes  with  him? 

Bion,  Oh,  fir,  his  lacquey,  for  all  the  world  ca- 
parifon'd  like  the  horfe  ;  with  a  linen  flock  on  one 
leg,  and  a  kerfey  boot-hofe  on  the  other,  garter 'd 
with  a  red  and  blue  lift  ;  an  old  hat,  and  The  humjur 
of  forty  fancies  prick'd  in't  for  a  feather:  a  monfter, 
a  very  monfter  in  ap]:arel ;  and  not  like  a  chriftiau 
foot-boy,  or  a  gentlemnn's  lacquev. 

Tr^z.'Tisfome  odd  humourpi'ieksliimtothisfafhion; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  apparell'd. 

Bap,  I  am  glad  he  is  come,  howioever  he  comes. 

Bion,  Whv,  fir,  he  comes  not. 

Bap,  Didft  thou  not  fay,  he  comes? 

Bioji,  Who?  that  Petruchio  came  ? 

Bap,  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 

Bion,  No,  fir  ;  I  fay,  his  horfe  comes  with  him  on 
his  back. 

Bap,  Wiiy,  thats  all  one. 

Bion,  Nc-y,  by  f^int  J:nny,  I  hold  you  a  penny, 
A  norie  and  a  man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not 
many. 

Enier  Petri^chio  and  Grumio, 
Pet,  Come,  where  be  tliefe  gallants?  who  is  at 
home  ? 

Bap,  You  are  welcome,  fir. 

Pet,  And  yet  1  come  not  well. 

Bap,  And  yet  you  hal-  not. 

Tra,  Not  fo  well  apparell'd 
As  I  wifii  you  were. 

Pet.  Were  it  better,  I  fhould  rufli  in  thus.. 
But  where  is  Kate  ?  where  is  my  lovely  bride  ? — 
Howdoes  my  father  ? — Gentles,  methinksyou  frown; 
And  wherefore  gnze  this  croodly  comp?in'. 
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As  if  they  fav/  feme  wondrotis monument. 
Some  comet,  or  iinufual  prodigy  ? 

Bap,  Vvliy,  fir,  you  know,  this  is  your  wedding- 
day  ; 

Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come  : 
Now  fadder,  that  you  come  fo  unprovided. 
Fye  !  dcfT  this  habit,  fhame  to  your  eftate. 
An  eye-iore  to  our  folemn  feftival. 

Tra,  And  tell  us,  what  occafion  of  import 
Hath  all  fo  longdetain'd  yo\i  from  your  wdfe, 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourfelf  ? 

Pet,  Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  and  harfh  to  hear  ; 
Sufficcth,  I  am  comx  to  keep  my  word. 
Though  in  feme  part  enforced  to  digrefs ; 
Which,  at  m^orc  leifure,  I  will  fo  excufe 
As  you  fnall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But,  where  is  Kate  ?  I  ftay  too  long  from  her; 
The  morning  wears,  'tis  time  we  were  at  church. 

Tra,   See  not  your  bride  in  thefe  unreverent 
robes ; 

Go  to  my  chamber,  put  on  clothes  of  mine. 

Pet,  Not  I,  believe  me  ;  thus  I'll  vifit  her. 

Bap.  But  thus,  I  truft,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet,  Goodfooth,  even  thus;  therefore  have  done 
with  words ; 
To  me  fhc's  marry'd,  not  unto  miy  clothes: 
Could  1  repair  what  fhe  will  wxar  in  me. 
As  I  can  change  thefe  poor  accoutrements, 
'Twxre  well  for  Kate,  and  better  for  myfelf. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I,  to  chat  Vv'ith  you. 
When  1  fhould  bid  good-morrow  to  my  bride. 
And  feal  the  title  with  a  lovely  kifs? 

[Exe,  Pet,  Gru,  and  Bion» 

Tra,  He  hath  fome  meaning  in  his  mad  attire  : 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  itpoffible, 
To  put  on  better  ere  he  go  to  church. 

Bap,  ril  after  him,  and  fee  the  event  of  this. 
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^Tra,  But,  rir,our  love  conccrneth  us  to  add 
Her  father's  liking  :  whiclr  to  bring  to  pafs, 
As  I  before  imparted  to  your  worfhip, 
1  am  to  get  a  man, — whatever  he  be, 
It  fkillsnot  much  ;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  turn.— , 
And  he  fhall  be  Vincentio  of  Pifa  : 
And  make  affurancej  here  in  Padua, 
Of  greater  fums  than  1  have  promifcd. 
So  fiiall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  hope. 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  content. 

Luc,  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  fchool-mafter 
Doth  watch  Bianca's  fleps  fo  narrowly, 
'Twere  good,  methinks,  to  fleal  our  marriage  ; 
Which  once  performed,  let  all  the  world  fay— no, 
I'll  keep  mine  own,  defpight  of  all  the  world. 

Tra,  That  by  degrees  we  mean  to  look  into. 
And  watch  our  vantage  in  this  bufmefs : — 
We'll  over-reach  the  grey-beard,  Gremio, 
The  narrow-prying  father,  Minola  ; 
The  quaint  mufician,  amorous  Licio  ; 
All  for  my  mafler's  fake,  Lucentio. — 

Re-enter  Grewio, 
Signior  Gremio  !  came  you  from  the  church  ? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  fchool. 

Tra,  And  is  the  bride  and  bridegroom  coming 
home  ? 

Gre,  A  bridegroom,  fay  you  ?  'tis  a  groom,  indeed, 
A  grumbling  groom,  and  that  the  girl  fhall  find. 

Tra.  Curfher  than  fhe  ?  why,  'tis  impolTible. 

Gre,  Why,  he's  a  devil,  a  devil,  a  very  fiend. 

Tra,  Why,  flic's  a  devil,  a  devil,  the  devil's  dam,- 

Gre,  Tut !  fhe's  a  lamb,  a  dove,  a  fool  to  him. 
I'll  tell  you,  fir  Lucentio;  When  the  priefl 
Should  afk— if  Katharine  Ihould  be  his  wife, 
Ay,  by  gog'S'Zuouns,  quoth  he  ;  and  fvvorc  fo  loud. 
That,  all  amaz'd,  tlie  pricft  let  fall  the  book  : 
And,  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up,. 
This  mad-brain'd  bridegroom  took  hiui  fuch  a  cufF, 
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That  clown  fell  pried  and  book,  and  book  and  pneft> 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  be,  if  any  lift, 

Tra,  What  fiiid  tlic  wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again  ? 

Cra,  Trembled  and  fhook  ;  for  why,  hC  flamp'd 
and  fwore, 
As  if  the  vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  cercm.onies  done, 
He  cr.lis  for  wine: 

A  health,  quoth  he  ;  as  if  he  had  been  aboard, 

Crroufing  to  his  mates  after  a  florm  : 

Quaff 'd  off  the  mufcadel,  and  threw  the  fops 

All  in  the  fexton's  face ;  having  no  other  reafon, — 

But  that  his  beard  grew  thin  and  hungerly, 

And  feem'd  to  afl^.  him  fops  as  he  was  drinking. 

This  done,  he  took  the  bride  about  the  neck  : 

And  kifs'd  her  lips  with  fucha  clamorous  fmack. 

That,  at  the  parting,  all  the  church  did  echo. 

J,  feeing  this,  came  thence  for  very  fhamiC ; 

And  after  me,  I  know,  the  rout  is  coming  : 

Such  a  mad  marriage  never  was  before  : 

Kark,  hark  !  1  hear  the  minftrels  play.  [^Mujic  playSi 

Enter  Peiruchio,  Katharine.  Bianca,  Hortenfio^  and 
Baptijia, 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  friends^.  I  thank  you  for  your 
pains : 

I  know,  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to-day, 
And  have  prepar'd  great  ftore  of  wedding  cheer  y 
Bia  fo  it  is,  my  hafte  doth  call  me  iience, 
Ana  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  leave. 
•    B^p,  Is"t  pofiible,  you  will  away  to-night  ? 

Pet.  I  rauft  away  to-day,  before  night  come  : — 
?vlakc  it  no  wonder;  if  you  knew  my  bufinefs, 
You  would  entreat  mc  rather  go  than  (fay. 
And,  honeR  company,  I  th^^nk  you  all, 
Tliat  have  beheld  me  give  away  myfelf 
To  this  mofl  patient,  uveet,  and  virtuous  wife : 
Dine  with  my  father,  drink  a  health  to  me; 
For  I  mufi:  hence,  and  farewell  to  you  all. 
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Tra.  Let  us  entreat  your  ftay  'till  after  dinner. 
Pet,  It  may  not  be. 
Gre,  Let  me  entreat  you. 
Pet.  It  cannot  be. 
Kath,  Let  me  entreat  you. 
Pet,  I  am  content. 
Kath,  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 
Pet,  I  am  content  you  Hiall  entreat  mc  fliy  ; 
But  yet  not  ftay,  entreat  me  hov/  you  can. 
Kath,  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 
Pet,  Grumio,  my  buries. 

Gru,  Ay.  fir,  they  be  ready;  the  oats  have  eaten 

the  horles. 
'  Kath,  Nay,  then, 
Do  what  thou  canil,  I  will  not  go  to-dav  ; 
No,  nor  to-morrow,  nor  till  I  pleaie  mylclf. 
The  door  is  open,  hr,  there  lies  your  w-.v, 
You  may  be  j»\g§ing,  while  your  boots  are  o;;"e?n  ; 
For  me,  I'll  not  be  gone,  'till  I  pleaie  rnyieU  :  — 
'Tislikc.  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furly  groom. 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roiindly. 

Pet.  O,  Kate,  content  thee  ;  pr'ytliee,  he  not.  angi  y. 

Kath,  I  will  be  angry  :  What  haft  thou  to  do  ? — 
Father,  be  quiet  ;  he  fhall  ftay  my  leifure. 

Gre,  Ay,  marry,  fir:  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Kath,  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  bridal -dinner : — 
I  fee,  a  woman  may  be  made  a  fool, 
If  fhehad  not  a  fpirit  to  refift. 

Pet,  They  fhali  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  com- 
m.and  :  — 

Obey  the  bride,  you  that  attend  on  her  : 

Go  to  the  feaft,,  i-evcl  and  domineer, 

Carouie  full  mealure  to  her  maidenhead. 

Be  mad  and  merry, — or  go  hang  yourfclves; 

But  for  my  bonny  Kate,  fhe  muft  with  me.  '^ 

Nay,  look  not  big,,  nor  ftamp,  nor  ftare,  nor  fret  ; 

I  will  be  mafter  of  what  is  mine  own  : 

She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels ;  fhe  is  my  houfe, 
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My  hovifehold-iluiTj  ir.y  field,  my  barn, 
My  horfe,  my  ox.  my  afs,  my  any  thing; 
And.  here  fhe  (lands,  touch  her  whoever  dare  ; 
I'll  bring  my  a6lion  on  the  proudefl  he 
That  flops  my  way  in  Padua. — Grumio, 
Draw  forth  xhy  weapon  ;  we're  befet  with  thieves  ; 
Refcue  thy  midrefs,  if  thou  be  a  man  : — 
Fear  not  fweet  wcnch^  they  fliall  not  touch  thee, 
Kate  ; 

I'll  buckler  thcc  acr'ainfb  a  million. 

^Exe,  Petruchio  and  Katharine. 
P ap.  Nay.  let  tlicm  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 
Ore,  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  fhould  die  with 
laughing. 

Tra»  Of  all  mad  matches,  never  was  the  like  ! 
Luc»  Miftrcrs,  what's  your  opinion  of  your  fifter? 
Bian,  That,  being  mad  herfelf,  fhe's madly  mated. 
Gre,  1  warrant  him,  Petruchio  is  Kated. 
Bap.  Neighbours  and  friends,  though  bride  and 
bridegroom  wants 

o 

For  to  fupply  the  places  at  the  table, 
You  know,  there  wants  no  junkets  at  the  feafh; — 
Lucentio,  you  fhall  fupply  the  bridegroom's  place; 
And  let  Bianca  take  her  lifter's  room. 

Tra,  Shall  Tweet  Bianca  pra6life  how  to  bride  it  ? 

Eap,  She  fhall,   Lucentio.     Come,  gentlemen, 
let's  go.  \_Exeunt. 

A  C  T    IV.       SCENE  I. 

Petruchio'' s  Country -houfe. 

Enter  Grumio» 
^%ru.  T^YE,  fye,  on  all  tired  jades  !  on  all  mad 
jL  maflers  !  and  all  foul  ways!    Was  ever 
man  fo  beaten?   was  ever  man  fo  ray'd?  was  ever 
rna»  fo  weary  ?  T  am  font  before  to  make  a  fire,  and 
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they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them.  Now,  were 
not  I  a  little  pot,  and  loon  hot,  my  very  lips  might 
freeze  to  my  teeth,  my  tongue  to  the  roof  of  my 
mouth,  my  heart  in  my  belly,  ere  I  fhould  come 
by  a  fire  to  thaw  me  : — But,  I,  with  blowing  the 
fire,  fhall  warm  myfelf :  for,  confidering  the  weather, 
a  taller  man  than  I  will  take  cold.  Holla,  hoa  ! 
Curtis  ! 

Enter  Curtis, 

Curt,  Who  is  that,  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  piece  of  ice  :  if  thou  doubt  it.  thou  may  'd 
Hide  from  my  fhoulder  to  my  heel,  with  no  greater 
a  run  but  my  head  and  rny  neck.  A  fire,  good 
Curtis. 

Cur.  Is  ■  "  and  his  wife  coming,  Grumio  ? 

Gru.        ,  i^tis,  ay:  and  therefore  fire,  fire; 

cad  on  no  W3Xc: . 

Curt.  Is  fhe  (-         i  fhicw  as  {he's  reported? 

Gru.  She  w;  ^  /  1  Curtis,  before  this  frofh ; 
but,  thou  knovv-'ii  vv-.itcr  tames  man,  woman,  and 
beafh ;  for*  it  hath  taiii'd  :r)y  old  inaPtcr,  and  my  new 
miftrefs,  and  myfelf,  fehovv  Curtis. 

Curt,  Av/ay,  you  three-uicli  fool  !  I  am  no  beaft, 

Gru.  Am  I  but  three  Inc'hes  ?  \\'hy,  thy  horn 
is  a  foot ;  and  io  long  am  I,  at  lenft.  But  wilt 
thou  make  a  fire,  cr  fhall  I  cor-ipl/in  on  thee  to  our 
miftrefs,  whofe  hand  (The  being  now  at  hand)  thou 
fllalt  foon  feci,  to  thy  cold  comfort,  for  being  flow 
in  thy  hot  office  ? 

Curt,  I  pr'ythee,  good  Grumio,  tell  me,  How 
goes  the  world  ?  • 

Gru,  A  cold  world,  Curtis,  in  every  ofBcc  but 
thine  ;  and,  therefore,  fire  :  Do  thy  duty,  and  have 
thy  duty ;  for  my  mafler  and  miftrefs  are  almoft 
frozen  to  death. 

Curt,  There's  fire  ready  :  And  therefore,  good 
Grumio,  the  news  ? 

Gru,  Why,  Jack  hoy  !  ho  boy  !  and  as  much  news 
as  thou  wilt. 


56 


TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 


Aa  IF. 


Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  coney  catching  : — . 

Gru.  Why  therefore,  fire ;  for  I  have  caught 
extreme  cold.  Where's  the  cook  ?  is  fupper  ready, 
the  houfe  trimm'd,  rufhes  fhrew'd.  cobwebs  iwept ; 
the  ferving-men  in  their  new  fuftian,  their  white 
fhockings,  and  every  officer  his  wedding  garment 
on  ?  b^  the  jacks  fair  within,  the  Jills  fair  without, 
the  carpets  laid,  and  every  thing  in  order  ? 

Curt.  All  ready  ;  and  therefore,  I  pravthee,  news? 

Gru.  Fit  ft  know,  m.y  horfe  is  tired  ;  mv  mafler 
and  miftrefs  fallen  out. 

Curt.  How  ? 

Grif,  0  \t  of  their  Taddlcs  into  the  dirt  :  and 
thereby  hangs  a  tale. 

Curt.  Let's  ha'i,  good  Grumio. 
Gru.  Lend  thine  ear. 
Curt.  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [^Strikes  him^_ 

Curt.  This  is  to  feel  a  tale,  not  to  hear  a  tnle. 

Gru.  And  therefore  *tis  call'd,  a  lenhble  tale  :  and 
this  cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  ear,  and  bcfeech 
lift'ning.  Now  I  begin  :  Imprimis^  we  came  dov»/"n 
a  foul  hill,  my  mafter  riding  behind  my  miftrefs :  — 

Curt.  Both  on  one  horfe? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Cun.  Why,  a  horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  tale  ; — But  hadfl  thou  not 
crofs'd  me,  thou  fliould'fh  have  heard  how  the  horfe 
fell,  and  fhe  under  the  horfe  ;  thou  fhould'ft  have 
heard,  in  how  miry  a  place  ;  how  flie  was  bemoiPd  ; 
how  he  left  her  v/ith  the  horfe  upon  her  ;  how  he 
beat  me  becaufe  her  horfe  fLumbled  how  fhe  waded 
through  the  dirt  to  pluck  him  olT me  ;  how  he  fwore  ; 
how  fhe  pray'd — that  never  pray'd  before  ;  how  I 
cry*d  ;  how  the  horfes  ran  away  ;  how^  her  bridle  was 
burft  *,  how  I  lofL  my  crupper  ; — with  many  things 
of  worthy  memory  ;  which  now  fhall  die  in  oblivion, 
and  thou  retur^i  unexperienced  to  thy  grave. 
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Curt.  By  this  reckoning,  he  is  more  flirew  tharifhe. 

Gru,  Ay  ;  and  that  thou  and  the  proudcft  of  you 
all  fliall  find,  \\'hen  he  comes  home.  But  what 
talk  1  of  this?— call  forth  Nathaniel,  Joieph,  Ni- 
cholas, Philip-,  Walter,  Sugarfop,  and  the  reft:  let 
their  heads  be  {leekly  comb'd,  their  blue  coats 
brufhVi,  and  their  garters  of  an  indifferent  knit  : 
let  them  cartfy  witli  their  left  legs  ;  and  not  pre- 
fume  to  touch  a  hair  of  my  mafter's  horfe-tail,  'till 
they  kifs  their  hands.    Are  they  all  ready  ? 

Curt.  They  are. 

Gru,  Call  them  forth. 

Curt.  Do  you  hear,  ho?  you  muft  meet  my 
mafter,  to  countenance  my  millrefs. 

Gru.  Why,  fhe  hath  a  fnce  of  her  own. 

Curt.  Who  knows  not  that  ?  . 

Gru.  ThoUj  it  feems ;  that  call'fl  for  company 
to  countenance  her. 

Curt»  1  call  them  forth  to  credit  her. 

Enter  Jour  or  fve  Serving-men, 

Gru,  Why,  flie  comes  to  borrow  nothing  of 
them. 

'  Nath.  Welcome  home.  Grumio. 
Phil.  How  now,  Grumio  ? 
Jof.  What,  Grumio! 
Nich.  Fellow  Grumio  ! 
Nath.  How  now,  old  lad! 

Gru.  Welcome,  you  ; — how  now,  you  ; — what, 
you: — fellow,  yo-j.\ — and  thus  much  for  greeting. 
Now,  my  fpruce  companions,  is  all  ready,  and  all 
rl lings  neat'? 

Nath,  All  things  are  ready  :  How  near  is  oiir 
mailer  ? 

Gru.  E'en  at  hand,  alighted  by  this  ;  and  there- 
fore be  not,  Cock's  pafTion.  filence  !  I  hear 

my  mafter. 
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Enter  Petruchio  and  Katharine, 
Pet,  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ?  What,  no  man  at 
the  door. 

To  hold  my  ftirrup,  nor  to  take  my  horfe  ! 
Where  is  Nathaniel,  Gregory,  Philip  ? — 

Alt  Serv,  Here,  here,  fir  ;  here,  fir. 

Pet.  Here,  fir!  here,  fir!    here,  fir!  here,  fir! 
You  logger-headed  and  unpolifh'd  grooms  ! 
What,  no  attendance  ?  no  regard  ?  no  duty  ? — 
Wliere  is  the  foolifh  knave  I  lent  before  ? 

Gry,  Here,  fir  ;  as  foolifh  as  1  was  before. 

Pet.  You  peafant  fwain  !   you  whorefon  malt- 
horfe  drudge  ! 
Did  not  I  bid  thee  meet  me  in  tl\e  park. 
And  bring  along  thefe  rafcal  knaves  with  thee  ? 

Gru.  Nathaniel's  coat,  fir,  was  not  fully  made, 
And  Gabriel's  pumps  were  all  unpink'd  i'  the  heel  ; 
rhere  was  no  link  to  colour  Peter's  hat, 
And  Walter's  dagger  was  not  come  from  fheathing  : 
There  were  none  fine,  but  Adam,   Ralph,  and 
Gregory  ; 

The  reft  were  ragged,  old,  and  beggarly; 
Yet,  as  they  are,  here  are  they  come  to  meet  you. 
Pet.  Go,  rafcals,  go,  and  fetch  my  fupper  in. 

\jExeunt  Servants, 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led —  [^Singing. 
Where  are  thofe, —  Sit  down,  Kate,  and  welcome. 
Scud,  foud,  foud,  foud  ; 

Re-enter  Servants  with  Supper, 
W^hy,  when,  I  fay  ? — Nay,  good  fweet  Kate  be 
merry. 

Off  with  my  boots,  you  rogues,  you  villains  \  When  ? 
It  was  the  friar  oj  orders  grey, 
As  he  forth  walked  on  his  way: — 
Out  you  rogue  !  you  pluck  my  foot  awry  : 
Take  that,  and  mend  the  plucking  oif  the  other — 

\^Strikes  him. 

Be  merry,  Kate  : — Some  water,  here  ;  what  ho  ! — 
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Enter  one  with  water. 

Where's  my  fpaniel  Troilus? — Sirrah, get  you  hence, 
And  bid  my  coufin  Ferdinand  come  hither  : — 
One,  Kate,  that  you  muft  kifs  and  be  acquainted 
with. — 

Where  are  my  flippers  ? — Shall  I  have  fome  water  ? 
Come,  Kate,  and  wafli,  and  welcome  heartily  : — 
You  whorefon  villain  !  will  you  let  it  fall  ? 

Kath.  Patience,  I  pray  you  ;  'twas  a  fault  un- 
willing. 

Pet,  A  whorefon,  beetle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave ! 
Come,  Kate,  fit  down  ;  I  know  you  have  a  ftomach. 
Will  you  give  thanks,  fweet  Kate  :  or  elfe  fliall  I  ? 
What's  this  ?  mutton  ? 

1  3er.  Ay. 

Pet,  Who  brought  it  ? 
Ser,  I. 

Pet,  'Tis  burnt  :  and  fo  is  all  the  meat  : 
What  dogs  are  thefe  ? — Where  is  the  rafcal  cook  ! 
How  durft  you,  villains,  bring  it  from  the  dreiler. 
And  ferve  it  thus  to  me  that  love  it  not  ? 
There,  take  it  to  you,  trenchers,  cups,  and  all  : 

[_7^hrows  the  ineat,  &c.  about  the Jiage, 
You  heedlefs  jolt-heads,  and  unmanner'd  Haves! 
What  do  you  grumble?  I'll  be  with  you  ftraight. 

Kath,  1  pray  you,  hufband,  be  not  fo  difquiet, 
The  meat  was  well,  if  you  were  fo  contented. 

Pet,  I  tell  thee,  Kate,  'twas  burnt,  and  dry'd 
away  \ 

And  1  exprefsly  am  forbid  to  touch  it, 
For  it  engenders  choler,  planteth  anger  ; 
And  better  'twere,  that  both  of  us  did  fail: — - 
Since,  of  oui  felves,  ourfelves  are  choleric-— 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-roafled  flefh. 
Be  patient  :  to-morrow  it  fhall  be  mended, 
And,  for  this  night,  we'll  faft  for  company 
Come,  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  bridal  chamber. 

^^Exeunt. 
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Enter  Servants Jeve rally, 

Naih.  Peter,  did'fi:  ever  fee  the  like  ? 

Peter,  He  kills  her  in  her  own  humour. 
Re-enter  Curtis, 

Gru,  Where  is  he  ? 

Curt,  In  her  chamber, 
Making  a  fermon  of  continency  to  her  : 
And  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates;  that  fhe,  poor  foul, 
Knows  not  which  way  to  (land,  to  look,  to  fpeak  ; 
And  fits  as  one  new-rilen  from  a  dream. 
Awav,  away!  for  he  is  coming  hither.  \_Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Petruchio, 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politicly  begun  my  reign, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fucccfsfully  : 
My  faulcon  now  is  fharp,  and  pafTing  empty; 
And.  'till  fhe  floop,  fhe  mufl  not  be  fuil-gorg'd, 
For  then  fhe  never  looks  upon  her  lure. 
Anoll-jer  way  I  have  to  man  m.y  hc'ggard, 
To  make  her  come,  and  know  her  keepei 's  call; 
That  is — to  watch  her,  as  wx  watch  thefe  kites, 
That  bate,  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  meat  to-day,  nor  none  fhall  eat ; 
Lafl  night  fhe  flept  not,  nor  to-night  fhe  fliall  not  : 
As  with  the  meat,  tome  undefsrved  fault 
rU  find  about  the  making  of  the  bed  ; 
And  here  I'll  fling  the  pillow,  there  the  bolder. 
This  way  the  coverlet,  another  way  the  fheets  : — 
Ay,  and  amid  this  burly,  I  intend, 
That  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her ; 
And,  in  conclufion,  fhe  fliall  v/atch  all  night  : 
And,  if  fhe  chance  to  nod,  I'll  rail,  and  brawl. 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  fhill  awake. 
.This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  wife  with  kindnefs  ; 
And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  headflrcng  humour. — 
He  that  knows  better  hov/ to  tam^e  a  flirew. 
Now  let  him  fpeak  ;  'tis  charity,  to  fhew.  \_Exit, 
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SCENE  II. 

Before  Baptifta's  houfe. 
Enter  Tranio  mid  Hortenfio, 
Tra.  Is't  pofTible,  fr  iend  Licio,  that  miflrefs  Bianci 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  Lucentio? 
I  tell  you,  fir,  fhe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hor,  Sir,  to  fatisfv  you  in  what  I  have  faid, 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teaching. 

[They Jiand  by. 
Enter  Bianca  and  Lucentio. 
Luc,  Now,  miflrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read  ? 
Bian.  What,  mafler,  read  you  ?  firfl,  refolve  me 
that. 

Luc,  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  art  to  love. 
Bian,  And  may  you  prove,  fir,  mafler  of  your  art ! 
LiLC,  While  you,  fweet  dear,  prove  miflrefs  of  my 

heart.  [  They  retire  backward, 

Hor,  Quick  proceeders,  marry  !  Now,  tell  me,  I 

pray, 

You  that  durfl  fwear  that  your  miflrefs  Bianca 
Lov'd  none  in  the  world  fo  well  as  Lucentio. 

Tra,  O  defpightful  love !   unconflant  woman- 
kind!-- 

I  tell  thee,  Licio,  this  is  wonderful. 

H,or,  Mi  flake  no  more  ;  I  am  not  Licio, 
Nor  a  mufician,  as  I  feem  to  be; 
But  one  that  fcorn  to  live  in  this  difguife^ 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaves  a  gentleman, 
And  makes  a  god  of  fuch  a  cullion  : 
Know,  fir,  that  I  am  call'd — Hortenfio. 

Tra,  Signior  Hortenfio,  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  affedion  to  Bianca  : 
And  fince  mine  eyes  are  w^itnefs  of  her  lightncfs. 
I  will  with  you, — if  you  be  fo  contented, — 
Forfwear  Biancaand  her  love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See,  how  they  kifs  and  court ! — Signior 
Lucentio, 

Vol.  Ill,  F 
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Merc  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow — 
Never  to  woo  her  more  ;  but  do  forfwear  her, 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flatter 'd  her  withal. 

Tra,  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  oath, — 
Never  to  marry  her,  though  fhe  would  entreat : 
Fye  on  her !  fee,  how  beaftly  Ihe  doth  court  him  ! 

Hor,  'Would  all  the  world  but  he,  had  quite  for- 
fworn  ! 

For  me, — that  I  may  furely  keep  m.ine  oath, 

I  will  be  marry'd  to  a  wealthy  widow, 

Ere  three  days  pais ;  which  hath  as  long  lov'd  me, 

As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difdainful  haggard  ; 

And  fo  farewell,  fignior  Lucentio. — 

Kindnefs  in  women,  not  their  beauteous  looks, 

Shall  win  my  love : — and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

In  refolution  as  1  fwore  before,        [^Exit  Hortenfio, 

Tra,  Miftrefs  Bianca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  grace 
As  'longeth  to  a  lover's  blelfed  cafe  ! 
Nay,  1  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  love  : 
And  have  forfworn  you,  with  Hortenfio. 

^Lucentio  and  Bianca  comt  forward. 

Bian.  Tranio,  youjeft;  but  have  you  both  for- 
fworn me  ? 

Tra.  Miftrefs,  we  have. 

Luc.  Then  we  are  rid  of  I.icio. 

Tra.  I'faith,  he'll  have  a  lufty  widow  now. 
That  fhall  be  woo'd  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

Bian,  God  give  him  joy  ! 

Tra.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 

Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

Tra.  'Faith,  he  is  gone  unto  the  tailing  fchool. 
Bian.  The  tamang  fchool!  what,  is  there  fuch  a 
place  ? 

Tra.  Ay,  miftrefs,  and  Petnichio  is  the  mafter 
That  teachej:h  tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long, — 
To  tame  a  fhrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  tongue. 
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Enter  Biondello,  running, 
Bion.  Ohmafter,  mafter,  I  have  watched  fo  long 
That  I  am  dog-weary  ;  but  atlaft  I  fpied 
An  ancient  angel  coming  down  the  hill. 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra,  What  is  he,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  Mafter,  a  mercatante,  or  a  pedant, 
I  know  not  what ;  but  formal  in  apparel, 
In  gait  and  countenance  furely  like  a  father. 

Luc,  And  what  of  him,  Tranio  ? 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous,  and  trufl:  my  tale, 
I'll  make  him  glad  to  feem  Vincentio  ; 
And  give  affurance  to  Baptifta  Minola, 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Vincentio. 
Take  in  your  love,  and  then  let  me  alone. 

[^Exeunt  Luccntio  and  Bianca^ 
Enter  a  Pedant. 

Ped,  God  fave  you,  fir ! 

Tra.  And  you,  fir !  you  are  welcome. 
Travel  you  far  on,  or  are  you  at  thefartheft? 

Ped.  Sir,  at  the  farthefh  for  a  week  or  two  : 
But  then  up  farther  *,  and  as  far  as  Rome  ; 
And  fo  toTripoly,  if  God  lend  m.e  life. 

Tra .  What  countryman,  I  pray  ? 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua,  fir? — marry,  God  forbid  ? 
And  come  to  Padua,  carclefs  of  your  life  ? 

Ped.  My  life,  lir !  how,  I  pray  ?  for  that  goes 
hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua  ;  know  you  not  the  caufe? 
Your  fhips  are  ftaid  at  Venice  ;  and  the  duke 
(For  private  quarrel  'twixt  your  duke  and  him) 
Hath  publifh'd  and  proclaim'd  it  openly  :  ^ 
'Tis  marvel;  but  that  you're  but  newly  come, 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  fir,  it  is  worfe  for  me  than  fo  ; 
For  I  have  bills  for  money  by  exchange  ^ 
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From  Florence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra,  Well,  fir,  to  do  you  comtefy, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  will  I  advife  you  • — 
Firfl-,  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pifa? 

Ped.  Ay,  fir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been  ; 
Pifa,  renowned  for  grave  citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them,  know  you  one  Vincentio  ? 

Ped»  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him ; 
A  merchant  of  incomparable  wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  father,  fir ;  and,  footh  to  fay. 
In  countenance  fomewhat  doth  refemble  you, 

Bion,  As  much  as  an  apple  doth  an  oyfler,  and  all 
one.  [_Afidc, 

Tra,  To  fave  your  life  in  this  extremity, 
This  favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake; 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  fortunes. 
That  you  are  like  to  fir  Vincentio. 
His  name  and  credit  fliall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  houfe  you  fhall  be  friendly  lodged  . 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  fhould ; 
You  underftand  me,  fir ;  fo  fhall  you  ftay 
'Till  you  have  done  your  bufinefs  in  the  city  : 
If  this  be  courtefy,  hr,  accept  of  it. 

Ped.  Oh,  fir,  I  do;  and  will  repute  you  ever 
The  patron  of  my  life  and  liberty. 

Tra.  Then  go  with  me  to  make  the  matter  good. 
This,  by  the  way,  I  let  you  underftand  ; — 
My  father  is  here  look'd  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  affurance  of  a  dower  in  marriage 
'Twixt  me  and  one  Baptifta's  daughter  here : 
In  all  thefe  circumftances  I'll  inftrud  you  : 
Go  with  me,  fir,  to  clothe  you  as  becomes  you, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Katharine  and  Grumio, 

Cru.  No,  no,  forfooth  ;  I  dare  not  for  my  life. 
Katli.  The  more  my  wrong,  the  more  his  fpite 
a|)pears : 
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What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifh  me  ? 

Beggars,  that  come  unto  my  father's  door. 

Upon  entreaty,  have  a  prefent  alms  ; 

If  not,  elfewhere  they  meet  with  charity: 

But  I, — who  never  knew  how  to  entreat, 

Nor  never  needed  that  I  fhould  entreat, — 

Am  ftarv'd  for  meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  fleep  ; 

With  oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  brawling  fed  : 

And  that  which  fpites  me  more  than  all  thefe  wants, 

He  does  it  under  name  of  perfeftlove  ; 

As  who  fhould  fay, — -if  I  ihould  fleep,  or  eat, 

'Twere  deadly  ficknefs,  or  elfe  prefent  death. — 

I  pr'ythee  go,  and  get  me  fome  repaft  ; 

1  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholefome  food. 

Gru,  What  fay  you  to  a  neat's  foot  ? 

Kath,  'Tis  pafTing  good  ;  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  have 
it. 

Gru,  I  fear,  it  is  too  phlegmatic  a  m.eat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  tripe,  finely  broil'd  ? 

Kath,  I  like  it  well :  good  Grumio,  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell;  I  fear,  'tis  choleric. 
V/hat  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  beef,  and  muftard? 

Kath.  A  difh  that  I  love  to  feed  upon. 

Gru.  Ay,  but  the  muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kath.  Why,  then  the  beef,  and  let  the  muftard 
reft. 

Gru.  Nay,  then  I  will  not;  you  fhall  have  the 
muftard, 

Or  elfe  you  get  no  beef  of  Grumio. 

Kath,  Then  both,  or  one,  or  anything  thou  wilt. 

Gru,  Why,  then  the  muftard  without  the  beef. 

Kath.  Go,  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  flave, 

[^Beats  him^ 
That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  name  of  meat : 
Sorrow  on  thf:<*^  and  all  the  pack  of  you. 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  mifery ! 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay. 

F2 
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Enter  Pctruchio  and  Hortenfio,  with  meat. 
Pet,  How  fares  my  Kate?  What,  fwceting,  aU 

amort  ? 

J-or,  Miftrefs,  what  cheer? 
Kath,  'Faith,  as  cold  as  can  be. 
Pet.  Phick  up  thy  fpirits,  look  cheerfully  upon 
me. 

Here,  love;  thou  feefl  how  diligent  I  am, 

To  drefs  thy  meat  myfelf,  and  bring  it  thee  : 

I  am  fure,  fweet  Kate,  this  kindnefs  merits  thanks. 

What,  not  a  word  ?  Nay  then,  thou  lov'ft  it  not; 

And  all  my  pains  is  forted  to  no  proof : 

Here,  take  away  this  difh. 

Kath,  I  pray  you,  let  it  ftand. 

Pet,  The  pooreft  fervice  is  repaid  with  thanks  ; 
And  fo  fhall  mine,  before  you  touch  the  meat. 

Kath,  1  thank  you,  fir. 

lior,  Signior  Petruchio,  fye  !  you  are  to  blame  : 
Come,  miflrefs  Kate,  I'll  bear  you  company. 

Pet,  Eat  it  up  all,  Hortenfio,  if  thou  lov'fl  me. — 

I A  fide. 

Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  heart  ! 
Kate,  eat  apace  : — And  now,  my  honey  love. 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  father's  houfe  ; 
And  revel  it  as  bravely  as  thebeft. 
With  filken  coats,  and  caps,  and  golden  rings, 
With  ruffs,  and  cuffs,  and  fardingales,  and  things; 
With  fcarfs,  and  fans,  and  double  change  of  bravery. 
With  amber  bracelets,  beads,  and  all  this  knavery, 
What,  haft  thou  din'd  ?  The  taylor  ftays  thy  leifure, 
To  deck  thy  body  with  his  milling  treafure.— 

Enter  Taylor, 
Come,  taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  ornaments  ; 

Enter  Haherdajher. 
Xay  forth  th«  gown.— What  news  with  you,  fir  ? 

hab.  Here  is  the  cap  your  worfhip  did  befpeak. 

Pet,  Why,  this  was  moulded  on  a  porringer  ; 
A  velvet  difh  ; — fye,  fye  !  'tis  lewd  and  filthy  ; 
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Why,  'tis  a  cockle,  or  a  walnut-fliell, 
A  knack,  a  toy,  a  trick,  a  baby's  cap  ; 
Away  with  it  ;  come,  let.  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kath,  I'll  have  no  bigger;  this  doth  fit  the  time, 
And  gentlewomen  wear  fuch  caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  you  are  gentle,  you  fhall  have  one  too, 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hor,  That  will  not  be  in  hafle.  [_Afide, 

Kath,  Why,  fir,    I  truft,  1  may  have  leave  to 
fpeak  ; 

And  fpeak  I  will ;  I  am  no  child,  no  babe  : 
Your  betters  have  endur'd  me  fay  my  mind  ; 
And,  if  you  cannot,  befl:  you  flop  your  ears. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart ; 
Or  elfe  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break  : 
And,  rather  tharr  it  fhall,  I  will  be  free 
Even  to  the  uttermoit,  as  I  pleafe,  in  words. 

Pet,  Why,  thou  fay'fl  true ;  it  is  a  paltry  cap, 
A  cuflard-coflin,  a  bauble,  a  filken  pye  : 
I  love  thee  well,  in  that  thou  lik'fh  it  not. 

Kath,  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  1  like  the  cap; 
And  it  I  will  have,  or  1  will  have  none. 

Pet,  Thy  gown  ?  why,  ay  : — Come,  taylor,  let 
us  fee't. 

0  mercy,  God!  what  mafking  flufF  is  here? 
What's  this  ?  a  fleeve  ?  'tis  like  a  demi-cannon  : 
What !  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  apple-tart  ? 
Here's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  flifh,  and  flafh. 
Like  to  a  cenfer  in  a  barber's  fnop  : — 

Why,  what  o'  devil's  name,  taylor,  call'ft  thou  this  ? 

Hot,  1  fee,    fne's  like  to  have  neither  cap  nor 
gown.  [^Afide. 

Tay.  You  bid  me  make  it  orderly  and  well, 
According  to  the  fafhion,  and  the  time. 

Pet,  Marry,  and  did  ;  but  if  you  be  remembrcd, 

1  did  not  bid  you  mar  it  to  the  time. 
Go,  hop  me  over  every  kennel  home, 

For  you  fhall  hop  without  my  cuftom,  fir : 


68 


TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 


Aa  IV. 


I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  beft  of  it. 

Kath,  I  never  faw  a  better  fafbion'd  gown 
More  quaint,  more  pleafing,  nor  more  commendable: 
Belike,  you  mean  to  make  a  puppet  of  me. 

Pet.  Why,  true;  he  means  to  make  a  puppet  of 
thee. 

Tay,  She  fays,  your  worfhip  means  to  make  a 
puppet  of  her. 

Pet»  Oh  monftrous  arrogance  ! 
Thou  lieft,  thou  thread,  thou  thimble. 
Thou  yard,  three-quarters,  half-yard,  quarter,  nail, 
Thou  flea,  thou  knit,  thou  winter  cricket  thou  : — 
Brav'd  in  mine  own  houfe  with  a  fkein  of  thread  ! 
Away,  thou  rag,  thou  quantity,  thou  remnant  ; 
Or  I  fhall  To  be-mete  thee  with  thy  yard. 
As  thou  flialt  think  on  prating  while  thou  liv'fl ! 
I  tcU  thee,  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  gown. 

Tay.  Your  worfhip  is  deceiv'd  ;  the  gown  is  made 
Juil  as  my  mafter  had  dire8:ion  : 
Grumio  gave  order  how  it  fhould  be  done. 

Gru,  I  gave  him  no  order,  1  gave  him  the  fhufFi 

Tay,  But  how  did  you  defire  it  fhould  be  made  ? 

Gru.  Marry,  fir,  with  needle  and  thread. 

Tay,  But  ,did  you  not  requefl  to  have  it  cut  ? 

Gru.  Thou  haft  fac'd  many  things. 

Tay.  I  have. 

Gru,  Face  not  me  :  thou  haft  brav'd  many  men  ; 
brave  not  me  ;  I  will  neither  be  fac'd,  nor  brav'd, 
I  fay  unto  thee, — I  bid  thy  mafter  cut  out  the  gown  ; 
but  I  did  not  bid  him  cut  it  to  pieces :  ergo^  thou 
lieft. 

Tay,  Why,  here  is  the  note  of  the  fafhion  to  teftify. 
Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru,  The  note  lies  in  his  throat,  if  he  fay  I  faid  fo. 

Tay,  Imprimis^  a  loofe-bodied  gown  : 
-   Gru,  Mafter,  if  ever  I  faid  loofe-body'd  gov/n, 
fow  me  up  in  the  fkirts  of  it,  and  beat  me  to  death 
with  a  bottom  of  brown  thread,^    I  faid,  a  gown. 
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Fet.  Proceed, 

Tay,  With  a  fmall  compafs'd  cape, 

Gru,  I  confefs  the  cape, 

Tay,  With  a  trunk  Jleeve  ;  

Gru,  I   confefs  two  fleeves, 

Tay,  The  Jleeves  curioufly  cut. 

Pet,  Ay,  there's  the  villainy. 

Gru,  Error  i'  the  bill,  fir  ;  error  i'  the  bill.  I 
commanded  the  fleeves  fhould  be  cut  out,  and  fow'd 
up  again;  and  that  I'll  prove  upon  thee,  though 
thy  little  finger  be  armed  in  a  thimble. 

Tay,  This  is  true,  that  I  fay ;  an  I  had  thee  in 
place  where,  thou  fhould' ft  know  it. 

Gru,  I  am  for  thee  ftraight  :  take  thou  the  bill, 
give  me  thy  mete-yard,  and  fpare  not  me, 

Hor,  God-a~mercy,  Grumio  !  then  he  fhall  have 
no  odds. 

Pet,  Well,  fir,  in  brief,  the  gown  is  not  for  me, 
Gru.  You  are  i'  the  right,  fir  ;  'tis  for  my  miftrefs. 
Pet,  Go,  take  it  up  unto  thy  mafter's  ufe. 
Gru,   Villain,   not  for  thy  life :   Take  up  my 
miftrefs'  gown  for  thy  mafter's  ufe ! 

Pet,  Why,  fir,  what's  your  conceit  in  that? 
Gru,   Oh,  fir,  the  conceit  is  deeper  than  you 
think  for : 

Take  up  my  miftrefs'  gown  unto  his  mafter's  ufe  ! 
Oh,  fye,  fye,  fye ! 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  taylor  paid  : 

[_Afide. 

Go  take  it  hence :  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Nor,  Taylor,  I'll  pay  thee  for  thy  gown  to-morrow : 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  words : 
Away,  I  fay  ;  commend  me  to  thy  mafter. 

[^Exit  Taylor. 

Pet,  Well,  come,  my  Kate;  we  will  unto  your 
father's. 

Even  in  thefe  honeft  mean  habiliments  ; 

Our  purfes  fhall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor  : 
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For  'tis  the  mind  that  ma-kes  the  body  rich  ; 

And  as  the  fun  breaks  through  the  darkefh  clouds, 

So  honour  peereth  in  the  meaneft  habit. 

What,  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark, 

Becaufe  his  feath^^:rs  are  more  beautiful? 

Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel, 

Becaufe  his  painted  fkin  contents  the  eye  ? 

Oh,  no,  good  Kate :  neither  art  thou  the  worfc 

For  this  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 

If  thou  account'ft  it  fliame,  lay  it  on  me  : 

And  therefore,  frolick  ;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 

To  feaft  and  fport  us  at  thy  father's  houfe, — 

Go,  call  my  men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him  ; 

And  bring  our  horfes  unto  Long-lane  end, 

There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  foot.— 

Let's  fee;  I  think,  'tis  now  fome  feven  o'clock, 

And  well  we  may  come  there  by  dinner-time. 

Kath,  I  dare  affure  you,  fir,  'tis  almofl:  two  ; 
And  'twill  be  fupper-time,  ere  you  comx  there. 

Pet..  It  fnall  be  feven,  ere  I  go  to  horfe; 
Look,  what  I  fpeak,  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  flill  crofTing  it. — Sirs,  let't  alone : 
1  will  not  go  to-day  ;  and  ere  I  do. 
It  fhall  be  what  o'clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Jlor,  Why,  f o  !  this  gallant  will  command  the  fun. 
\_Exeunt  Pcti'uchioy  Katharine^  and  Hortaifio, 

SCENE  IV. 

Before  Baptijla's  Houfe, 
Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant,  drejfed  like  Vincentio, 

Tra.  Sir,thisisthehoufe; PleafeityoUjthat  I  call? 

Fed.  Ay,  what  elfe  ?  and  but  I  be  deceiv'd, 
Signior  Baptifta  may  remember  me. 
Near  twenty  years  ago,  in  Genoa, 
Where  we  were  lodgers  at  the  Pegafus. 

Tra,  'Tis  well ;  and  fiold  your  own,  in  any  cafe, 
With  fuch  aufterity  as  'longeth  to  a  father. 
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Enter  Bionddlo, 

Pea,  I  warrant  you :   But,  fir,  here  comes  your 
boy  : 

'Twere  good,  he  were  fchool'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him.    Sirrah,  Biondello, 
Now  do  your  duty  thoroughly,  I  advife  you ; 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Vincentio. 

Bion.  Tut !  fear  not  me, 

Tra,  But  haft  thou  done  thy  errand  to  Baptifta  ? 

Bion,  I  told  him  that  your  father  was  in  V^cnice  ; 
And  that  you  look'd  for  him  this  day  in  Padua. 

Tra.  Thou'rt  a  tall  fellow-  hold  thee  that  to  drink. 
Here  comes  Baptifta-, — fet  your  countenance,  fiv. 

Enter  Baptijia  and  Luccntio, 

Signior  Baptifta,  you  are  happily  met  : 
Sir,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
I  pray  you,  ftand  good  father  to  me  now, 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  patrimony. 

Fed.  Soft,  fon!_ 
Sir,  by  your  leave ;  having  come  to  Padua 
To  gather  in  fome  debts,  my  fon  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  caufc 
Of  love  between  your  daughter  and  himfelf : 
And, — for  the  good  report  I  hear  of  you  ; 
And  for  the  love  he  beareth  to  your  daughter. 
And  fhe  to  him, — to  ftay  him  not  too  long, 
I  am  content,  in  a  good  father's  care. 
To  have  him  match'd  ;  and,— if  you  pleafe  to  like, 
No  worfe  than  I,  fir,— -upon  fome  agreement. 
Me  fhall  you  find  ready  and  willing 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fobeftow'd  : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  you, 
Signior  Baptifta,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  well. 

Bap,  Sir,  Pardon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay  ; 
Your  plainnefs,  and  your  fhortncfs,  pleafe  me  well. 
Right  true  it  is,  your  fon  Lucentio  here 


*JZ  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW.  IV. 


Doth  love  my  daughter,  and  fhe  loveth  him. 
Or  both  diflemble  deeply  their  affeftions : 
And,  therefore,  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this, — 
That  like  a  father  you  will  deal  with  him, 
And  pafs  my  dr^ighter  a  fufficient  dower. 
The  match  is  made,  and  all  is  done  : 
Your  fon  fhall  have  my  daughter  with  confent, 

Tra.  1  thank  you,  fir.    Where  then  do  you 
know  beft, 
We  be  affy'd  :  and  fuch  affurance  ta'en. 
As  fhall  with  either  part's  agreement  (land  ? 

Bap.  Not  in  my  houfe,  Luccntio  ;  for,  you  know. 
Pitchers  have  ears,  aPid  I  have  m.any  fervants  : 
Befides,  old  Gremio  is  hearkening  flill  ; 
And,  happily,  we  might  be  interrupted. 

Tra.  Then,  at  my  lodging,  an  it  like  you.  fir  : 
There  doth  my  father  lie  ;  and  there,  this  night, 
We'll  pafs  the  bufmefs  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  daughter  by  your  fervant  here, 
My  boy  fhall  fetch  the  fcrivener  prefently. 
Theworfl  is  this,— that,  at  fo  fiender  warning 
You're  like  to  have  a  thin  and  {lender  pittance. 

Bap,  It  likes  me  well : — Cam.bio,  hie  you  homCj 
And  bid  Bianca  m.ake  her  ready  flraight  : 
And,  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happened  ; — 
Lucentio's  father  is  arrived  in  Padua, 
And  how  fhe's  like  to  be  Lucentio's  wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  the  gods  flie  may,  with  all  my  heart! 

\_Exit. 

Tra,  Dally  not  with  the  gods,  but  get  thee  gone. 
Signior  Baptifta,  ftiall  I  lead  the  way? 
Welcome  !  one  m.efs  is  like  to  be  your  cheer ; 
Come,  fir ;  we  will  better  it  in  Pifa. 

Bap,  I  follow  you.  [^Exeunt. 

Bion,  Cambio. —  [I.ucentio  returns. 

Luc,  What  fay'ft  thou  Biondello  ? 

Bion.Youh'w  mymafterwinkandlaughupon  youf 

Luc,  Biondello^  what  of  that  ? 
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Bio7i,  'Faith,  nothing  ;  but  he  has  left  me  here 
behind,  to  expound  the  meaning  or  moral  of  his 
iigns  and  tokens.  ^ 

Luc.   I  pray  thee,  moralize  them. 

Bio7i,  Then  thus.  Baptifta  is  fafe,  talking  with 
the  deceiving  father  of  a  deceitful  fon. 

Luc,  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  daughter  is  to  be  brought  bj  you  to 
the  fupper. 

Luc.  And  then?  

Bion.  The  old  pried  of  Saint  Luke's  church  is 
at  your  command  at  all  hours. 
Luc,  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion,  I  cannot  tell;  expetl  they  are  bud  ed  about 
a  cou  nterfeit  affurance  :  take  you  afTurance  of  her, 
ctim  privilegio  ad  imprimendum  folum  :  to  the  church 
Take  the  priefl,  clerk,  and  lome  fufficient  honefl 
witneiTcs  : 

If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to 
fay, 

But,  bid  Bianca  farewell  for  ever  and  a  day. 

Luc.  Hear'fb  thou,  Biondello  ? 

Bion,  I  cannot  tarry  :  I  knew  a  wench  married  in 
an  afternoon  as  fhe  v/ent  to  the  garden  for  parlly  to 
fluff  a  rabbit  ;  and  fo  may  you,  fir  :  and  fo  adieu,  iir. 
My  mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  go  to  Saint  Tuke's, 
to  bid  the  pried  be  leady  to  come  againft  you  come 
with  your  appendix;.  [£azV. 

Luc,  I  may,  and  will,  if  fhe  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  fhould  I  doubt? 
ITap  what  hap  may,  Til  roundly  go  about  her; 
It  fhall  go  hard,  if  Cambio  go  without  her,  \_Exit, 

SCENE  V. 
A  green  Lane, 
Enter  Petruchio^  Katharine,  arid  Hortenfio, 
Pet,  Come  on,  o' God's  name;  once  more  to- 
ward, our  father's. 
Vol.  III.  G 
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Good  Lord,  how  bright   and  goodly  fhines  the 
moon  ! 

Kath,  The.  moon  !  the  fun  :  it  is  not  moon-light 
now. 

Pet.  I  fay,  it  is  the  m.oon  that  fhines  fo  bright. 

Knih,  I  know  it  is  tlie  fun  that  fhines  fo  bright. 

Pet,  Now,  by  my  mother's  fon,  and  that's  myfelf. 
It  fliall  be  moon,  or  Ptar,  or  what  I  lift, 
Or  ere  I  journey  to  your  father's  houfe : — 
Go  on.  and  fetch  our  horfes  back  again. — 
divcrmore  croft,  and  croft  :  nothing  but  croft. 

Hot.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  we  fhall  never  go. 

Kaih,  Forward,  I  pray,  fmce  we  are  come  fo  far, 
And  be  it  moon,  or  fun,  or  what  you  pleafe : 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufh  candle. 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  fhall  be  fo  for  me. 

Pet,  1  fay,  it  is  the  moon. 

Kath,  I  know,  it  is  the  moon. 

Pet,  Nay,  then  you  lie  ;  it  is  the  blefled  fun. 

Kath,  Then,  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  blefted  fun  : — 
But  fun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not ; 
And  the  moon  changes,  even  as  your  mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is; 
And  fo  it  ftiall  be  fo,  for  Katharine. 

Her,  Petruchio,  go  thy  ways;  the  neld  is  won. 

Pet,  Vv^ell,  forward,  forward :  thus  the  bowl 
fhould  run, 
And  not  unluckilv  againft  the  bias. 
But  loft ;  company  is  coming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio, 
Good  miOrrow,  gentle  miftrefs  :  Where  away  ? — 

[To  Vincent i§. 
Tell  mie,  fweet  Kate,  and  tell  me  truly  too, — 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  fi  eflier  gentlewom.an  ? 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  cheeks! 
What  ftars  do  fpangle  heaven  with  fuch  beauty 
As  thofe  two  eyes  become  that  heavenly  face  ? — 
Fair  lovely  maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  : — 
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Sweet  Kate,  embrace  her  for  her  beauty's  fake. 
Hor.  'A  will  make  the  man  mad,  to  make  a  wo- 
man of  him. 

Kath.  Young  budding  virgin,  fair,  and  frefli,  and 
fweet, 

Whither  away  ;  or  where  is  thy  abode  ? 
Happy  the  parents  of  fo  fair  a  child  *, 
Happier  the  man,  whom  favourable  ftars 
Allot  thee  for  his  lovely  bedfellow  ! 

Pet.  Why,  how  now,  Kate!  I  hope,  thou  art 
not  mad  ; 

This  is  a  man,  old,  wrinkled,  faded,  wither'd  ; 
And  not  a  maiden,  as  thou  fay'ft  he  is, 

Kath.  Pardon,  old  father,  my  miftaking  eyes, 
That  have  been  fo  bedazzled  with  the  fun, 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemeth  green  : 
Now  I  perceive,  thou  art  a  reverend  father ; 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  grand-fire  ;  and,  withal,  make 
known 

Which  way  thou  travelleft ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  fhall  be  joyful  of  thy  company, 

Vin,  Fair  fir, — and  you  my  merry  miftrefs, — 
That  with  yourftrange  encounter  much  amaz'd  me; 
My  nameiscalPd — Vincentio  :  my  dwelling — Pifa  ; 
And  bound  I  am  to  Padua  ;  there  to  vifit 
A  fon  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen, 
Pgt.  What  is  his  name  ? 
Vin.  Lucentio,  gentle  fm 
Pet.  Happily  met  ;  the  happier  for  thy  fon. 
And  now  by  law,  as  well  as  reverend  age, 
I  may  entitle  thee — my  loving  father; 
The  fifher  to  my  v/ife,  this  gentlewoman, 
Thy  fon  by  this  hath  marry 'd  : — wonder  not, 
Nor  be  not  griev'd  :  fhc  is  of  good  efteem, 
Her  dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  birth  ; 
Befide,  fo  qualify'd  as  may  befecm 
The  fpoufc  of  any  noble  gentleman. 
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Let  me  embrace  with  old  Vincentio  : 
And.  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  fon, 
Who  will  ©f  thy  arrival  be  full  joyous. 

Vin,  But  is  this  true  ?  or  is  it  elfe  your  pleafure, 
Likepleafant  travellers,  to  break  ajefk 
Upon  the  company  you  overtake  ? 

//or.  I  do  allure  thee,  father,  fo  it  is. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  the  truth  hereof ; 
For  our  firft  merriment  hath  made  thee  jealous. 

[^£x€U7jt  Petruchio,  Katharine^  and  Vincentio. 

Hot.  Well,  Petruchio,  this  hath  put  me  in  heart. 
Have  to  my  widow  ;  and  if  fhe  be  froward, 
Then  haft  thou  taught  Hortenfio  to  be  untoward. 
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Before  Luctntio^s  houfe. 

Enter  Biondello,  Lucentio,  and  Bianca  ;  Gremio  walk- 
ing  on  one  fide. 

Bion.  QOFTLY  and  fwiftly,  fir;  for  the 
O  prieft  is  ready. 

Luc,  I  fly,  Biondello :  but  they  may  chance  to 
need  thee  at  heme,  therefore  leave  us. 

Bion.  Nay,  faith,  I'll  fee  the  church  o'your 
back  ;  and  then  come  back  to  my  mafter  as  foon  as 
1  can.  ^Exeunt. 

Gre.  I  marvel,  Cambio  comes  not  all  this  while. 

Enter  Petrvchio,  Kathari7ie.  Vincentio,  and  attendants. 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  the  door,  this  is  Lucentio*s  houfe, 
My  father's  bears  nior-e  toward  the  market-place; 
Thither  muft  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  fir. 

Vin.  You  fliall  not  chufe  but  drink  before  you  go  ; 
I  think,  I  fir^U  command  your  welconie  here, 
And,  by  ail  likelihood,  fome  cheer  is  toward. 

\_Knocks. 
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Gre,  They're  bufy  within,  you  were  bed  knock 
louder.  [Pedant  Looks  out  of  the  window. 

Ped.  What's  he,  that  knocks  as  he  would  beac 
down  the  gate  ? 

Vin.  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within,  fir? 

Ped,  He's  within,  fir,  but  not  to  be  (poken  withal. 

Vin.  What  if  a  man  bring  him  a  hundred  pound 
or  two,  to  make  merry  withal  ? 

Ped,  Keep  your  hundred  pounds  to  yourfelf ; 
he  fhall  need  none,  fo  long  as  I  live. 

Pet,  Nay,  I  told  you,  your  fon  was  belov'd  in 
Padua. — Do  you  hear,  fir  ? — To  leave  frivolous  cir- 
cumftances, — I  pray  vou,  tell  Signior  Lucentio, 
that  his  father  is  come  from  Pifa,  and  is  here  at  the 
door  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Ped,  Thou  lieft ;  his  f  ither  is  come  to  Padua, 
jrnd  here,  looking  out  at  the  window. 

Vin.  Art  thou  his  father  ?  x 

Ped,  Ay,  fir  ;  fo  his  mother  fays,,  if  I  may  be- 
lieve her. 

Pet,  Why,  how  now,  gentleman  !  why,  this  is 
flat  kmvery,  to  take  upon  you  another  man's  name. 

Ped,  Lay  hands  on  the  villain;  I  believe,  'a 
means  to  cozen  fomebody  in  this  city  under  rny 
countenance. 

Re-enter  Biondtllo, 

Bion,  I  have  feen  them  in  the  church  together  ; 
God  lend  'em  good  fhipping  ! — But  who  is  here? 
mine  old.  mafter  Vincentio  ?  now  we  are  undone, 
and  brought  to  nothing. 

Vin,  Come  hither,  crack  \\'zmi^,\_Seeing  Biondcllo,. 

Bion,  I  hope.  I  may  chufe,  fir. 

Vin,  Come  hither,  you  rogue  :  What,  have  you 
forgot  me  ? 

Bion,  Forgot  you  ?  no,  fir:  1  could  not  forget 
you,  for  I  never  law  you  before  in  all  my  life. 

Vin,  What,  you  notorious  villain,  didfb  ihou 
never  fee  thy  maftcr's  father  Vinccutio  ? 

G  2 
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£ion*  What,  my  worfhipful  old  mafter  ?  yes, 
marry,  fir:  fee  where  he  looks  out  of  the  window. 

Vin.  Is't  fo  indeed  ?  [He  beats  Biondello. 

Bion*  Help,  help,  help  !  here's  is  a  madfnan  will 
murder  mc.  [^Exit, 

Ped,  Help,  fon  !  help,  fignior  Baptifta  ! 

Pet.  Pr'ythee,  Kate,  let's  ftand  afide,  and  fee  the 
end  of  this  controverfy.  \^They  retire. 

Re-enter  helozi\  the  Pedant  with  fervants^  Baptijia^ 
and  Tranio. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you,  that  offer  to  beat  my 
fervant  ? 

Vin,  What  am  I,  fir  ?  nay,  what  are  you,  fir? — 
Oh,  immortal  gods !  Oh,  fine  villain  ;  a  filken  dou- 
blet !  a  velvet  hofe  !  a  fcarlet  cloak  !  and  a  captain 
hat ! — Oh,  1  am  undone  !  I  am  undone  !  While 
I  play  the  good  hufband  at  home,  my  fon  and  my 
fervant  fpend  all  at  the  univerfity. 

Tra.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bap,  What,  is  the  mian  lunatic  ? 

Tra^  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  gentleman  by 
your  habit,  but  your  words  fhew  you  a  madman  : 
Why,  fir,  what  concerns  it  you,  if  I  wear  pearl 
and  gold  ?  1  thank  my  good  father,  I  am  able  to 
maintain  it. 

Vin,  Thy  father  ?  — Oh  villain  !  he  is  a  failmaker 
in  Bergamo. 

Bap.  You  mifhake,  fir;  you  miflake,  fir:  Pray, 
what  do  you  think  is  his  name  ? 

Vin,  His  name?  as  if  1  knew  not  his  name:  I 
have  brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  years 
old,  and  his  name  is — Tranio. 

Ped,  Away,  away,  mad  afs  !  his  name  is  Lucen- 
tio ;  and  he  is  mine  only  fon,  and  heir  to  the  land^ 
of  me  fignior  Vincentio. 

Vin,  Lucentio  ! — oh,  he  hath  murdered  his  maf- 
ter i — Lay  hold  on  him,  1  charge  you,  in  the  duke's 
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name : — Oh,  my  fon,  my  fon  ! — tell  me,  thou  vil- 
lain, where  is  my  fon  Lucentio  ? 

Tra,  Call  forth  an  officer:  carry  this  mad  knave 
to  the  jail : — father  Baptifla,  1  charge  you,  fee,  that 
he  be  forth  coming. 

Vin,  Carry  mc  to  the  jail ! 

Gre.  Stay,  officer  ;  he  fhall  not  go  to  prifon. 

Bap,  Talk  not,  fignior  Gremio ;  1  fay,  he  fhall 
go  to  prifon. 

Gre,  Take  heed,  fignior  Baptifha,  left  you  be  co- 
ney-catched  in  this  bufineis  ;  I  dare  fwear,  this  is 
the  right  Vincentio. 

Fed,  Swear,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre,  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

Tra,  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not 
Lucentio  ? 

Gre,  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  fignior  Lucentio. 
Bap,  Away  with  the  dotard  ;  to  the  jail  with  him. 
Vin,  Thus  ftrangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus'd 
Oh  monftrous  villain  ! 

Re-enter  Biondello^  with  Lucentio,  and  Bianca, 

Bion,  Oh,  we  are  fpoiled,  and — Yonder  he  is  ; 
deny  him,  forfwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

{_Exeunt  Biondello,  Tranio,  and  Pedant. 

Luc,  Pardon,  fweet  father.  \_Kneeling, 

Vin,  Lives  my  fweet  fon  ? 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  father. 

Bap,  Plow  haft  thou  offended  ? 
Where  is  Lucentio  ? 

Luc,  Here's  Lucentio, 
Right  fon  unto  the  right  Vincentio  ; 
That  have  by  marriage  made  thy  daughver  mine, 
While  counterfeit  fuppofes  blear'd  thine  eyne. 

Gre,  Here's  packing,  with  a  witnefs,  to  deceive 
us  all ! 

Vin,  Where  is  that  damned  villain,  Tranio, 
That  fac'd  and  brav'd  me  in  this  matter  fo  ? 
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,    Bap.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Cambio  ? 

Bion.  Cambio  is  changed  into  Lucentio. 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  miracles.  Bianca'slove 
Made  me  exchange  my  ftate  with  Tranio, 
While  he  did  bear  my  countenance  in  the  town  ; 
And  happily  I  have  ai  riv'd  at  lafk 
Unto  the  v/ifhed  haven  of  my  blifs : 
What  Tranio  did,  myfelf  enforc'd  him  to  : 
Then  pardon  him,  fwect  father,  for  my  fake. 

Vin,  ril  flit  the  villain's  nofe,  that  would  have 
fcnt  me  to  the  jail. 

Bap^  But  do  you  hear,  fir?  Have  you  married 
my  daughter  witliout  aflc.ing  my  good- will  ? 

Vin.  Fear  n(,>t,  Baptifta :  we  will  contejit  you, 
go  to  : 

But  I  will  in,  to  be  revcng'd  for  this  villainy.  \^Exit. 
Bap,  And  I,  to  found  the  depth  of  this  knavery. 

[Exit. 

Luc,  Look  not  pale,  Bianci;  thy  father  will  not 
frown.  '  [Exeuvt, 

Gre,  My  cake  is  dough:  But  I'll  in  among  the 
reft: 

Out  of  hope  of  all; — but  my  fhare  of  the  feaft. 

[_Exit, 

\ Petrvehio^  and  Katharine^  advancing. 
Rath.  Hufband,  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  end  of  this 
ado. 

Ftt,  Firft  kifs  m.e,  Kate,  and  we  will. 
Kath*  What,  in  the  mid  ft  of  the  ftreet  ? 
Ftt,  What,  art  thou  afham'd  of  me  ? 
Kath,  No,  fir  ;  God  forbid  :  but  afham'd  to  kifs. 
Ptt,  Why,  then  let's  home  again:  Come,  firrah; 
let's  away. 

Kath,  Nay,    I  will  give  thee  a  kifs  :   now  pray 

thee,  love,  ftay. 
Fd,  Is  not  this  well  ? — Come,  my  fweet  Kate  ; 
Better  once  than  never,  for  never  too  late.  \Excunt, 
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SCENE  II. 

Lucentio's  Apartments, 

Enter  Baptifla^  Vincentio^Gremio.the  Pedant^  Lucentio, 
Bianca^'  Tranio,  Biondello.  Petruchio^  Katharine^ 
Grumioy  Hortenfio^  and  IVidow.  The  Serving-men 
with  Tranio  bringing  in  a  banquet,  \ 

Luc,  At  laft,  though  long,  our  jarring  notes  agree  : 
And  time  it  is,  when  raging  war  is  done, 
To  fmile  at  fcapes  and  perils  over-blown. — 
My  fair  Bianca,  bid  my  father  welcome, 
While  1  with  fclf-fame  kindnefs  welcome  thine : — 
Brother  Petruchio, — fifter  Katharina, — 
And  thou,  Hortenfio,  with  thy  loving  widow, — 
Feaft  with  the  befl:,  and  welcome  to  my  houfe ; 
My  banquet  is  to  clofe  our  flomachs  up, 
After  our  great  good  cheer  :  Pray  you,  fit  down  ; 
For  now  we  fit  and  chat,  as  well  as  eat. 

Pet,  Nothing  but  fit  and  fit,  and  eat  and  eat ! 

Bap,  Padua  affords  this  kindnefs,  fon  Petruchio. 

pet,  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

Hor.  For  both  our  fakes,    I  would  that  word 
were  true. 

Ptt,  Now,  for  my  life,  Hortenfio  fears  his  widow, 
Wid,  Then  never  truft  me,  if  I  be  afeard. 
Pet,  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my 
fenfe ; 

I  mean  Hortenfio  is  is  afeard  of  you. 

Wid,\\^  that  is  giddy,thinks  the  world  turns  round. 
Pet,  Roundly  reply'd. 
Kath,  Miilrefs,  how  mean  you  that  ? 
Wid,  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 
Ptt,  Conceive  by  me! — How  likes  Hortenfio  that? 
Hor,  My  widow  fays,  thus  fhe  conceives  her  tale. 
Pet,  Very  well  mended  :  Kifs  him  for  that  good 
widow. 

Kath,  He  that  is  giddy,   thifiks  the  world  turns 
roun^ :  
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I  pray,  you,  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that. 

Wid^  Your  hufband,  being  troubled  Vv^itha  flirew, 
Meafures  my  hufband's  forrow  by  his  woe  : 
And  now  you  know  my  meaning. 

Kath,  A  very  mean  meaining. 

Wid.  Right,  I  mean  you, 

Kath.  And  1  am  mean,  indeed,  refpcfting  you. 
Pet.  To  her,  Kate  ! 
Hor.  To  her,  widow  ! 

Pet.  A  hundred  m^arks,  my  Kate  does  put  her 

down. 
Hot,  That's  my  office. 

Pet,  Spoke  like  an  officer; — Ha'  to  thee,  lad. 

[^D rinks  to  Hortenfio, 
Bap,  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quick-witted  folks? 
Gre,  Believe  me,  fir,  they  butt  together  well. 
Bian,  Head  and  butt  ?  an  hafty-witted  body 
Would  fay,  your  head  and  butt  were  head  and  horn. 
Vin,  Ay,  miftrefs  bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  ? 
Bian,  Ay,  but  not  frighted  me;  therefore  I'll 
fleep  again. 

Pet,  Nay,  that  you  fhall  not ;  fmce  you  have 
begun, 

Have  at  you  for  a  better  jeft  or  two. 

Biaji,  Am  I  your  bird  ?  I  mean  to  fhift  my  bufh, 
And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  bow  : — 
You  are  welcome  all. 

\_Exeunt  Bianca,  Katharine,  and  Widow, 
Pet,    She  hath  prevented   me. — Here,  fignior 
Tranio, 

This  bird  you  aim'd  at,  though  you  hit  her  not  ; 
Therefore,  a  health  to  all  that  fhot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra,  Oh,  fir,  Lucentio  Hipp'd  me  like  his  grey- 
hound. 

Which  runs  himfelf,  and  catches  for  his  mafter. 

Pet.  A  good'^fwift  fuTiile,  but  fomcthing  currifh. 

Trn.  '  Fis  well,  fir,  that  you  hunted  for  yourfelf ; 
^Th  tliought,  your  deer  does  hold  you  at  a  bay. 
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Bap.  Oil,  oh,  Petruchio,  Tranio,  hits  you  now. 

Luc,  1  thank  thee  for  that  gird,  good  Tranio. 

hor,  Confefs,  confefs;  hath  he  not  hit  you  there? 

Pet,  'A  has  a  little  gall'd  rac,  I  confefs  ; 
And,  as  the  jeft  did  glance  away  from  mc, 
*Tis  ten  to  one  it  maim'd  you  two  outright. 

Bap.  Now,  in  good  fadnefs,  fon  Petruchio, 
1  think  thou  haft  the  verieft  fhrew  of  all. 

Pet.  Well,  I  lay — -.no  :  and  therefore,  for  affurance. 
Let's  each  one  fend  unto  his  wife; 
And  he,  whofe  wife  is  moft  obedient 
To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  her, 
Shall  win  the  wager  which  we  will  propofe. 

Hot.  Content ;  What's  the  wager  ? 

Luc.  Twenty  crowns. 

Pet.  Twenty  crowns ! 
I'll  venture  fo  much  on  my  hawk,  or  hound. 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  wife, 

Luc.  A  hundred  then. 

Hor,  Content, 

Pet.  A  match  ;  'tis  done. 

Hor.  Who  fhall  begin  ? 

Luc.  That  will  I, 
Go,  Biondello,  bid  your  miftrefs  come  to  me, 

JBion.  I  go.  [^Exit. 

Bap.  wSon,  I  will  be  your  half,  Bianca  comes. 

Luc.  rii  have  no  halves;  I'll  bear  it  all  myfelf. 
Re-enter  Biondello, 
How  now  !  what  news  ? 

Bion.  Sir,  my  miftrefs  fends  you  v/ord 
That  fhe  is  bufy,  and  fhe  cannot  come  ! 

Pet.  How !  file  is  bufy,  and  fhe  cannot  come  ! 
Is  that  an  anfwer  ? 

Ore.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  : 
Pray  God,  fir,  your  wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 

Pet.  1  hope,  better. 

Hor,  Sirrah,  Biondello,  go,  and  entreat  my  wife 
To  come  to  me  forthwith,  [_Exit  Biondello. 
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Pet,  Oh,  oh  !  entreat  her ! 
Nay,  then  fhe  needs  muft  come. 

hor,  I  am  afraid,  fir, 
Do  what  you  can,  yours  will  not  be  entreated. 

Enter  Bionddlo, 
Now,  where's  my  wife  ? 

Bion,  She  fays,  you  have  fome  goodly  jcft  in  hand; 
She  will  not  come  ;  fhe  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Worfe  and  worfe  ;  fhe  will  not  come  ! 
Oh  vile,  intolerable,  not  to  be  endur'd  ! 
Sirrj\h,  Grumio,  go  to  your  miflrefs  ; 
Say,  I  command  her  to  come  to  rne.        xit  Grumio, 

hor,  I  know  her  anfwer. 

Pet,  What? 

Hor,  She  will  not. 

Pet,  The  fouler  fortune  mine,  and  there  an  end. 
Enter  Katharine, 

Bap,  Now,  by  my  holidame.  here  comes  Katharina  ! 

Kath,  What  is  your  M'ill,  fir,  that  you  fent  for  me  ? 

Pet,  Where  is  your  fifter,  and  Hortenfio's  wife  ? 

Kath.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  parlour  fire. 

Pet,  Go,  fetch  them  hither  ;  if  they  deny  to  come. 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  huibands  : 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  fhraight. 

[^Exit  Katharine, 

Luc.  Here  is  a  wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  wonder. 

hor.  And  lo  it  is  ;  I  wonder  what  it  bodes. 

Pet.  Marry,  peace  it  bodes,  and  love,  and  quiet  life, 
And  awful  rule,  and  right  fupremacy  ; 
And,  to  be  fhort,  what  not,  that's  fweet  and  happy? 

Bap,  Now  fair  befal  thee,  good  Petruchio  ! 
The  wager  thou  hafh  won  :  and  I  will  add  • 
Unto  their  loffes  twenty  thouL^nd  crowns ; 
Another  dowry  to  another  daughter, 
For  fhe  is  chang'd,  as  fl:ie  had  never  been. 

Pet,  Nay,  1  will  win  my  wager  better  yet; 
And  fhow  more  fig n  of  her  obedience. 
Her  new-built  virtue  and  obedience,  
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Re-Enter  Katharine,  with  Bianca  and  zvido  w. 

See  where  fhe  comes;  and  brings  your  froward  wives 

As  prifoners  to  her  womanly  pcrfuafion.  

Katharine,  that  cap  of  yours  becomes  you  not  *, 
OflF  with  that  bauble,  throw  it  under  foot. 

I  She  pulls  off  her  cap,  and  throws  it  down. 

Wid.  Lord,  let  me  nev^er  have  a  caufe  to  hgh, 
'Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafs  ! 

Bian,  Fye  !  Vvhat  a  foolifli  duty  call  you  this  ? 

Luc,  I  would,  your  duty  were  as  foolifh  too  : 
The  wifdom  of  your  duty,  fair  Bianca, 
Hath  colt  me  an  hundred  crowns  fincc  fuppcr-time. 

Bian,  The  more  fool  you,  for  laying  on  my  duty. 

Pet,   Katharine,   I  charge  thee,  tell  tlicfe  head- 

n  <->  ' 

urong  women 
What  duty  they  do  owe  their  lords  and  hufbnnds. 
V/id,  Come,  come,  you're  mocking  ;  we  will  have 
no  tellinsc. 

Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  fii  rh  begin  with  her. 
Wid,  She  fhall  not. 

Pet,  1  fay,  file  fliall ; — and  fir  ft  begin  with  her. 
Kath,  Fye!  fye]  unknit  that  thrcat'ning  unkind 
brow  ; 

And  dart  not  fcornful  glances  from  thcfe  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor  : 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frofts  bite  the  meads  ; 
Confounds  thy  fame,  as  whirlwinds  fhake  fair  buds  : 
And  in  no  fenfe  is  meet  or  amiable, 
A  woman  mov'd  is  like  a  fountain  troubled, 
Muddy,  ill-feeming,  thick^  bereft  of  beauty  ; 
And,  while  it  is  fo,  none  fo  dry  or  thirfty 
.  Will  deign  to  fip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 
Thy  hufband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper, 
Thy  head,   thy  fovereign  ;    one  that  cares  for  thee. 
And  for  thy  maintenance  :  commits  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  fea  and  land  ; 
To  watch  the  night  in  ftorms,  the  day  in  cold, 
While  thou  iy'ft  warm  at  home,  fecure  and  fafe  ; 
Vol,  III.  H 
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And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  love,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience  ;  — 
Too  little  payment  for  fo  great  a  debt. 
Such  duty  as  the  fubje£l  owes  the  prince, 
Even  luch,  a  woman  oweth  to  hcrhufband  : 
And,  when  fhe's  frowSrd,  peevifh,  fuUen,  four, 
And  net  obedient  to  his  honefl:  will, 
W  hat  is  file  but  a  foul  contending  rebel. 
And  gracelels  traitor  to  her  loving  lord? — 
I  am  afliam'd,  that,  women  are  fo  fimple 
To  off -r  vv^ar  where  they  fhould  kneel  fcr  peace ; 
Or  leek  for  rule,  fupremacy,  or  fway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  bodies  foft,  and  weak,  and  fmooth, 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world  ; 
But  that  our  foft  condition,  and  our  hearts, 
^Sl'Ould  well  agree  with  our  external  parts? 
Come,  come,  you  froward  and  unable  worms! 
My  mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours. 
My  heart  as  great  :  my  reafon,  haply,  more. 
To  bandy  word  for  word,   and  frown  for  frown  : 
But  now,  1  fee  our  lances  are  but  ftraws  ; 
Our  flrength  as  weak,  our  weaknefs  pafl  compare, — 
That  ieeminff  to  be  m.cft,  which  we  indeed  leafb  are. 
Then  veil  your  flomachs,  for  it  is  no  boot  ; 
And  place  your  hands  below  your  hufband's  foot  : 
In  token  of  which  duty,  if  he  pleafe, 
My  hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  eafe. 

Pet,  Why  there's  a  wench!— Come  on,  and  kifs 
me  Kate. 

Luc,  Well,  go  thy  ways,old  lad  ;  for  thou  flialt  ha't. 
Vin,  'Tis  a  good  hearing,   when  children  are 
toward. 

Luc,  But  a  harfh  hearing,  when  woman  are 
froward. 

Pet,  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to-bed:  

We  three  are  married,  but  you  two  are  fped. 
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'Twas  I  won  the  wager,  though  you  hit  the  white  ; 
And,  being  a  winner,  God  give  you  good  nig] it  ! 

\_Exeunt  Petruchio  and  Katharine, 
Hoi\  Now  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  tam'd  a  curfl 
fhrcw, 

Luc.  'Tis  a  wonder,  by  your  leave,  fhc  will  be 
tam'd  fo.  \_Exeunt  omnes. 
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NOTE. 

Of  this  play  the  two  plots  are  fo  well  unitedj  that  they 
can  hardly  be  calJed  two  without  injury  to  the  art  with 
which  they  are  interwoven.  The  attention  is  entertain- 
ed with  all  the  variety  of  a  double  plot,  yet  is  not  dif- 
trafted  by  unconnected  incidents. 

The  part  between  Katharine  and  Feiruchio  is  eminently 
fprightly  and  diverting.  At  the  marriage  of  Binnca  the 
arrival  of  the  real  father,  perhaps,  produces  more  per- 
plexity than  pleafure.  The  whole  play  is  very  popular 
and  diverting. 

Johnfon* 


THE 


END. 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 


H  2 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  of  France. 
Duke  of  Florence. 
Bertram,  Count  of  Roulillon. 
Lafeu,  an  old  Liord. 

Parolles,  a  parafitical  Follower  of  Bertram  ;  a  Cow- 
ard, but  vain,  and  a  great  Pretender  to  Valour. 

Several  Young  French  Lords,  that  ferve  with  Ber- 
tram in  the  F^lorentine  War. 

Stewaid,  1  Servants  to  the  Countefs  of  Roufillon, 
down,  J 

Countefs  of  Roufillon,  Mother  to  Bertram. 
Fdcna,  Daughter  to  Gerard  de  Narbon,  a  famous 

phyfician,  fome  time  fince  dead. 
An  old  Widow  of  Florence. 
Diana,  Daughter  to  the  widow. 

l  iolenta,    ?  ^^iabours  and  Friends  to  the  widow, 

Mariana,  3 

Lords,  attending  on  the  K^ng;  Officers,  Soldiers, £^r. 
Scene  lies  partly  in  France,  and  partly  in  Tufcany. 
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A  C  T    I.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Count e/s  of  Rouft lion's  Houft  in  France, 

Enter  Bertram^  the  Countefs  of  Roufillon,  Helena^  and 
Lafeu,  all  in  black, 

Count.^N  delivering  my  fon  from  me,  I  bury  a 
X  fecond  hufband. 

Ber,  And  I,  in  going,  madam,  weep  o'er  my 
father's  death  anew  :  but  I  muft  attend  his  majefhy's 
command,  to  whom  I  am  now  in  ward,  ever  more 
in  fubje6lion. 

Laf.  You  fhall  find  of  the  king  a  hufband,  ma- 
dam ; — you,  fir,  a  father  :  He  that  fo  generally  is 
at  all  times  good,  mufh  of  necefTity  hold  his  virtue 
to  you  ;  whofe  worthinefs  would  ftir  it  up  where 
it  wanted,  rather  than  lack  it  where  there  is  fuch 
abundance. 

Count,  What  hope  is  there  of  his  majefly's  amend- 
ment ? 

Laf,  He  hath  abandon 'd  his  Phyficians,  madam  ; 
under  whofe  prafticcs  he  hath  profecuted  time  with 
hope  ;  and  finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  pro^cfs, 
but  only  the  lofing  of  hope  by  time. 

Count,  This  young  gentlewoman  had  a  father, 
(O,  that  had!  how  fad  a  pafTage  tis!)  whofe  fkill 
was  almoft  as  great  as  his  honefty  ;  had  it  ftretch'd 
fo  far,  it  would  have  made  nature  immortal,  and 
death  fhould  have  play'd  for  lack  of  work,  'Would 
for  the  king's  fake,  he  were  living  !  I  think,  it 
would  be  the  death  of  the  king's  difeafe. 

Laf,  How  caird  you  the  man  you  fpeak  of, 
madam  ? 
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Count.  He  was  famous,  fir,  in  his  profeffion  and 
it  was  his  great  right  to  be  fo  :    Gerard  de  Narbon. 

Laf.  He  was  excellent,  indeed,  madam  ;  the 
king  very  lately  fpoke  of  him,  admiringly,  and 
mourningly  ;  he  was  fkilful  enough  to  have  liv'd 
ftill,  if  knowledge  could  have  been  fet  up  againft 
mortality. 

Ber.  What  is  it,  my  good  lord,  the  king  lan- 
guifhes  of? 

Laf,  A  fiftula^  my  lord. 

Ber.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf,  I  would,  it  were  not  notorious. — Was  this 
gentlewoman  the  daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narbon  ? 

Count.  His  fole  child,  my  lord  ;  and  bequeathed 
to  my  overlooking.  I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good, 
that  her  education  promifes :  her  difpofitions  fhe 
inherits,  which  makes  fair  gifts  fairer:  for  where 
an  unclean  mind  carries  virtuous  qualities,  there 
commendations  go  with  pity,  they  arc  virtues  and 
traitors  too  ;  in  her  they  are  the  better  for  their 
fimplenefs ;  flie  derives  her  honefty,  and  atchievcs 
her  goodnefs, 

Laf.  Your  commendations,  madam,  get  from  her 
tears. 

Count.  'Tis  the  beft  brine  a  maioen  can  feafon  her 
praife  in.  The  remembrance  of  her  father  never 
approaches  her  heart,  but  the  tyranny  of  her  forrows 
takes  all  livelihood  from  her  cheek.  No  more  of 
this,  Helena,  go  to,  no  more;  left  it  be  rather  thought 
you  affeft  a  forrow,  than  to  have. 

Bel.  I  do  a{fe6la  forrow,  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too.. 

Laf.   Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the 
dead,  exceffive  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 

Count,  If  the  living  be  enemy  to  the  grief,  the 
excefs  makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Ber,  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  wifhes. 

Laf.  How  underftaud  we  that  ? 

Count,  Be  thou  bleft,  Bertram !  and  fucceed  thy 
.  father 
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In  manners,  as  in  fhnpe!  Thy  blood,  and  virtue, 
Contend  for  empire  in  thee  ;  and  thy  goodncfs 
Share  with  thy  birth-right !   Love  all,  trull  a  few, 
Do  wrong  to  none :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power,  than  ufe  ;  and  "keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key  :  be  check'd  for  filence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  fpeech.  What  heaven  more  will. 
That  thee  may  furnifh,  and  my  prayers  pluck  down, 
Fall  on  thy  head  !  Farewell.    Tvly  lord, 
'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  courtier,  good  my  lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  canfiot  want  the  be  ft. 
That  fhall  attend  his  love. 

Count,  Heaven  blefs  him !  Farewell,  Bertram. 

\_Exit  Countefs, 

Ber,  \To  Helena,']  The  beft  wifhes,  that  can  be 
forg'd  in  your  thoughts,  be  fervants  to  you  !  Be 
comfortable  to  my  mother,  your  miftrefs,  and  make 
much  of  her, 

Laf,  Farewell,  pretty  lady  :  You  muft  hold  the 
credit  of  your  father.    \ Exeunt  Bertram  and  Lafeu, 

Hel,  Oh,  were  that  all \ — I  think  not  on  my  father; 
And  thefe  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  rtiore. 
Than  thofe  I  fhed  for  him.    What  was  he  like? 
I  have  forgot  him  :  my  imagination 
Carries  no  favour  in  it,  but  Bertram's, 
I  am  undone  ;  there  is  no  living,  none, 
If  Bertram  be  away.    It  were  all  one, 
That  I  ftiould  love  a  bright  particular  ftar, 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  is  fo  above  me  : 
In  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  fphere. 
The  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  itfelf  : 
The  hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion,  , 
Muft  die  for  love.    'Twas  pretty,  though  a  plague, 
To  fee  him  every  hour  ;  to  fit  and  draw 
His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls, 
In  our  heart's  table ;  heart,  too  capable 
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Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  favour, 
But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 
MufL  fanftify  his  relicks.    Who  comes  here  ? 

Filter  Parolles, 
One  that  goes  with  him  :  I  love  him  for  his  fake  ; 
And  yet  1  know  him  a  notorious  liar, 
Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward  ; 
Yet  thefe  fix'd  evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  fteely  bones 
Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind :  withal,  full  oft  we  fee 
Cold  wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluous  folly. 

Par,  SaveyoUj  fair  queen. 

NeL  And  you,  monarch. 

Par,  No. 

HeL  And  no. 

Par,  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity  ? 

Bel.  Ay.  You  have  fome  ftain  of  foldier  in  you ; 
let  me  aflc  you  a  quefhion :  Man  is  enemy  to  virgi- 
nity ;  how  may  we  barricade  it  again  ft  him  ? 

Par,  Keep  him  out^ 

HeL  But  heaffails;  and  our  virginity,  though 
valiant  in  the  defence,  yet  is  weak  ;  unfold  to  us 
fome  warlike  refiftance. 

P^r.  There  is  none;  man,  fitting  down  before 
you,  will  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

J-Iel,  Blefs  our  poor  virginity  from  underminers, 
and  blowers  up  ! — Is  there  no  military  policy,  how 
virgins  might  blow  up  men  ? 

Par,  Virginity  being  blown  down,  man  will 
quicklier  be  blown  up  :  marry,  in  blowing  him 
down  again,  with  the  breach  yourfelves  made,  you 
lofe  your  city.  It  is  not  politic  in  the  common- 
wealth of  nature,  to  preferve  virginity.  Lofs  of 
virginity  is  rational  incrcafe ;  and  there  was  never 
virgin  got,  till  virginity  was  firft  loft.  That,  you 
were  made  of,  is  metal  to  make  virgins.  Virgi- 
nity, by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found  : 
by  being  ever  kept,  is  ever  loft  :  'tis  too  cold  a 
companion  ;  away  with  it. 
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?]eL  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore 
I  die  a  virgin. 

Par,  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't ;  'tis  ggninft 
tlie  rule  of  nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  vir- 
ginity, is  to  accufe  your  mothers,  which  is  mod 
infallible  difobedience.  He,  that  hangs  himfelf,  is  a 
virgin  :  virginity  murders  itfelf  ;  and  fhould  be 
buried  in  highways,  out  of  all  fanftificd  limit,  as  a 
defperate  ofFendrefs  againfl  nature.  Virginity  breeds 
mites,  mucl'i  like  a  checfe  ;  confumes  itielf  to  the 
very  paring,  and  fo  dies  with  feeding  its  own  ilo- 
mach.  Befides,  virginity  is  peevifh,  proud,  idle, 
made  of  felf-love,  which  is  the  moft  inhibited  lin 
in  the  cannon.  Keep  it  not ;  you  cannot  chufe  but 
lofe  by't :  Out  with't :  Vv^ithin  ten  years  it  will 
make  itfelf  two,  which  is  a  goodly  increafe ;  and 
the  principal  itfelf  not  much  the  worfe.  Away  with't. 

Hel,  How  might  one  do,  fir,  to  lofe  it  to  her 
own  liking? 

Par.  Let  me  fee  :  Marry,  ill,  to  like  him  that 
ne'er  it  likes.  'Tis  a  commodity  will  lofe  the  glofs. 
with  lying ;  the  longer  kept,  the  lefs  worth  :  off 
with't,  while  'tis  vendible  :  anfwer  the  time  of  re- 
queft.  Virginity,  like  an  old  courtier,  wears  her 
cap  out  of  fafhion  ;  richly  fuited,  but  unfurtable  : 
juft  like  the  brooch  and  the  tooth-pick,  which 
wear  not  now  :  Your  date  is  better  in  your  pye 
and  your  porridge,  than  in  your  cheek  :  and  your 
virginity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our 
French  wither'd  pears  :  it  looks  ill,  it  eats  diily; 
marry,  'tis  a  wither'd  pear  :  it  was  formerly  better  ; 
marry,  yet,  'tis  a  wither'd  pear:  Will  you  any 
thing  with  it  ? 

HeL  Not  my  virginity  yet. 
There  fhall  your  mafter  have  a  thoufand  loves, 
A  mother,  and  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend, 
A  phoenix,  captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefs,  and  a  fovereign, 
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A  counfellor,  a  traitrefs,  and  a  dear  ^ 
His  humble  ambition,  proud  humility, 
His  jarring  concord,  and  his  difcord  dulcet, 
His  faith,  his  fweet  dilaftcr  ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty,  fond,  adoptions  chriffcendoms, 

That  blinking  Cupid  gofiips.  Now  fhall  he  

I  know  not  what  he  fhall : — God  fend  him  well  ! — 
The  court's  a  learning  place  ; — and  he  is  one— — 

Par.  What  one,  i'faith  ? 

Bel.  That  I  wifh  v/ell.  'Tis  pity  

Par.  What's  pity  ? 

Bel,  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  body  in't, 
Which  might  be  felt  :  that  we,  the  poorer  born, 
Whofe  bafer  ftars  do  fhut  us  up  in  wifhes, 
Might  with  elTefts  of  them  follow  our  friends, 
And  fliew  what  we  alone  muft  think  ;  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  Page, 

Page,  Monfieur  ParoUes,  my  lord  calls  for  you. 

l^Fxit  Page, 

Par,  Little  Helen,  Farewell :  if  I  can  remember 
thee,  1  will  think  of  thee  at  court. 

h'el,  Monfieur  ParoUes,  you  were  born  under  a 
charitable  flar. 

Par,  Under  Mars,  I. 

Hel,  I  efpecially  think,  under  Mars. 

Par,  Why  under  Mars  ? 

Hcl.  The  wars  have  kept  you  fo  under,  that  you 
muft  needs  be  born  under  Mars. 
Par,  When  he  was  predominant. 
J-Iel.  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think,  rather. 
Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 

Hel,  You  go  fo  much  backward,  when  you  fight* 
Par,  That's  for  advantage. 

Hel,  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  propofes  the 
fafety  :  But  the  compofition,  that  your  valour  and 
fear  makes  in  you,  is  a  virtue  of  a  good  wing,  an4 
I  like  the  wear  w^ell* 
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Par,  I  am  fo  full  of  bflfinefles,  1  cannot  anfwcr 
thee  acutely  :  I  will  return  perfe8:  courtier  ;  in  the 
which,  my  inftruftion  fhall  lerve  to  naturalize  thee, 
fo  thou  wilt  be  capable  of  courtier's  counfel.  and 
underftand  what  advice  fliall  thruil  upon  thee  ;  elfc 
thou  diefl  in  thine  unthankfulncfs,  and  thine  igno- 
rance makes  thee  away  ;  farewell.  When  thou 
haft  leifure,  fay  thy  prayers  ;  w^hen  thou  haft  none, 
remember  thy  friends:  get  thee  a  goodhuftDand,  and 
ufe  him  as  he  ufes  thee  ;  fo  farewell,  r_Exit, 

Hel.  Our  remedies  oft  in  ourfelves  do  lie, 
Which  v/e  afcribe  to  heaven  :  the  fated  fky 
Gives  us  free  fcope  ;  only,  doth  backward  pull 
Our  ftow  defigns,  w^hen  we.  ourfelves  are  dull. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  love  fo  high  ; 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  ? 
The  mightieft  fpace  in  fortune  nature  brings 
I'o  join  like  likes,  and  kifs  like  native  things* 
Impoffible  be  ftrange  attempts,  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pain  in  fenfe  ;  and  do  fuppofc. 
What  hath  been  cannot  be  :  Who  ever  ftrove 
To  fliew  her  merit,  that  did  mifs  her  love? 
The  king's  difeafe — my  projefl:  may  deceive  me. 
But  my  intents  are  fix'd  and  will  not  leave  me.  [_Exk, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Court  of  France, 
Flmrifli  Cornets,    Enter  the  King  oj  France,  with 
Letters^  and  divers  .'Attendants, 
King,  The  Florentines  and  Scnoys  are  by  the 
ears; 

Have  fought  with  equal  fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  war. 

I  Lord,  So  'tis  reported,  hr. 

Ki7ig,  Nay,  'tismoft  credible  ;  we  here  receive  it 
A  certainty,  vouch'd  from  our  couhn  Auftria, 
With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
Foripeedy  aid  ;  wherein  ourdcareft  friend 
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Prejudicates  the  bufmefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  denial. 

1  Lord,  His  love  and  wifdom, 
Approved  To  to  your  majcfty.  may  plead 
For  ampleft  credence. 

King,  He  hath  arm'd  our  anfwer, 
And  Florence  is  deny'd  before  he  comes  : 
Yet,  for  our  gentlemen,  that  mean  to  fee 
The  Tufcan  fervice,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  either  part. 

2  Lord,  It  may  well  fervc 

A  nurfery  to  our  gentry,  who  are  fick 
For  breathing  and  exploit. 

King.  What's  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and  Par  dies , 

1  Lord,  It  is  the  count  Roufillon,  my  good  lord, 
Youno[  Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bcar'fl  thy  father's  face; 
Frank  nature,  rather  curious  than  in  hafte, 
Flath  well  compos'd  thee.  Thy  father's  moral  parts 
May'ffcthou  inherit  too  !  Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber,  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  majefly's. 

King,  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  foundnefs  now. 
As  when  thy  father,  and  myfelf,  in  friendfhip 
Firft  try'd  our  foldierfliip  !  He  did  look  far 
Into  the  fervice  of  the  time,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  braveft :  he  lafted  long  ; 
But  on  us  both  did  haggifh  age  (leal  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  aft.    It  much  repairs  me, 
To  talk  of  your  good  father  :  In  his  youth 
He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 
To-day  in  our  young  lords  ;  but  they  may  jeft, 
Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  unnoted^ 
Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour. 
So  like  a  courtier,  contempt  nor  bitternefs 
Were  in  his  pride  or  (harpnefs  :  if  they  wxre, 
jHis  equal  had  awak'd  them  ;  and  his  honour, 
Clock  to  itfelf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 
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Exception  bid  him  fpcak,  and,  at  that  time, , 

His  tongue  obcy'd  his  hand  :  who  were  below  him- 

He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place  ; 

And  bow'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks. 

Making  them  proud  of  his  humility, 

In  their  poor  praifc  he  humbled  ;  Such  a  man 

Might  be  a  copy  to  thefe  younger  times : 

Which  foUow'd  well,  would  demonftratc  them  now 

But  goers  backward. 

Ber,  His  good  remembrance,  fir, 
Lies  richer  in  your  thoughts,  than  on  his  tomb  ; 
So  in  approof  lives  not  his  epitaph, 
As  in  your  royal  fpeech. 

King.  Would,  I  were  with  him  !  He  would  al- 
ways fay, 

(Methinks,  I  hear  him  now  ;  his  plaufive  words 
He  fcatter'd  not  in  years,  but  grafted  them 

To  grow  there,  and  to  bear) — Let  me  not  live^  

Thus  his  good  melancholy  oft  begin. 
On  the  cataflrophe  and  heel  of  paftime. 
When  it  was  out, — let  me  not  live,  quoth  he, 
After  my  Jlame  lacks  oil,  to  be  the  fnuff 
Of  younger fpirits,  whofe  apprehenfive  fenfes 
All  but  new  things  difdain  ;  whofe  judgments  are 
Mere  fathers  of  their  garments  j  whofe  conftancics 
Expire  before  their fafiions  : — This  he  wifh'd  : 
I,  after  him,  do  after  him  wifh  too, 
Sinc<;  I  nor  wax,  nor  honey,  can  bring  home, 
I  quickly  were  diffolved  from  my  hive, 
To  give  Tome  labourer  room. 

2  Lord.  You  are  lov'd,  fir; 
They,  that  leaft  lend  it  you,  fhall  lack  you  firft. 

King,  I  fill  a  place,  1  know't — how  long  is^'t, 
count, 

Since  the  phyfician  at  your  father's  died  ? 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Ber.  Some  fix  months  fince,  my  lord. 

King.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet  ; — 
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Lend  me  an  arm  ;  tlie  reft:  have  worn  me  out 

With  feveral  apph'cations  : — nature  and  hcknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  ieifure.    Welcome,  count ; 
My  Ton's  no  dearer. 

Str,  Thank  your  m^jefly.    [FlmriJIi,  Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
A  Room  in  the  count's  Palace, 
En'er  countejs^  Stezvard,  and  Clown, 

Count,  I  will  now  hear  :  what  fay  you  of  this 
gentlewoman? 

iStezi',  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your 
content,  I  wifh  might  be  found  in  the  calendar  of 
my  paft  endeavours ;  for  then  we  wound  our  mo- 
defty,  and  make  foul  the  clearnefsof  our  defervings, 
when  of  ourfelves  we  publifh  them. 

Count.  What  docs  this  knave  here?  Get  yo* 
gone,  firrah  :  The  complaints,  I  have  heard  of  you, 
I  do  not  all  believe  ;  'tis  my  flownefs,  that  I  do 
not :  for,  I  know,  you  lack  not  folly  to  commit 
them,  and  have  ability  enough  to  make  fuch  knave- 
ries yours. 

Cl^,  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  madam,  that  I 
am  a  poor  fellow. 
Count,  Well  fir. 

Clo,^  No,  madam,  'tis  not  fo  well,  that  I  am  poor: 
tho-ugh  many  of  the  rich  are  damn'd  :  But,  if  I 
may  have  your  ladyfhip's  good  will  to  go  to  the 
world,  Ifbel  the  woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Count,  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  beggar  ? 

Clo,  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  cafe. 

Count,  In  what  cafe  ? 

Clo.  In  Ifbel's  cafe,  and  mine  own.  Service  is  no 
heritage  ;  and,  I  think,  I  fliall  never  have  the  blef- 
fnig  of  God,  'till  I  have  iffue  of  my  body ;  for, 
they  fay,  beams  are  bleffings. 

Count,  Tell  me  thy  reafon  why  thou  w41t  marry. 

Clo,  My  poor  body,  m.adam,  requires  it : 
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I  am  driven  on  by  the  flefh  :  and  he  mud  needs  go, 
that  the  devil  drives. 

Count.  Is  this  all  your  worfhip's  reafon  ? 

Clo,  Faith,  madam,  I  have  other  holy  reafons, 
fuch  as  they  are. 

Count,  May  the  world  know  them  ? 

Clo,  I  have  been,  madam,  a  wicked  creature,  as 
you  and  all  flefh  and  blood  are ;  and,  indeed,  I 
do  marry,  that  I  may  repent. 

Count,  Thy  marriage,  fooner  than  thy  wickednefs. 

Clo,  I  am  out  of  friends,  madam  ;  and  I  hope 
to  have  friends  for  my  wife's  fake. 

Count,  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies,  knave. 

Clo,  You  are  fhallow,  madam,  in  great  friends  ; 
for  the  knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me,  which  I  am 
aweary  of.  He,  that  ears  my  land,  fpares  my  team, 
and  gives  me  leave  to  inn  the  crop  :  if  I  be  his 
cuckold,  he's  my  drudge  :  He,  that  comforts  my 
wife,  is  the  cherifher  of  my  {lefli  and  blood;  he 
that  cherifhes  my  flefli  and  blood,  loves  my  ilefh 
and  blood  ;  he  that  loves  my  fleOi  and  blood,  is  my 
friend  :  trgo^  he  that  kifTes  my  wife,  is  my  friend. 
Vi  men  could  be  contented  to  be  what  they  are, 
there  were  no  fear  in  marriage  ;  for  young  Charbon 
the  puritan,  and  old  Poyfam  the  papift,  howfoe'er 
their  hearts  are  fevered  in  religion,  their  heads  are 
both  one,  they  may  joul  horns  together,  like  any 
deer  i'  the  herd. 

Count,  Wilt  thou  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and 
calumnious  knave  ? 

Clo,  A  prophet,  I,  madam:  and  I  fpeak  the  truth 
the  next  way. 

For  I  the  ballad  will  repeat^ 

Which  men  full  true  Jhall  find  ; 
Your  marriage  comes  by  defliny^ 
Your  cuckoo  fings  by  kind^ 

Count,  Get  you  gone,  fir  ;  Dl  talk  with  you  more 
anon. 

I  - 
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Stew.  May  it  pleaie  you,  madam,  that  he  bid 
Helen  come  to  you ;  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  gentlewoman,  I  would 
Tpeak  with  her  :  Helen  I  mean. 

Clo.  V/as  this  fair  face  the  caufe^  quoth  Jhe^  [Singing. 
Why  the  Grecians  Jacked  Troy  ? 
Fond  done,  done  fond^ 

Was  this  king  Priam's  joy. 
With  that  fne  fighed  as  Jhe  Jlood^ 
With  that  Jhe  fighed  as  Jie  fiood^ 

And  gave  this  Jentence  then  j 
AiTiong  nine  had  if  one  he  good^ 
Among  nine  bad  if  one  he  goody 
There's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 
Count,  What,  one  good  in  ten  ?  you  corrupt  the 
fong,  hrrah. 

Clo,  One  good  woman  in  ten,  madam;  which  is 
a  purifying  o'  the  fong:  'Would  God  would  ferve 
the  world  fo  all  the  year  !  we'd  find  no  fault  with 
the  tythe-woman,  if  I  were  the  parfon  ;  One  in 
ten,  quoth  a'  !  an  we  might  have  a  go©d  woman 
born  but  every  blazing  ftar,  or  at  an  earthquake, 
'twould  mend  the  lottery  well ;  a  man  may  draw 
his  heart  out,  ere  he  pluck  one. 

Count,  You'll  begone,  fir  knave,  and  do  as  I 
command  you  ? 

Clo.  That  man  fhould  be  at  a  woman's  command, 
and  yet  no  hurt  done ! — Though  honefty  be  no 
puritan,  yet  it  will  do  no  hurt  ;  it  will  wear  the 
furplice  of  humility  over  the  black  gown  of  a  big 
heart. — I  am  going,  forfooth  :  the  bufinefs  is  for 
Helen  to  come  hither.  [_Exit, 

Count.  Well,  now, 

Stezi).  I  know,  madam,  you  love  your  gentlewo- 
man entirely. 

Count.  Faith  I  do  :  her  father  bequeath'd  her  to 
me;  and  fhe^herfelf,  without  other  advaniage,  may 
lawfully  make  title  to  as  much  love  as  (he  finds: 
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there  is  more  owing  her,  than  is  paid ;  and  more 
fhall  be  paid  her,  than  fhe'll  demand. 

Stew,  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her 
than,  I  think,  fhe  wifh'd  me  :  alone  fhe  was,  and 
did  communicate  to  herfelf,  her  own  words  to  her 
own  ears  ;  (he  thought,  I  dare  vow  for  her,  they 
touched  not  any  ftranger  eUe.  Her  matter  was,  fhe 
lov'd  your  fon  :  Fortune,  fhe  faid,  was  no  goddefs, 
that  had  put  fuch  difference  betwixt  their  tv/^o  ei- 
tates ;  Love,  no  god,  that  would  not  extend  his 
might,  only  where  qualities  were  level ;  Diana,  no 
queen  of  virgins,  that  would  fuffer  her  poor  knight 
to  be  furprifed  without  refcue  in  the  firft  aifmlt, 
or  ranfom  afterward  :  This  fhe  deliver'd  in  the  mofb 
bitter  touch  of  forrow,  that  e'er  I  heard  a  virgin  ex- 
claim in  :  which  I  held  my  duty,  fpeedily  to  ac- 
quaint you  withal ;  fithencc,  in  the  lofs  that  may 
happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething  to  know  it. 

Coimt,  You  have  difcharg'd  this  honefhly ;  keep 
it  to  yourfelf :  many  likelihoods  informed  me  of  this 
before,  which  hung  fo  tottering  in  the  balance, 
that  I  could  neither  believe,  nor  mifdoubt :  Pray 
you,  leave  me :  fhall  this  in  your  bofom,  and  I 
thank  you  for  your  honefh  care  :  I  will  fpeak  with 
you  further  anon.  [^Exit  Steward, 

Enter  Helena. 
Count.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me,  when  I  was 
young  : 

If  we  are  nature's,  thefearc  ours:  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  rofeof  youth  rightly  belong ; 
Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood  is  born; 
It  is  the  fhew  and  fed  of  nature's  truth, 
Where  love's  ftrong  palhon  is  impreft  in  youth : 
By  our  remembrances  of  days  foregone. 
Such  were  our  faults,  O !  then  we  thought  them 
none. 

Her  eye  is  fick  on't  ;  I  obfcrve  lier  now. 
HzL  What  is  your  plcafurc,  madam  ? 
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Count'  You  know,  Helen, 
I  am  a  mother  to  you. 

Hel.  Mine  honourable  miftrefs. 

Count,  Nay,  a  mother; 
Why  not  a  mother  ?  When  I  faid,  a  mother, 
Methought  you  faw  a  ferpent :   What's  in  mother, 
That  you  ftart  at  it?  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother  ; 
And  put  you  in  the  catalogue  of  thofe 
That  were  enwombed  mine  :  'Tis  often  feen. 
Adoption  llrives  with  nature  ;  and  choice  breeds 
A  native  flip  to  us  from  foreign  feeds  : 
You  ne'er  opprefs'd  me  with  a  mother's  groan, 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  mother's  care  : — 
God's  mercy,  maiden  !  does  it  curd  thy  blood, 
To  fay,  I  am  thy  mother  ?  What's  the  matter, 
That  this  diftertiper'd  meflenger  of  wet, 
The  many-colour'd  Iris,  rounds  thine  eye  ? 
Why  ?  that  you  are  my  daughter  ? 

Hel.  That  I  am  not. 

Count,  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother. 

Hel,  Pardon,  msdam ; 
The  count  Roufillon  cannot  be  my  brother: 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honour'd  name  ; 
No  note  upon  my  parents,  his  all  noble  : 
My  mafter,  my  dear  lord  he  is  ;  and  I 
His  fervant  live,  and  will  his  valTal  die : 
He  muffc  not  be  my  brother. 

Count,  Nor  I  your  mother? 

li'eL  You  are  my  mother,  madam ;  'Would  you 
were 

{So  that  my  lord,  your  fon,  were  not  my  brother) 
Indeed,  my  mother! — or  were  you  both  our  mothers, 
I  care  no  more  for,  than  I  do  for  heaven. 
So  I  wxre  not  his  fifter  :  Can't  no  other. 
But,  I  your  daughter,  he  muft  be  my  brother  ? 
Count,  Yes,  Helen,  you  might  be  my  daughter- 
in-law  ; 

God  fhield,  you  mean  it  not !  daughter,  and  mother 
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So  ftriv^c  upon  your  pulfc  :  What,  p^le  again  ? 

My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs — Now  I  fee 

The  m;;  fiery  of  your  lonelincfs,  and  find 

Your  fait  tears'  head.    Now  to  all  fenfe  'tis  grofs, 

You  love  my  fon  ;  invention  is  an^am'd, 

Again  ft  the  proclamation  of  thy  pafiion. 

To  fay,  thou  doll  not :  therefore  tell  me  true  ; 

But  tell  me  then,  'tis  fo : — For,  look,  thy  cheeks 

Confefs,  it  onejto  the  other ;  and  thine  eyes 

See  it  fo  grofsly  fhewn  in  thy  behaviours, 

That  in  tHeir  kind  they  fpeak  it :  only  fin 

And  hellifli  obftinacy  tie  thy  tongue. 

That  truth  fliould  be  fufpefted  :  (peak,  is't  fo  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  you  have  wound  a  goodly  clue  : 

If  it  be  not,  forfwear't  :  howe'er,  I  charge  thee, 

As  heaven  {hall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 

To  tell  me  truly. 

Hel»  Good  madam,  pardon  me! 

Count,  Do  you  love  m.y  fon  ? 

HeL  Your  pardon,  noble  miftrefs  ! 

Count,  Love  you  my  fon  ? 

HeL,  Do  not  you  love  him,  msdam  ? 

Count,  Go  not  about;  my  love  hath  in't  abotid^ 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note:  come,  come,  difclofe 
The  (late  of  your  affeftion  ;  for  your  paflions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 

Hd,  Then,  I  confefs. 
Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heaven  and  yon, 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  heaven, 
I  love  your  fon  : — 

My  friends  were  poor,  but  honeft ;  fo's  my  love  : 

Be  not  offended  ;  for  it  hurts  not  him, 

That  he  is  lov'd  of  me  :  I  follow  him  not 

By  any  token  of  prcfumptuous  fuit ; 

Nor  would  I  have  him,  'till  I  dodcferve  him  ; 

Yet  never  know  how  that  dcfcrt  fhould  be. 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  againff  hope; 

Yet,  in  this  captious  and  intenible  fieve, 

I  flill  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love, 
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And  lack  not  to  lofe  ftill  :  thus,  Indian-like, 

Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 

The  fiin^  that  looks  upon  his  vvorfhipper, 

But  knows  of  him  no  more.    My  dearefl  madam, 

Let  not  your  hate  encounter  with  my  love, 

F'or  loving,  where  you  do:  but,  if  yourfelf, 

Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  virtuous  youth, 

Did  ever,  in  fo  true  a  flame  of  liking, 

Wifh  chaftely,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian:. 

Was  both  herfelf  and  love  ;  O  then,  give  pity 

To  her,  whofe  (late  is  fuch,  that  cannot  chufe 

But  lend  and  give,  where  fhe  is  fure  to  lofe ; 

That  feeks  not  to  find  that,  her  fearch  implies, 

But,  riddle-like,  lives  fweetly  where  fhe  dies. 

Count,  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  trulyj. 
To  go  to  Paris  ? 

Bel.  Madam,  I  had. 

Count.  Wherefore?  tell  true. 

HeL  I  will  tell  truth  ;  by  grace  itfelf,  I  fwear. 
You  know,  my  father  left  me  fome  prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov'd  effcfts,  fuch  as  his  reading, 
And  manifefl  experience,  had  collefted 
For  general  fovereignty;  and  that  he  will'd  me 
In  heedfulleft  refervation  to  beflow  them. 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclufive  were 
More  than  they  v/ere  in  note  :  amongft  the  reft. 
There  is  a  remedy,  approv'd,  fet  down. 
To  cure  the  defperate  languiPnings,  whereof 
The  king  is  render'd  loft. 

Count.  This  was  your  motive 
For  Paris,  was  it  ?  vSpeak. 

Hd.  My  lord  your  fon  made  me  to  think  of  this  \ 
Fife  Paris,  and  the  medicine,  and  the  king. 
Had,  from  the  converfation  of  my  thoughts, 
Hapl3\  been  abfent  then. 

Count,  But  think  you,  Helen, 
If  you  fhould  tender  your  fuppofed  aid, 
He  would  receive  it  ?  He  and  his  phyficiaus 
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Are  of  a  mind  ;  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him, 
They,  that  they  cannot  help  :  How  (hall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  virgin,  when  the  fchools, 
Embowell'd  of  their  do6lrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  itfelf  ? 

Hel,  There's  fomething  hints, 
More  than  my  father's  flcill,  which  was  the  greateft 
Of  his  profeflion,  that  his  good  receipt 
Shall,  for  my  legacy,  be  fanftified 
By  the  luckieft  flars  in  heaven  :   and,  would  your 
honour 

But  give  me  leave  to  try  fuccefs,  Td  venture 
The  well-loft  life  of  mine  on  his  grace's  cure, 
By  fuch  a  day  and  hour. 

Count,  Doft  thou  believe't  ? 

Hel.  Ay,  madam,  knowingly. 

Count,  Why,  Helen,  thou  fhalt  have  my  leave, 
and  love. 

Means,  and  attendants,  and  my  loving  greetings 
To  thofe  of  mine  in  court ;  I'll  ftay  at  home, 
And  pray  God's  bleffing  into  thy  attempt ; 
Be  gone  to-morrow    and  be  fure  of  this, 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  fhalt  not  mifs. 

[^Exeunt, 


ACT     n.       SCENE  I. 

The  Court  of  France, 

Enter  the  King,  zuith  yonng  Lords  taking  leave  Jor  the 
Florentine  war,    Bertram  and  Parolks. 
Flourijh  Cornets, 
King.      A  R  E  W  E  L,  y^  ung  lords,  thefe  warlike 

jL  principles 
Do  not  throw  from  you  ; — and  you,  my  lords,  fare- 
well ;  
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Share  the  advice  betwixt  you  ;  if  both  gain  all, 
l^he  gift  doth  flretch  itfclf  as  'tis  receiv'd. 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

3  Lord.  'Tis  our  hope,  fir. 
After  well-enter'd  foldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  grace  in  health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be  ;  and  yet  my  heart 
Will  not  confefs,  he  owes  the  malady 
That  does  my  life  befiege.    Farewell,  young  lords; 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  fons 
Of  worthy  Frenchmen  :  let  higher  Italy 
(Thofe  'bated,  that  inherit  but  the  fall 
Of  the  lafl  monarchy)  fee,  that  you  come 
Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it :  when 
The  bravefl  quefhant  flirinks,  find  what  you  feck, 
That  fame  may  cry  you  loud  :  I  fay,  farewell. 

2  Lord,  Health,  at  your  bidding,  ferve  your  ma- 
jefly  ! 

King.  Thofe  girls  of  Itah'',  take  heed  of  them  ; 
They  lay,  our  French  lack  l^inguage  to  deny, 
If  they  demand  :  beware  of  being  captives, 
Before  you  ferve. 

Both.  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings, 
King.  Farewell. — Come  hither  to  me. 

[_The  King  retires  to  a  couil\ 

1  Lord,  Oh  m^y  fwcet  lord,  that  you  will  flay 

behind  us ! 
Par.  'Tis  not  his  fault  !  the  fpark  

2  Lord.  Oh,  'tis  brave  wars  ! 

Par.  Moft  admirable:  I  have  feen  thofe  wars. 
Ber,  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with  ; 
Too  youngs  and  the  ntxt year^  zna'tis  too  early. 

Par,  An  thy  mind  ftand  to  it,  boy,  ftcal  away 
bravely. 

Ber.  I  fhall  flay  here  the  forehorfe  to  a  fmock, 
Creaking  my  fhoes  on  the  plain  mafonry, 
'Till  honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  fwoid  worn, 
But  one  to  dance  with  !  By  heaven.  I'll  fleal  away. 
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1  Lord.  There's  honour  in  the  theft. 
Par,  Commit  it,  count. 

2  Lord,  I  am  your  accelTary  ;  and  fo  farewell. 
Ber,  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd 

body. 

1  Lord,  Farewell,  captain. 

2  Lord,  Sweet  monfieur  ParoUcs  ! 

Par.  Noble  heroes,  my  fword  and  yours  are  kin. 
Coed  fparks  and  lullrous,  a  word,  good  metals  : — 
You  fhall  find  in  the  regiment  of  the  Spinii,  one 
captain  Spurio,  with  his  cicatrice,  an  emblem  of 
war,  here  on  his  finifter  cheek  ;  it  was  this  very 
fword  entrench'd  it :  fay  to  him,  I  live  ;  and  ob- 
fcrve  his  reports  of  me. 

2  Lord,  We  fhall,  noble  captain. 

Par.  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  novices !  what 
will  you  do  ? 

Ber.  Stay  :  the  king  

Par.  Ufe  a  more  fpacious  ceremony  to  the  noble 
lords  ;  you  have  reflrain'd  yourfelf  within  the  lift 
of  too  cold  an  adieu  ;  be  more  expreiFive  to  them  ; 
for  they  wear  themfelves  in  the  cap  of  the  time, 
there,  do  mufler  true  gait,  eat,  fpeak,  and  move  un- 
der the  influence  of  the  moft  receiv'd  fhar :  and 
though  the  devil  lead  the  meafure,  fuch  are  to  be 
follow 'd :  after  them,  and  take  a  more  dilated 
farewell. 

Ber,  And  I  will  do  fo. 

Par,  Worthy  fellows ;  and  like  to  prove  moft: 
finewy  fword-men.  [Exeunt^ 
Enter  Lafeu.  .  [ Lafeu  kneels, 

Laf,  Pardon,  my  lord,  forme  and  for  my  tidings. 

King,  I'll  fee  thee  to  ftand  up. 

Laf,  Then  here's  a  man 
Stands,  that  has  bought  his  pardon.    I  would,  you 
Had  kncel'd,  my  lord,  to  afls.  me  mercy  :  and 
'  That,  at  my  bidding,  you  could  fo  ftand  up. 

Vol.  III.  K 


no      all's  well  that  ends  well.      Act  IL 


Ki7ig,  I  would  I  had  ;  fo  I  had  broke  thy  pate, 
and  afk'd  thee  mercy  for't. 

X^jf,  Goodfaith,  acrofs:  — but  my  good  lord, 
'tis  thus  ; 

Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  infirmity  ? 
King.  No. 

Laf,  O,  will  you  cat 
No  grapes,  my  royal  fox  ?  yes,  but  you  will; 
My  noble  grapes,  an  if  my  royal  fox 
Could  reach  them  :  I  have  f^en  a  mcdicin, 
That's  able  to  breathe  life  into  a  {lone; 
Quicken  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  canary 
With  fprightly  fire  and  motion  ;  whofe  fimple  touch 
Is  powerful  to  raife  king  Pepin,  nay. 
To  give  great  Charlemain  a  pen  in  his  hand, 
And  write  to  her  a  love-line. 

King^  What  her  is  this? 

LaJ,  Why,  doftor  flie  :  My  lord,   there's  one 
arriv'd, 

If  you  will  fee  her — now,  by  my  faith  and  honour, 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convey  my  thoughts 
^     In  this  my  light  deliverance,  1  have  fpoke 

With  one,  that  ^n  her  iex,  her  years,  profcfTion, 
Wildom.  and  conftancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  weaknefs:  Will  you  fee  her, 
(For  that  is  her  demand)  and  know  herbufmefs? 
That  done,  lauoh  well  at  me. 

King,  Now.  good  Lafeu, 
Bring  in  the  admiration  ;  that  we  with  thee 
May  Ipcnd  our  wonder  too,  or  take  off  thine, 
By  wond'ring  how  thou  took'flit. 

Laf.  Nay,  I'll  fit  you. 
And  not  be  all  day  neither^  \_Exit  Laftu, 

King,  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  prologues, 

Laf,  [^returns,']  Nay,  come  your  ways. 

ringing  in  Helena, 

King,  This  hafte  hath  wings  indeed, 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways  ; 
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This  is  his  majefty,  fay  your  mind  to  him  : 
A  traitor  you  do  look  like  :  but  fuch  traitors 
His  majerty  feldom  fears  :  I  am  CrefTid's  uncle, 
That  dare  leave  two  together  ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

King,  Now,  fair  one,  docs  your  bufmefs  fellow  us? 

HeL  Ay,  my  good  lord.  Gerard  de  Narbon  was 
My  father;  in  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found. 

King,  I  knew  him. 

Hcl,  The  rather  will  I  fpare   my  praife  toward 
him : 

Knowing  him,  is  enough.  On  his  bed  of  death 
Many  receipts  he  gave  me  ;  chiefly  one, 
Which,  as  the  deareft  iffue  of  his  pra6lice, 
And  of  his  old  experience  the  only  darling, 
He  bado  me  fhore  up,  as  a  triple  eye. 
Safer  than  mine  own  two,  more  dear  !  I  have  fo : 
And,  hearing  your  high  majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that  malignant  caufe  wherein  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  father's  gift  (lands  chief  in  power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance. 
With  all  bound  humblenefs. 

King,  V/e  thank  you,  maiden  ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  cure, — 
When  our  mod  learned  do6lors  leave  us ;  and 
The  congregated  college  have  concluded, 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfom  nature 
From  her  inaidable  eftate, — I  fay  we  mufh  not 
So  llain  our  judgement,  or  corrupt  our  hope, 
To  proftitute  ourpafh-cure  malady 
To  empiricks  ;  or  to  diffever  fo 
Our  great  felf  and  our  credit,  to  efleem 
A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  paft  fenfe  we  deem# 

Hd,  My  duty  then  fhall  pay  me  for  my  pains  ? 
1  will  no  more  enforce  mine  office  on  you  ; 
Humbly  entreating  from  your  royal  thoughts 
A  mode  ft  one,  to  bear  me  back  again. 

King,  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  be  call'd  grateful : 
Thou  thought'fl  to  help  me  :  and  fuch  thanks  1  give, 
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As  one  near  death  to  thofe  that  wifh  him  live: 
But,  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'fl  no  part ; 
I  knowing  all  my  p.eril,  thou  no  art. 

Hd.  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try, 
Since  you  Tet  up  your  reft  'gainft  remedy  : 
He  that  of  greateft  works  is  iinifher, 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakefl:  miniftcr: 
So  holy  v,^ritin  babes  hath  judgement  fhown, 
When  judges  have  been  babes.    Great  floods  have 
flown 

From  fimple  fourccs ;  and  great  fca3  hzive  dry*d, 
When  "miracles  have  by  the  greateft  been  deny'd. 
Oft  expeftation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes  ;  and  oft  it  hits, 
Where  hope  is  coldeft,  and  dcfpair  moft  fibs. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee ;  fare  thee  well,  kind 
maid ; 

Thy  pains,  not  us'd,  muft  by  thyfelf  be  paid  : 
Proffers,  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

Hel.  Infpired  merit  fo  by  breath  is  barr*d : 
It  is  not  fo  with  Him  that  all  things  knows, 
As  'tis  with  us  that  fquare  our  guefs  by  fhows. 
But  moft.  it  is  prefumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heaven  we  count  the  aft  of  men. 
Dear  fir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent ; 
Of  heaven,  not  me,  make  an  experiment, 
I  am  not  an  impoftor,  that  proclaim 
Myfelf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim  ; 
But  know.  I  think,  and  think  1  know  moft  fure. 
My  art  is  notpaft  power,  nor  you  paft  cure. 

iu'??^.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  Within  what  fpacc 
Hop' ft  thou  my  cure  ? 

Hcl.    The  greateft  grace  lending  grace, 
Ere  twice  the  horfes  of  the  fun  (hall  bring 
Their  fiery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring; 
Ere  twice  in  murk  and  occidental  damp 
Mcift  Hefperus  hath  quench'd  his  fleepy  lamp; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  pilot's  glafs 


AB  II ,       all's  well  that  ends  well.  11^ 

Hath  told  the  thievifh  minutes  how  they  pafs  ; 
What  is  infirm  from  your  found  parts  fhall  fly, 
Health  fhall  live  free,  and  iicknefs  freely  die. 

King,  Upon  thy  certainty  and  confidence, 
What  dar'fl  thou  venture? 

HeL  Tax  of  impudence, 
A  ftrumpets  boldnefs,  a  divulged  fhame, 
Traduc'd  by  odious  ballads  ;  my  maiden's  name 
Sear'd  otherwifc  :  no  worfe  of  worft  extended, 
With  vilcfl:  torture  let  my  life  be  ended. 

King,  Methinks,  in  thee  fome  bleffcd  fpirit  doth 
{peak  ; 

His  powerful  found,  within  an  organ  weak  ; 
And  what  impofTibility  would  flay 
In  common  fenfe,  fenfe  faves  another  Vv^ay, 
Thv  life  is  dear  ;  for  all,  that  life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  tlice  hath  ellimate  ; 
Youth,  beauty,  wlfdom,  courage,  virtue,  all 
That  happinefs  and  prime,  can  happy  call : 
'i'hcu  this  to  hazard,  needs  muft  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate. 
Sweet  praftiier,  thy  phyhc  I  will  try  : 
That  minifters  thine  own  death,  if  I  die. 

HeL  If  I  break  time,  or  flinch  in  property 
Of  what  I  fpoke,  unpitied  let  me  die; 
And  well  deferv'd  :  Not  helping,  death's  my  fee  ; 
But,  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

King,  Make  thy  demand. 

He.l,  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 
.  King,  Ay,  by  my  fceptre,  and  my  hopes  of  heaven  ! 

/^c/.  Then  fhalt  thou  give  me,   with  thy  kingly 
hand. 

What  hufband  in  thy  power  I  will  command  : 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  chufe  from  forth  the  royal  blood  of  France  ; 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propagate 
With  any  branch  or  image  of  the  flue: 
But  fuch  a  one,  thy  vafTal,  wdiom  I  know 
K  2 
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Is  free  for  me  to  afk,  thee  to  bellow. 

King.  Here  is  my  hand  ;   the  premifes  obferv'd, 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  fhall  be  fervid  : 
So  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time ;  for  I, 
Thy  refolv'd  patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely. 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  muft  ; 
Though,  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft  ; 
From  whence  thou  cam'fh,   how  tended  on, — But 
reft 

Unqueftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. — 
Give  me  fome  help  here,  ho  ! — If  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  fhall  match  thy  deed. 

[_£xeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Roufillon, 
Enter  Countefs  and  Clown, 

Count.  Come  on,  fir ;  1  fhall  now  put  you  to  the 
height  of  your  breeding. 

Clo,  I  will  fhew  myfelf  highly  fed,  and  lowly 
taught :  I  know  my  bufinefs  is  but  to  the  court. 

Count.  But  to  the  court !  why,  what  place  make 
you  fpecial,  when  you  put  olf  that  with  fuch  con- 
tempt ?  But  to  the  court ! 

Clo,  Truly,  madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any 
manners,  he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  court :  be  that 
cannot  make  a  leg,  put  off's  cap,  kifs  his  hand,  and 
fay  nothing,  has  neither  leg,  hands,  lip,  nor  cap  ; 
and,  indeed,  fuch  a  fellow,  to  fay  precifely,  were 
not  for  the  court :  but,  for  me,  I  have  an  anfwer 
will  ferve  all  men. 

Cunt.  Marry,  that's  a  bountiful  anfwer,  that  fits 
all  queftions. 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  barber's  chair^  that  fits  all  but- 
tocks; the  pin-buttock,  the  quatch-buttock,  the 
brawn-buttock,  or  any  buttock. 

Count.  Will  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  queftions  ? 
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torncy,  as  your  French  crown  for  your  taffaty  punk, 
as  Tib's  rufh  for  Tom's  fore-fmger,  as  <i  pancake 
for  Shrove-Tuefday,  a  morris  for  May-day,  as  the 
nail  to  his  hole,  the  cuckold  to  his  horn,  as  a  fcold- 
ing  quean  to  a  wrangling  knave,  as  the  nun's  Hp  to 
the  friar's  mouth  ;  nay,  as  the  pudding  to  his  fkin. 

Count,  Have  you,  I  feiy,  an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs 
for  all  queffions  ? 

Clo.  From  below  your  duke,  to  beneath  your 
conftable,  it  will  fit  any  queftion. 

Count,  It  mufl  be  an  anfwer  of  moil  monftrous 
fize,  that  mufl  fit  all  demands.  ' 

Clo,  But  a  trifle  neither,  in  good  faith,  if  the 
learned  fhould  fpeak  truth  of  it  :  here  it  is,  and  all 
that  belongs  to't :  Afk  me,  if  i  am  a  courtier  ;  it 
fhall  do  you  no  harm  to  learn. 

Count,  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could: — I  will 
be  a  fool  in  quefhion,  hoping  to  be  the  wiier  by 
your  anfwer.     I  pray  you,  fir,  are  you  a  courtier  ? 

Clo,  O  Lord,  Rr. — There's  a  fimple  putting  off : 
— moj;e,  more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count,  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours^  that 
loves  you. 

Clo,  O  lord,  fir,  Thick,  thick,  fpare  not  me. 

Count,  I  think,  fir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this 
homely  meat. 

Clo,  O  Lord,  fir, — Nay,  put  me  to't,  I  warrant 
you. 

Count,  You  were  lately  whipp'd,  fir,  as  I  think. 

Clo,  O  Lord,  fir, —  Spare  not  me. 

Count.  Do  you  cry,  0  Lord,  Jir,  at  your  whip- 
ping, and /pare  not  me  ?  Indeed,  your  0  Lord,  fir, 
is  very  fequent  to  your  whippifig  :  you  would  an- 
fwer very  well  to  a  whipping,  if  you  were  but 
bound  to't. 

Clo.  I  never  had  worfe  luck  in  my  life,  in  my — 
0  Lord,  fir  s  I  fee,  things  may  fcrvc  long,  but  not 
ferve  ever. 
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Count,  I  play  the  yioble  houfewife  with  the  time, 
to  entertain  it  fo  merrily  with  a  fool. 

Clo.O  Lord,  fir, — Why,  there't  ferves  well  again. 
Count,  An  end,  fir,  to  your  bufmefs  :  Give  Ilelen 
this. 

And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back  : 
Commend  me  to  my  kinfmen,  and  my  Ton  ; 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo,  Not  much  commendation  to  them. 

Count,  Not  much  employment  for  you  :  You 
underftand  me. 

Clo,  Moft  fruitfully  ;  I  am  there  before  my  legs. 

Court,  Halle  you  again.  ^Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 
The  Court  of  France, 
Enter  Bertram^  Lafeu^  and  ParoLles. 
Laf,  They  fay,  miracles  are  pad  ;  and  we  have 
our  philosophical  perfons,  to  make  modern  and  fa- 
miliar, things  fupernatural  and  caulelcfs.    Hence  is 
it,  that  we  make  trifles  of  terrors  ;  enlconcing  our- 
felves  into  feeming  knowledge,  when  we  Ihould 
fubmit  ourfelves  to  an  unknown  fear. 

Par,  Why,  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder, 
that  hath  fhot  out  in  our  later  timxs. 
Ber,  And  fo  'tis. 

Laf,  To  be  relinquifh'd  of  the  artifts, — 
Par,  So  I  fay  ;  both  of  Galen  and  Paracelfus. 
Laf,  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentic  fellows, — 
Par,  Right,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf,  That  gave  him  out  incurable.  

Par,  Why,  there  'tis ;  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf,  Not  to  be  hc^p'd,  ' 

Par.  Right ;  as.  'twere,  a  man  affur'd  of  an— 
Laf,  Uncertain  life,  and  fure  death. 
Par,  Jufl:,  you  fay  well  :  fo  would  I  have  faid. 
Laf,  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  novelty  to  the  world. 
Par,  It  is  indeed  :  if  you  will  have  it  in  fhew- 
ing,  you  fhall  read  it  in, — What  do  you  call  there? — 
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Laf.  A  fhewing  of  a  heavenly  effeft  in  an  earth- 
ly aftor. 

Par,  Tliat's  it  I  would  havefaid  ;  the  very  fame. 

Laf,  Why,  your  dolphin  is  not  luflier:  ''fore 
me  I  fpeak  in  refpcft  

Par.  Nay,  'tis  flrange,  'tis  very  ftrange,  that  is 
the  brief  and  the  tedious  of  it ;  and  he  is  of  a  moft 
facinorous  fpirit,  that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to 
be  the  

Laf,  Very  hand  of  heaven. 

Par,  Ay,  {o  I  fay. 

Laj,  In  a  moft  weak  

Par,  And  debile  minifter,  great  power,  great 
tranfcertdence  :  which  fhould,  indeed,  give  us  a 
farther  ufe  to  be  made,  than  alone  the  recovery  of 
the  king  ;  as  to  be  

Laj,  Generally  thankful. 

Enter  King,  Helena,  and  Attendants, 

Par,  I  would  have  faid  it ;  you  fay  well :  Here 
comes  the  king, 

Laf,  Luftic,  as  the  Dutchman  fays:  I'll  like  a 
maid  the  better,  while  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  head  : 
Why,  he's  able  to  lead  her  a  corranto. 

Par,  Mori  da  Vinaigre  !  Is  not  this  Helen? 

Laf,  'Fore  God,  I  think  fo. 

King,  Go,  call  before  me  all  the  lords  in  court — 
Sit,  my  preferver,  by  thy  patient's  fide  ; 
And  with  this  healthful  hand,  whofebanifh'd  fcnfe 
Thou  haft  repeal'd,  a  fecond  time  receive' 
The  confirmation  of  my  promls'd  gift, 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  fever al  Lords, 
Fair  maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye  :  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  noble  bachelors  ftand  at  my  beftowing, 
O'er  whom  both  fovereign  power  and  father's  voice 
1  have  to^  ufe  :  thy  frank  election  make  ; 
Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  forfake, 

Hel.  To  each  of  you  one  fair  and  virtuous  miftrefs 
Fall,  when  love  pleafe  ! — ^marry,  to  each  but  one  ! 
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Laf.  I'd  give  bay  curtal,  and  his  furniture, 
My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  boys', 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

King,  PeruTe  them  well  : 
Not  one  of  thofe  but  had  a  noble  father, 

HeL  Gentlemen, 
Heaven  hath,  through  me,refbor'd  the  king  to  health. 

j^ll.  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  heaven  for  you, 

Hel,  I  am  a  fimple  maid  ;  and  therein  wealthieft, 

That,  I  proteft,  I  fimply  am  a  maid  :  

Pleafe  it  your  majefty,  I  have  done  already  ; 
The  blulhes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me, 
IVe  blujh^  that  thou  JJiould'fi  chufe^  but  be  refused; 
Let  the  white  death  fit  on  thy  cheek  for  ever, 
We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 

King,  Make  choice  ;  and,  fee. 
Who  fhuns  thy  love,  fhuns  all  his  love  in  me. 

BeL  Now,  Dian,  from  thy  altar  do  I  fly ; 
And  to  imperial  Love,  that  god  moft  high, 
Do  my  fighs  ffcream. — Sir,   will  you  hear  my  fuit  ? 

1  Lord,  And  grant  it. 

Nel.  Thanks,  fir ;  all  the  refl  is  mute. 

Laf,  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  than  throw 
ames-ace  for  my  life. 

Bel,  The  honour,  fir,  that  flames  in  vcur  fair  eyes, 
Before  1  fpeak,  too  threatningly  replies; 
Love  makes  your  fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wifhes,  and  her  humble  love ! 

2  Lord,  No  better,  if  you  pleafe. 
Bel,  My  wifh  receive, 

Which  great  I^ove  grant!   and  fo  I  take  my  leave* 
Laf,  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?    An  they  were  fons 
of  mine,  I'd  have  them  whipt ;   or  I  would  fend 
themto  the  Turk,  to  make  eunuchs  of, 

Hel,  Be  not  afraid  that  I  your  hand  fhould  take ; 
I'll  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake  : 
Blefling  upon  your  vows  !  and  in  . your  bed 
Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ever  wed  ! 

Laf,  Thefe  boys  are  boys  of  ice,  they'll  none  of 
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her:  furc,  they  arc  baftards  to  the  EngliOi ;  the 
French  ne'er  got  them. 

hUL  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good, 
To  make  yourfelf  a  fon  out  of  my  blood. 

4  Lord,  Fair  one,  1  think  not  fo. 

Laf,   There's  one  grape  yet, — I  am  fure,  thy 

father  drunk  wine.  But  if  thou  be'ft  not  an 

afs,  I  am  a  youth  of  fourteen  ;  I  have  known  thee 
already. 

HeL  I  dare  not  fay,  I  take  you  ;  but  I  give 
Me,  and  my  fervice,  ever  whiHl  I  live. 
Into  your  guiding  power.    This  is  the  man. 

[7^^?  Bertram, 

King,  Why  then,  young  Bertram,  take  her,  fhc's 
thy  wife. 

Ber.  My  wife,  my  liege  ?   I  fhall  befeech  your 
highnefs, 

In  fuch  a  bufmefs  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  own  eyes. 

King,  Know 'ft  thou  not,  Bertram, 
What  fhe  hath  done  for  me  ? 

Ber,  Yes,  my  good  lord  ; 
But  never  hope  to  know  why  I  fhould  marry  her. 

King,  Thou  know'ft,  fhe  has  rais'd  me  from  my 
fickly  bed. 

Ber,  But  follows  it,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  down 
Muft  anfv/er  for  your  raifmg  ?  I  know  her  well  ; 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  father's  charge  : 
A  poor  phyfician's  daughter  my  wife  ! — Difdain 
Rather  corrupt  me  ever  1 

King,  'Tis  only  title  thou  difdain' il  in  her,  the 
which 

1  can  build  up.    Strange  is  it,  that  our  bloods, 

Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together, 

Would  quite  confound  diftin6lion,  yet  ftand  off 

In  differences  fo  mighty  :  If  flic  be 

All  that  is  virtuous  (fave  what  thou  difllk'ft, 

A  poor  phyfician's  daughter)  thou  diiiik'ft 
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Of  virtue  for  the  name ;  but  do  not  fo  : 

From  lowefl  place  when  virtuous  things  proceed. 

The  place  is  dignify'd  by  the  doer's  deed  : 

Where  great  addition  fwells,  and  virtue  none, 

It  is  a  dropfied  honour:  good  alone 

Is  good,  without  a  name  ;  vilenefsis  fo  : 

The  property  by  what  it  is  fhould  go, 

Not  by  the  title.     She  is  young,  wife,  fair; 

In  thefe  to  nature  fhe's  immediate  heir  ; 

And  th^fe  breed  honour  :  that  is  honour's  fcorn, 

Which  challenges  itfelf  as  honour's  born, 

And  is  not  like  the  fire  :  Honours  befl  thrive 

When  rather  from  our  atls  we  them  derive 

Than  our  foregoers  ;  the  mere  word's  a  flave, 

Debauch'd  on  every  tomb  ;  on  every  grave, 

A  lying  trophy  ;  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 

Where  duffc,  and  daman'd  oblivion,  is  the  tom.b 

Of  honour 'd  bones  indeed.    What  fl:iould  be  faid  ? 

If  thou  can'ft  like  this  creature  as  a  maid, 

I  can  create  the  refb  :  virtue,  and  fne, 

Is  her  own  dower :  honour,  and  wealth,  from  me. 

Ber.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  flrive  to  do't. 

King.  Thou  wrong' ft  thyfelf,  if  thou  fhould' ft 
ftrive  to  chufe. 

Hel,  That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  lord,  I'm 
glad: 

Let  the  reft  go. 

King,  My  honour's  at  the  ftake  ;   which  to  de- 
feat ; 

I  m^uft  produce  my  power  ;  Here,  take  her  hand, 

Proud  fcornful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift  ; 

That  doft  in  vile  mifprifion  fhackle  up 

My  love,  and  her  defert ;  that  canft  net  dream., 

We,  poizing  us  in  her  defective  fcaie, 

Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam;  that  wilt  not  know. 

It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  honour,  where 

We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow  :  Check  thy  contempt : 

Obey  cur  will,  which  travails  in  thy  good : 
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Believe  not  thy  difdain,  but  prefcntly 

Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  right, 

Which  both  thy  duty  owes,  and  our  power  claims  ; 

Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  care  for  ever^ 

Into  the  daggers,  and  the  carelefs  lapfe 

Of  youth  and  ignorance  ;  both  my  revenge  and  hate^ 

Loohng  upon  thee  in  the  name  of  juflice, 

Without  all  terms  of  pity  :  Speak;  thine  anfwer. 

Ber,  Pardon,  my  gracious  lord ;  for  I  fubmit 
My  fancy  to  your  eyes:  When  I  confider, 
What  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour, 
Flies  where  you  bid  it,  I  find,  that  fhe,  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  thoughts  mofh  bafe,  is  now 
The  praifed  of  the  king;  who,  lo  ennobled, 
Is,  as  'twere,  born  fo. 

King,  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her,  fhe  is  thine  :  to  whom  I  promifc 
_A  counterpoize  ;  if  not  to  thy  eflate, 
A  balance  more  replete. 

Ber,  I  take  her  hand. 

King.  Good  fortune,  aud  the  favour  of  the  king, 
■15milc  upon  th'S  contra8:;  whofe  ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  new-born  brief, 
And  be  perform'd  to-night ;  the  folemn  feail 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace, 
Expe6ling  abfcnt  friends.    As  thou  lov'ft  her, 
Thy  love's  to  me  religious ;  elfe  does  err. 

^Exeunt  all  hut  ParolUs  and  Lafcit. 

Laf,  Do  you  hear,  monfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 

Par,  Your  pleafure,  ftr  ? 

LaJ.  Your  lord  and  mafter  did  well  to  make  his 
recantation. 

Pjt,  Recantation  ?  My  lord  ?  my  mafter  ? 

Laf.  Ay ;  Is  it  not  a  language  I  Ipeak  ? 

Par.  A  mofh  harfh  one;  and  not  to  be  under- 
Aood  without  bloody  fuccecdi ng.    My  mafler  ? 

LaJ,  Are  you  companion  to  the  count  Rouhllcn  ? 
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Par,  To  any  count ;  to  all  counts  ;  to  what  is 
man. 

Laf,  To  what  is  count's  man  ;  count's  mafter  is 
of  another  ftile. 

Par,  You  are  too  old,  fir;  let  it  fatisfy  you,  you 
are  too  old. 

Laf,  I  muft  tell  thee,  firrah,  I  write  man;  to 
which  title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par,  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 
Laf,  1  did  think  thee,  for  two  ordinaries,  to  be 
a  pretty  wife  fellow  ;  thou  did  ft  make  tolerable 
vent  of  thy  travel ;  it  might  pais :  yet  the  fcarfs, 
and  the  bannerets,  about  thee,  did  manifoldly  dif- 
fuade  me  from  believing  thee  a  velTel  of  too  great  a 
burden.  I  have  now  found  thee  ;  when  I  lofe  thee 
again,  I  care  not :  yet  art  thou  good  for  nothing  but 
taking  up  ;  and  that  thou  art  fcarce  worth. 

Par,  Hadft  thou  not  the  privilege  of  antiquity 

upon  thee,  

Laf,  Do  not  plunge  thyfelf  too  far  in  anger,  left 
thou  haften  thy  trial ;  which  if — Lord  have  mercy 
on  thee  for  a  hen  !  So,  my  good  window  of  lattice 
fare  thee  well  ;  thy  cafement  I  need  not  open,  for 
I  look  through  thee.    Give  me  thy  hand. 

Par,  My  lord,  you  give  me  moft  egregious  in- 
dignity. 

LaJ\  Ay,  with  all  my  heart ;  and  thou  art  wor^- 
thy  of  it. 

Par,  I  have  not,  my  lord,  deferv'd  it. 
Laf.  Yes,  good  faith,  every  dram  of  it ;  and  I 
will  not  bate  thee  a  fcruple. 
Par,  Well,  I  {hall  be  wifer. 

Laf,  E'en  as  foon  as  thou  canft,  for  thou  haft  to 
pull  at  a  fmack  o'  the  contrary.  If  ever  thou  be'ft 
bound  in  thy  fcarf,  and  beaten,  thou  fhalt  find  what 
it  is 'to  be  proud  of  thy  bond?ge.  I  have  a  dcfire'to 
hold  my  acquaintance  with  thee,    or  rather  my 
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knowledge  ;  that  I  may  fay  in  the  defauU,  he  is  a 
man  I  know. 

Par.  My  lord,  you  do  me  mod  infupportablc 
vexation. 

Laf,  I  would  it  were  hell-pains  for  thy  fake,  and 
my  poor  doing  eternal :  for  doing,  I  am  pad,  as 
I  will  by  thee,  in  what  motion  age  will  give  me 
leave.  [Exit. 

Par.  Well,  thou  haft  a  fon  fhall  take  this  dif- 
grace  of  me  ;  fcurvy,  old,  filthy,  fcurvy  lord  !— 
Well,  I  muft  be  patient;  there  is  no  fettering  of 
authority.  I'll  beat  him,  by  my  life,  if  I  can  meet 
him  with  any  convenience,  an  he  were  double  and 
double  a  lord.  I'll  have  no  more  pity  of  his  age, 
than  I  would  have  of — I'll  beat  him,  an  if  I  could 
but  meet  him  again. 

Re-enter  Lafeu, 

Laf.  Sirrah,  your  lord  and  mafter's  marry 'd, 
there's  news  for  you  ;  and  you  have  a  new  miftrefs. 

Par.  I  mod  unfeignedly  be^rcech  your  lordfhip 
to  make  fome  refervation  of  your  wrongs:  He  is 
my  good  lord  :  whom  I  ferve  above,  is  my  mafter. 

Laf.  Who  ?  God  ? 

Par.  Ay,  fir. 

Laf.  The  devil  it  is,  that's  thy  mader.  Why 
dod  thou  garter  up  thy  arms  o'  this  fafhion  ?  dod 
make  hofe  of  thy  fieeves  ?  do  other  fervants  fo  ? 
Thou  wert  bed  fet  thy  lower  part  where  thy  nofe 
dands.  By  mine  honour,  if  I  were  but  two  hours 
younger,  Td  beat  thee :  methinks,  thou  art  a  gene- 
ral offence,  and  every  man  fhouldbeat  thee.  I  think, 
thou  wad  created  for  men  to  breathe  themfelvcs 
upon  thee. 

Far,  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my 
lord. 

Laf.  Go  to,  fir;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for 
picking  a  kernel  out  of  a  pomegranate  :  you  are  a 
vagabond,   and  no  true  traveller ;  you  are  more 
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faucy  with  lords,  and  honourable  perfonages,  than. 
the  heraldry  of  your  birth  and  virtue  gives  you 
commiflion.  You  are  not  Vv^orth  another  word, 
fife  I'd  call  you  knave.  I  leave  you.  \_Exit^ 
Enter  Bertram, 

Par,  Good,  very  good;  it  is  To  then. — QooA^ 
verv  good  ;  let  it  be  conceaPd  a  while. 

£er.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever  ! 

Par.  What  is  the  matter,  fweet-heart  ? 

Bcr,  Although  before  the  folemn  prieft  I  have 
fworn, 
I  will  not  bed  her. 

Par,  What,  what?  fweet-hcart  ? 

Ber.  O  my  ParoUes,  they  have  married  me  : — - 
I'll  to  the  Tufcan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par,  France  is  a  dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits 
The  tread  of  a  man's  foot :  to  the  wars  ! 

Btr.  There's  letters  from  my  mother ;  what  the 
import  is, 
I  know  not  jet. 

Par.  Ay,  that  would  be  known  :  To  the  w^ars. 
my  boy,  to  the  wars  ! 
He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box  unfeen, 
That  hugs  his  kickfy-wickfy  here  at  home  ; 
Spending  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms, 
Which  fhould  fuftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet 
Of  Mars's  fiery  fleed  :  To  other  regions ! 
France  is  a  ftable;  we  that  dwell  in't,  jades ; 
Therefore,  to  the  war  ! 

Bex,  It  fliall  be  fo  ;  I'll  fend  her  to  my  houfe. 
Acquaint  my  mother  with  my  hate  to  her, 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled  ;  write  to  the  king 
That  which  I  durfl  not  fpeak  :  His  prefent  gift 
Shall  furnifli  me  to  thofc  Italian  fields. 
Where  noble  fellows  ftrike :  War  is  no  ftrife 
I'o  the  dark  houfe,  and  the  detefted  wife. 

Par,  Will  this  capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure  ? 

Ber,  Go  with  me  to  my  chamber,  and  advife  me. 
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I'll  fend  her  flraiglit  away:  To-morrow 
Til  to  the  wars,  (he  to  her  fingle  forrow. 

Par,  Why,  thefc  balls j bound;  there's  noife  in 

it.  'Tis  hard  ; 

A  young  man  married,  is  a  man  that's  marr'd  : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely  ;  go  : 
The  king  has  done  you  wrong  ;  but,  hufh  !  'tis  fo, 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Helena  and  Clozvn, 

JUL  My  mother  greets  me  kindlv  ;  Is  fhe  well  ? 

Clo,  She  is  not  well  :  but  yet  flie  has  her  health  : 
file's  very  merry;  but  yet  fhe's  not  well:  but, 
thanks  be  given,  fhe's  very  well,  and  wants  nothing 
i'  the  world;  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well. 

HeL  If  fhe  be  very  v/ell,  what  does  Die  ail,  that 
fae's  not  very  well  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  file's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  two 
things. 

Hd,  Vv^hat  two  thins^s? 

Clo.  One,  that  file's  not  in  heaven,  whither  God 
fend  her  quickly  !  the  other,  that  fhe's  in  earth,  from 
whence  God  fend  her  quickly  ! 

Eyiter  Farolles, 

Par,  Rlefs  you,  mv  fortunite  lady  ! 

IhL  I  hope,  fir,  I  hive  your  good  will  to  have 
mine  ov/n  good  fortune. 

Par.  You  have  my  prayers  to  lead  them  on  ;  and 
to  keep  them  on,  have  them  ftill. — O,  my  knave, 
how  docs  my  old  lady  ? 

Clo,  So  that  you  had  her  Vv^^inkks,  and  I  her 
money,  1  would  flie  did  as  you  fay. 

Par,  Why,  I  fay  nothing, 

Clo.  Marry,  you  are  the  wifer  mim  ;  for  many 
a  man's  tongue  fliakes  out  his  m.after's  undoing  :  To 
(ay  nothing,  to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  and  to 
L  2 
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have  nothing,  is  to  be  a  great  part  of  your  title; 
which  is  within  a  very  little  of  nothing. 

Par.  Awav,  thou'rt  a  knave. 

Clo,  You  fhould  have  faid,  fir,  before  a  knave, 
l:hou  art  a  knave  ;  that  is,  before  me,  thou  art  a  knave  : 
tliis  had  been  truth,  fir. 

Par,  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  fool,  I  liave  found 
thee. 

Clo,  Did  you  find  me  in  yourfelf,  fir?  or  were 
you  taught  to  find  me?  The  fearch,  fir,  was  pro- 
fitable ;  and  much  fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even 
to  the  world's  pleafure,  and  the  increafe  of  laughter. 

Par.  A  good  knave,  i'faith,  and  well  fed. — 
Madam,  my  lord  will  go  away  to-night ; 
A  very  ferious  bufinefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  prerogative  and  right  of  love, 
Which,  as  your  due,  time  claims,  he  does  acknow- 
ledge ; 

But  puts  it  off  by  a  compcll'd  reftraint ; 
Whofe  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  fweets, 
Which  they  diilil  now  in  the  curbed  time, 
To  make  the  coming  hour  o'erflow  with  joy, 
And  pleafure  drown  the  brim. 
Ilel  What's  his  will  elfe? 

Par.  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  o'the 
king. 

And  make  this  hade  as  your  own  good  proceeding, 
Strengthen'd  with  what  apology  you  think, 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

AeL  What  more  comm.ands  he  ? 

Par,  That,  having  this  obtain'd,  you  prefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure, 

HeL  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will. 

Par.  I  (hall  report  it  fo  [Exit  Parolks. 

ffeL  I  pray  you.— Come,  firrah.  [^To  the  Clown. 
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SCENE  V. 
Enter  Lafeu  and  Bertram, 
Laf.  But,  I  hope  your  lordfhip  thinks  not  him 
a  foldier. 

Ber,  Yes,  my  lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof, 

Laf,  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 

Ber.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony. 

Laf.  Then  my  dial  goes  not  true  ;  1  took  this 
lark  for  a  bunting. 

Ber.  I  do  affure  you,  my  lard,  he  is  very  great 
in  knowledge,  and  accordingly  valiant. 

Laf.  I  have  then  finned  againfh  his  experience, 
and  tranfgrelTed  againfi:  his  valour;  and  my  fhat* 
that  way  is  dangerous,  (ince  I  cannot  yet  find  in 
my  heart  to  repent :  Here  he  comes ;  I  pray  you 
make  us  friends,  I  will  purfue  the  amity. 

Eyittr  ParolLes, 
Par,  Thefe  things  fhall  be  done,  fir, 
Laf,  I  pray  you,  fir,  who's  his  taylor? 
Par.  Sir? 

Laj,  O,  I  know  him  well :  Ay,  fir ;  he,  fir,  is 
a  good  workman,  a  very  good  taylor. 

Ber,  Is  fhe  gone  to  the  king?  \_/^fLde  to  Parolks, 
Par,  She  is. 

Ber,  Will  fhe  away  to-night  ? 
Par,  As  you'll  have  her. 

Ber,  I  have  writ  my  letters,  cafketcd  my  treafure, 
Given  orders  for  our  horfes  ;  and  to-night, 
When  I  fhould  take  pofTelhon  of  the  bride, — 
And,  ere  I  do  begin,  

La,f,  A  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter 
end  of  a  dinner;  but  one  that  lies  three  thirds,  and 
ufes  a  known  truth  to  pafs  a  thoufand  nothings  with, 

fliould  be  once  heard  and  thrice  beaten.  God 

fave  yOu,  captain. 


128 


all's  well  that  ends  well. 


Aa  /A 


Ber,  Is  there  any  unkindnefs  between  my  lord 
and  you,  monfieur? 

Par,  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferv'd  to  run 
into  my  lord's  difpleafurc, 

Laf,  You  have  made  (liift  to  run  into  't,  boots 
and  fpurs  and  all,  like  him  that  leapt  into  the  cuf- 
tard  ;  and  out  of  it  you'll  run  again,  rather  than 
iuffer  quefliion  for  your  refidenre. 

Ber,  It  may  be,  you  have  miflaken  him,  my  lord. 

LaJ.  And  fhall  do  fo  ever,  thougli  I  took  him 
at's  pravers.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord  :  and  believe 
this  of  me,  there  can  be  no  kernel  in  this  light 
nut  ;  the  foul  of  this  man  is  his  clothes  :  trufh  him 
not  in  matter  of  heavy  confcquence  ;  I  have  kept 

of  them  tame,  and  know  their  natures  Farewell, 

monfieur:  I  have  fpoken  better  of  you.  than  you 
have  or  will  deferve  at  my  hand  ;  but  v/c  mull  do 
good  againfh  evil.  ^Exit, 

Par,  An  idle  lord,  I  fwear. 

Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par,  Why,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Ber,  Yes,  I  know  him  well ;  and  common  fpecch 
Gives  him  a  worthy  paf?.    Here  comes  my  cloa. 
Er^ter  h  elan  a, 

HeL  I  have,  fir,  as  I  v/as  commanded  from  you, 
Spoke  with  the  king,  and  have  procured  his  leave 
For  prefcnt  parting  ;  only,  he  defires 
Some  private  fpeech  vvith  vou. 

Ber.  I  fhall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  not  marvel,  Helen,  at  my  courfe. 
Which  holds  not  colour  v/ith  the  time,  nor  does 
The  minifLration  and  requir'd  ofBce 
On  m.y  particular  :  prepar'd  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  bufmefs ;  therefore  am  I  found 
So  much  unfettled  ;  This  drives  me  to  entreat  you. 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home; 
And  rather  raufe,  than  afk,  v/hy  I  entreat  yo.u. 
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For  my  refpefts  are  better  than  they  fcem  ; 
And  my  appointments  have  in  them  a  need,  ^ 
Greater  than  fhews  itfelf,  at  the  firfl:  view, 
To  you  that  know  them  not.    This  to  my  mother  : 

I  Giving  a  letter^ 
'Twill  be  two  days  ere  I  fhall  fee  you  !  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdom.. 

Ilel.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 
But  that  I  am  your  moft  obedient  fervant. 

Ber,  Come,  come,  no  more  of  that. 

Hel.  And  ever  fliail 
With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that, 
Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  ftars  have  fail*d 
To  equal  my  great  fortune, 

Ber.  Let  that  go  ; 
My  hafte  is  very  great :  Farewell ;  hie  home, 

}{eL  Pray,  fir,  your  pardon. 

Ber,  Well,  what  v/ould  you  fay  ? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe ; 
Nor  dare  I  fay,  'tis  mine  ;  and  yet  it  is  ; 
But,  like  a  timorous  thief,  moft  fain  would  fleal 
What  law  does  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber.  What  would  you  have  ? 

HeL  Something  ;  and  fcarce  fo  much  ;  no- 
thing indeed.  

I  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would  ;  my  lord,— 

'faith,  yes  ; — 
Strangers,  and  foes,  do  funder,  and  not  kifs. 

Ber,  I  pray  you,  flay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  horfc. 

Hel.  I  fhall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my 
lord.  [Exit  Helena, 

Ber.  Where  are  my  other  men,   monfieur  ? — 
Farewell. 

Go  thou  toward  home  ;  wherje  I  will  never  come, 
Whilft  I  can  fhake  my  fword,  or  hear  the  drum  : — 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  coragio  !  [Exeunt, 
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ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

The  Duke's  Court  in  Florence. 
Flourijli.    Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence^  two  French- 

Lords^  with  Soldiers, 
Duke.  00  that,  from  point  to  point,  now  have 

O  you  heard 
The  fundamental  reafons  of  this  war; 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  blood  let  forth 
And  more  thirfts  after. 

1  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  quarrel 
Upon  your  grace's  part ;  black  and  fearful 
On  the  oppoler. 

Duke.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  coufin 
France 

Would,  in  fo  jufl  a  bufinefs,  fhut  his  bofom 
Againft  our  borrowing  prayers. 

2  Lord.  Good  my  lord, 

The  reafons  of  our  ftate  I  cannot  yield, 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  man, 
That  the  great  figuie  of  a  council  frames 
By  felf-unable  motion  :  therefore  dare  not 
Say  what  I  think  of  it ;  fmce  I  have  found 
Myfelf  in  my  uncertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  1  guefs'd. 

Duke,  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord,  But  1  arafure,  the  younger  of  our  nature, 
That  lurfeit  on  their  ea(e,  will,  day  by  day, 
Come  here  for  phyfic. 

Duke,  Welcome  fhall  they  be; 
And  all  tliC  honours,  that  can  fly  from  us, 
Shall  on  them  fettle  :  You  know  your  places  well; 
When  better  fall^  for  your  avails  they  fell  : 
To-morrow  to  the  field.  '  \^Exeunt. 
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SCENE  II. 

Roufillon  in  France, 
Enter  Countejs  and  Clown. 

Count,  It  hath  happened  all  as  I  would  have  had  It, 
fave,  that  he  comes  not  along  witli  her. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  lord  to  be  a 
very  melancholy  man. 

Count,  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you? 

Clo.  Why,  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and 
fmg,  mend  the  ruff,  and  fing  ;  afk  quefbions,  and 
fing  ;  pick  his  teeth,  and  fing  :  I  know  a  mm  that 
had  this  trick  of  melancholy,  fold  a  goodly  manor 
for  a  fong. 

Count,  Let  me  fee  v/hat  he  writes,  and  when  he 
means  to  come.  [^Reads  the  letter, 

Clo,  1  have  no  mind  to  Ifbel,  fmce  I  was  at  court  : 
our  old  ling  and  our  Ifbel's  o'the  country, are  noticing 
like  your  olrl  ling  and  your  IfbePs  o'the  court :  the 
brain  of  my  Cupid's  knock'd  out  ;  and  I  begin  to 
love,  as  an  old  man  loves  money,  with  no  fhomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Clo,  E'en  that  you  have  there.  [_£xit. 

Count,  [reads  a  letter.']  "  I  have  fent  you  a 
"  daughter-in-law  :    fhe  hath  recovered  the  king, 

and  undone  me.  I  have  wedded  her,  not  bedded 
"  her  ;  and  fworn  to  make  the  not  eternal.  You 

fhall  hear,  I  am  run  away  ;  know  it,  before  the 

report  come.  If  there  be  breadth  enough  in  the 
"  world,  I  will  hold  a  long  diftance.  My  duty  to 
"  you. 

^'  Your  unfortunate  fon. 

Be rtram,'* 

This  is  not  well,  rafli  and  unbridled  boy. 
To  lly  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  king  ; 
To  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  head, 
By  the  mifprizing  of  a  maid  too  virtuous 
For  the  contempt  of  empire.'^ 
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Re-znU*r  Clctvn. 
Clo,  O  madam,  yon(i:r  is  h,:iivy  news  within, 
between  two  folcliers  and  my  young  lady. 
Count,  What  is  tiie  matter? 

CLo^  Nav,  there  is  fom.e  comfort  in  the  news, 
fome  comfort  ;  your  fon  .will  not  be  killed  fo  foon 
as  I  thought  he  would. 

Count.  Why  fhould  he  be  kill'd  ? 

Clo,  So  fay  I,  madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear 
he  does  :  the  danger  is  in  ftanding  to't ;  that's  the 
lofs  of  men,  though  it  be  the  getting  of  children. 
Here  they  come,  will  tell  you  more  :  for  my  part, 
I  only  hear,  your  fon  was  run  away. 

Enter  Helena  and  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gen.  Save  you,  good  madam. 

h  eL  Madam,  my  lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone, 

2  Gen.  Do  not  fay  fo. 

Count,  Think  upon  patience. — 'Pray  you,  gen- 
tlemen,  

I  have  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  joy,  and  grief. 
That  the  firfh  face  of  neither,  on  the  flart, 
Can  woman  me  unto't : — Where  is  miy  fon,  I  pray, 
you  ? 

2  Gen,  Madam,  he's  gone  to  ferve  the  duke  of 
Florence  : 

W~e  met  him  thitherward  ;  for  thence  we  came. 
And,  after  fome  difpatch  in  hand  at  court, 
Thither  we  bend  again. 

Bel.   Look  on  this  letter,    madam ;  here's  my 
paffport. 

When  thou  canfb  get  the  ring  upon  my 
finger,  which  never  fhall  come  off,  and  Ihew  me 
a  child  begotten  of  thy  body,  that  I  am  father 

"  to,  then  call  me  hufband  :  but  in  fuch  a  Then 
I  write  a  Never.'* 

This  is  a  dreadful  fentence. 

Count,  Brought  you  this  letter,  gentlemen? 
1  Gen,  Ay,  madum  ; 
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And,  for  the  contents'  fake,  are  ferry  for  our  pains. 

Count,  I  pr'ythee,  lady,  have  a  better  cheer  ; 
If  thou  engroffefl,  all  the  griefs  are  thine, 
Thou  robb'fl:  me  of  a  moiety  :  He  was  my  Ton  ; 
But  I  do  wafh  his  name  out  of  my  blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  child. — Towards  Florence 
is  he  ? 

2  Gen,  Ay,  madam. 

Count,  And  to  be  a  foldier  ? 

2  Gen,  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe  ;  and,  believe' t. 
The  duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 
That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count,  Return  you  thither  ? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  madam,  with  the  fvv^ifteft  wing  of 
fpeed, 

Hel,     'Till  I  have  no  wife,   I  have  nothing  in 
France." 

'Tis  bitter.  [^Readinj^ 
Count,  Find  you  that  there  ? 
IJeL  Ay,  madam, 

1  Gen,  'Tis  but  the  boidnefs  of  liis  hand,  haply, 
which 

His  heart  was  not  confenting  to. 

Count,  Nothing  in  France,  until  he  have  no  wife  ! 
There's  nothing  here,  that  is  too  good  for  him, 
But  only  (he  :  and  flie  deferves  a  lord, 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  boys  might  tend  upon. 
And  call  her  hourly,  miftrefs.  YVho  was  with  him  ? 

1  Gen,  A  fervant  only,  and  a  gentleman 
Which  I  have  fome  time  known. 

Count,  ParoUes,  was 't  not  ? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  lady,  he. 

Count,  A  very  tainted  fellow,  and  full  of  wick- 
ednefs : 

My  fon  corrupts  a  well -derived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen,  Indeed,  good  lady. 
The  fellow  has  a  deal  of  that,  toj  rnuch. 

Vol.  HI.  M 


134      all's  well  that  ends  well.     Acl  III' 


Which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Count,  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen. 
I  will  entreat  you,  when  you  fee  my  fon, 
To  tell  him,  that  his  fword  can  never  win 
The  honour  that  he  lofes:  more  I'll  entreat  you 
Written  to  bear  along. 

2  Geji.  We  ferve  you,  madam, 
In  that  and  all  your  worthiefl  affairs. 

Count,  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  courtefies* 
Will  you  draw  near  ? 

\^Exeunt  Countcfs  and  Gentlemen. 

Eel,  '  Till  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  nothing  in  France^ 
Nothing  in  France,  until  he  has  no  wife  ? 
Thou  Hialt  have  none,  Roufillon,  none  in  France, 
Then  haft  thou  all  again.     Poor  lord,  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  country,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 
Of  the  none-fparing  war  ;  and  is  it  I 
That  drive  thee  from  the  fportive  court,  where  thou 
Waftfliot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mai  k 
Of  fmoky  m.ufl^ets?  O  you  leaden  meffengers, 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  fire, 
Fly  with  falfe  aim  ;  move  the  dill-piercing  air. 
That  fings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  lord! 
Whoever  fhoots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there  ; 
Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  breafl: : 
I  am  the  caitiff,  that  do  hold  him  to  it  ; 
And,  though  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufc 
His  death  was  fo  effefted  :  better  'twere, 
I  mxt  the  ravening  lion  when  he  roar'd 
With  fharp  confhraint  of  hunger  ;  better  'twere, 
That  all  the  miferies,  which  nature  owes, 
Were  mine  at  once  :  No,  come  thou  home,  Roufd 
Ion, 

Whence  honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  fear ; 
As  oft  It  loles  all ;  I  will  be  gone  : 
My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence  ; 
Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't  ?  no,  no,  although 
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The  air  of  paradifc  did  fan  the  houfe, 

And  angels  offic'd  all :  I  will  be  gone  ; 

That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  my  flight, 

To  confolatc  thine  ear.     Come,  night;  end,  day! 

For,  with  the  dark,  poor  thief,  I'll  (teal  away.  [£;ciV. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Duke's  Court  in  Florence, 
Flourijh.  Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,  Drum 
and  Trumpets,  Soldiers,  &c, 

Duke.  The  general  of  our  horfe  thou  art ;  and  we, 
Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beil  love  and  credence. 
Upon  thy  promifing  fortune. 

Ber,  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  ftrength  ;  but  yet 
We'll  flrive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake, 
To  the  extremeO:  edge  of  hazard, 

Duke,  Then  go  forth  ; 
And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  helm, 
As  thy  aufpicious  miftrefs ! 

Ber,  This  very  day. 
Great  Mars,  I  put  myfelf  into  thy  file  : 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts;  and  I  fliall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  drum,  hater  of  love.  [_Exeunt. 

S    C    E    N    E  IV. 

Roufilloji  in  France, 
Enter  Countefs  and  Steward. 
Count,  Alas  !  and  would  you  take  the  letter  of  her  ? 
Might  you  not  know,  fhe  vv^ould  do  as  fhe  has  done, 
By  fending  me  a  letter  ?  Read  it  again. 

Stezo,  "  I  am  St.  Jaques*  pilgrim,  thither  gone  ; 
"  Ambitious  love  hath  fo  in  me  ofTended, 
*'That  bare-foot  plod  I  the  cold  ground  upon, 
"  With  fainted  vow  my  faults  to  have  amended. 
Write,  write,  that,  from  the  bloody  courfc  of  war, 
"  My  dearefl  mafler,  your  dear  fon  may  hie ; 
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«•  Blefs  him  at  home  in  peace,  whilft  I  from  far. 
His  nam€  with  zealous  fervour  fanftify  ; 

His  taken  labours  bid  him  me  forgive ; 
I,  his  defpightful  Juno,  fent  him  forth 

From  courtly  friends,  with  camping  foes  to  live, 
Where  death  and  danger  dog  the  heels  of  worth  : 

He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  death  and  me ; 

Whom  I  myfelf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free." 

Ah,  what  fharp  {lings  are  in  her  miideft  words!  

Rinaldo,  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much, 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo  ;  had  I  fpokc  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents, 
Which  thus  fhe  liath  prevented. 

Stew»  Pardon  me,  madam  : 
If  I  had  given  you  this  at  over-night, 
She  might  have  been  o'er-ta'cn;  and  yet  flie  writes, 
Purfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

Count.  What  angel  fhall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  hufband  ;  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  her  prayers,  whom  heaven  delights  to  hcao 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  grcateft juflice. — Write,  write,  Rinaldo, 
To  this  unworthy  hufband  of  his  wife  ; 
I.ct  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  my  greateft  grief, 
Though  little  he  do  feel  it,  fet  down  fharply. 
Difpatch  the  mod  convenient  meilenger;— 
When,  haply,  he  fhall  hear  that  fhe  is  gone. 
He  will  return  ;  and  hope  I  may,  that  flic, 
Hearing  fo  much,  will  fpeed  her  foot  again, 
Led  hither  by  pure  love  :  which  of  them  both 
Is  deareft  to  me,  I  have  no  fl^ill  in  fenfe 
To  make  diftinftion  : — Provide  this  meflenger  : — 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak  ; 
Grief  would  have  tears,  and  forrow^  bids  me  fpeak. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  V. 

Without  the  Walls  of  Florence, 
A  Tucket  ajar  off. 
Enter  an  old  Widow  of  Florence^  Diana,  Violenta^  and 
Marina,  with  other  Citizens. 
Wid.  Nay,  come  ;  for  if  they  do  approach  the 
city  we  fhall  lofe  all  the  fight. 

Dia.  They  fay,  the  French  count  has  done  mofl: 
honourable  fervicc. 

Wid.  It  is  reported  that  he  has  ta'en  then*  greateft 
commander  ;  and  that  with  his  own  hand  he  flew 
the  duke's  brotlier.  We  have  loPt  our  labour ; 
they  are  gone  a  contrary  way  :  hark  !  you  may  know 
by  their  trumpets. 

Mar,  Come,  let's  return  again,  and  fufFice  our- 
felves  with  the  report  of  it.  Well,  Diana,  take 
heed  of  this  French  earl :  the  honour  of  a  maid  is 
her  name  ;  and  no  legacy  is  fo  rich  as  honefly. 

Wid,  I  have  told  my  neighbour,  how  you  have 
been  folicited  by  a  gentleman  his  companion. 

Mar,  I  know  the  knave  ;  hang  him  !  one  Parollcs: 
a  filthy  officer  he  is  in  tliofe  fuggeflions  for  the  young 
earl  — Beware  of  them,  Diana  ;  their  promifes,  en- 
ticements, oaths,  tokens,  and  all  thefe  engines  of  lull:, 
are  not  the  things  t}\ey  go  under  :  many  a  maid  hath 
been  feduced  by  theni  ;  and  the  mifery  is,  exiiiaph.^, 
that  fo  terrible  iliews  in  the  wreck  of  maidenhood, 
cannot  for  all  that  diffuade  fuccefiion,  but  that  they 
are  limed  with  the  twigs  that  threaten  them.  I  hope, 
I  need  not  to  advife  you  farther  ;  but,  I  hope,  your 
own  grace  will  keep  you  where  you  are,  though 
there  were  no  further  danger  known,  but  the  mo- 
defly  which  is  fo  loil. 

Lia   You  fhall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena^  difguh'd  like  a  Pilp'im, 
Wid,  1  hope  fo. — Look,  here  comes  a  pilgrim. 
1  know  fhc  will  lye  at  my  houfe ;  thither  they  fend 
one  another  :  Til  queftion  her. 

M2 
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God  fave  you  pilgrim  :  Whither  are  you  bound? 

Bel,  To  St.  Jaqucs  le  grand. 
Where  do  the  palmers  lodge,  I  do  befeech  you? 

JVid.  At  the  St.  Francis  here,  befide  the  port. 

HeL  Is  this  the  way  ?  [  A  march  afar  off. 

Wi'd.  Ay,  marry,  is  it.     Hark  you  ! 
They  come  this  way : — If  yoa  will  tarry,holy  pilgrim, 
But  'till  the  troops  come  by, 
I  will  condu8:  you  where  you  fhall  be  lodg'd  ; 
The  rather,  for,  I  think,  I  know  your  hoftefs 
As  ample  as  myfclf. 

I-!eL  Is  it  yourfelf  ? 

Wid.  If  you  fhall  pleafe  fo,  pilgrim. 

Htl.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  leifure, 

Wid,  You  came,  I  think,  from  France  ? 

Bel,  Ididfo. 

Wid.  ^Ilere  you  fhall  fee  a  countryman  of  yours, 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice. 
Hel,  His  name,  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia,  The  count  Roufillon  :   Know  you  fuch  a 
one  ? 

Nel,  But  by  the  ear,  that  hears  mofh  nobly  of  him  ; 
His  face  I  know  not. 

Dia.  Whatfoe'er  he  is, 
He's  bravely  taken  here.    He  ftole  from  France, 
As  'tis  reported,  for  the  king  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking  :  Think  you  it  is  fo  ? 

Hel.  Ay,  furely,  meer  the  truth  ;  I  know  his  lady, 

Dia,  There  is  a  gentlem.an,  that  ferves  the  count, 
Reports  but  coarfcly  of  her. 

hd.  What's  his  name  ? 

Dia.  Monfieur  ParoUes. 

Hcl,  Oh,  I  believe  with  him, 
In  argument  of  praife,  or  to  the  worth 
Of  the  great  count  himfelf,  fhe  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  name  repeated  ;  all  her  deferving 
Is  a  referved  honefty,  and  that 
J  have  not  heard  examined,  •» 
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Did,  Alas,  poor  lady  ! 
'Tis  a  hard  bondage,  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  detefting  lord. 

JVid,  A  right  good  creature  ;  wherefoe'er  fhe  is, 
Pier  heart  weighs  fadly  :  this  young  maid  might  do 
her 

A  fhrewd  turn,  if  fhe  pleased. 

Hel,  How  do  you  mean  ? 
May  be,  the  amorous  count  folicits  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

JVicL  He  does,  indeed  ; 
And  brokes  with  all  that  can  in  fuch  a  fuit 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  maid  : 
But  fhe  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  guard 
In  honeftefl  defence. 

Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Bertram,  Parolles, 
OJficers  and  Soldiers  attending. 

Mar,  The  gods  forbid  elfe  ! 

Wid,  So,  now  they  come: — 
That  is  Antonio,  the  duke's  eldeft  fon  ; 
That,  Efcalus. 

Hit,  Which  is  the  Frenchman  ? 
^     Dia.  He ; 
That  with  the  plume ;  'tis  a  moft  gallant  fellow  ; 
I  would,  he  lov'd  his  wife ;  if  he  were  honefter. 
He  were  much  goodlier  : — Is't  not  a  handfome 
gentleman  ? 

HeL  I  like  him  well. 

Dia,  'Tis  pity,  he  is  not  honeft :  Yond's  that 
fame  knave, 

That  leads  him  to  thefe  places  ;  were  I  his  lady, 
I'd  poifon  that  vile  rafcal. 
HeL  Which  is  he? 

Dia,  That  jack-an-apes  with  fcarfs:  Why  is  he 
melancholy  ? 

HeL  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'  the  battle* 
Par.  Lofe  our  drum  1  welU 
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Mar,  He's  flirewdly  vex'd  at  fomething :  Look, 
he  has  fpied  us. 

IVid,  Marry,  hang  you  ! 

\  Exeunt  Bertram^  Parolles^  &c. 
Mar,  And  your  courtefy,  for  a  ring-carrier  ! 
IVid,  The  troop  is  pad  :  Come,  pilgrim,  1  will 
bring  you 

Wh(!r€  you  fhall  hoft  ;  of  enjoin'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  Saint  Jaques  bound, 
Already  at  my  houfe. 

Hd.  I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Pleaie  it  this  matron,  and  this  gentle  maid, 
To  eat  with  us  to-night,  the  charge,  and  thanking,, 
Shall  be  for  m.e  ;  and,  to  requite  yr)U  further, 
I  will  beftow  fome  precepts  on  this  virgin. 
Worthy  the  note. 

Both,  We'll  take  your  oiTer  kindly. 

]^Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Bertram,  and  two  French  Lords, 

1  Lord,  Nay,  good  my  lord  ;  put  him  to*t  ;  let 
him.  have  his  way, 

2  L.ord,  If  your  lordfhip  find  him  not  a  hilding, 
hold  me  no  more  in  your  refpeft. 

1  Lord,  On  my  life,  my  lord,  a  bubble. 

Ber,  Do  you  think,  I  am  fo  far  deceiv'din  him  ? 

1  Lord,  Believe  it,  my  lord,  in  mine  own  direft 
knowledge,  without  any  m.alice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him 
as  my  kinfman,  he's  a  moil  notable  coward,  an  in- 
finite and  endlefs  liar,  an  hourly  promife-breaker, 
the  owner  of  no  one  good  quality  worthy  your 
lordfhip's  entertainment. 

2  Lord,  It  were  fit  you  knew  him  ;  lefl:,  repofmg 
too  far  in  his  virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might, 
at  fome  great  and  irufly  bufinefs,  in  a  m.ain  danger 
fail  you. 

Ber,  I  would,  I  knew  in  what  particular  aftion 
to  try  him. 
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2  Lord,  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his 
drum,  v/hich  you  hear  him  fo  confidently  undertake 
to  do. 

1  Lord,  I  with  a  troop  of  Florentines,  will  fud- 
denly  fuprife  him  ;  fuch  I  will  have,  whom,  I  am 
fure  he  knows  not  from  the  enemy;  we  will  bind 
and  hood-wink  him  fo,  that  he  fhall  fuppofc  no 
other  h\.i\.  that  he  is  carried  into  the  leaguer  of  the 
adverfaries,  when  we  bring  him  to  our  own  tents  :  Be 
but  your  lordfhip  prefent  at  his  examination  ;  if  he 
do  not,  for  the  promife  of  his  life,  and  in  thehigheO: 
comipulfion  of  bafe  fear,  offer  to  betray  you,  and 
deliver  all  the  intelligence  in  his  power  againfl  you, 
^»nd  that  with  the  divine  forfeit  of  his  foul  upon 
oath,  never  trufh  my  judgment  in  any  thing. 

2  Lord,  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him 
fetch  his  drum  ;  he  fays,  he  has  a  flratagem  for't : 
when  your  lordfhip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  fuccefs 
in't,  and  to  what  metal  this  counterfeit  lump  of  ore 
will  be  melted,  if  you  give  him  not  John  Drum's 
entertainment,  your  inclining  cannot  be  removed. 
Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Pare  lies, 

1  Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not 
the  humour  of  his  defign  ;  let  him  fetch  off  his 
drum  in  any  hand, 

Ber,  How  now,  monfieur  ?  this  drum  fticks 
forely  in  your  difpofition, 

2  Lord,  A  pox  on't,  let  it  go  ;  'tis  but  a  drum. 
Par,  But  a  drum  !  Is"t  but  a  drum  ?  A  drum 

fo  lofl !  There  was  an  excellent  command  !  to 
charge  in  with  our  horfe  upon  our  own  wings,  and 
to  rend  our  own  foldiers. 

2  Lord,  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  com- 
mand of  the  fervice ;  it  was  a  difafler  of  war  that 
Casfar  Irimfelf  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had 
been  there  to  command. 
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Ber,  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  fuc- 
cefs  ;  fome  diflionour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that 
drum;  but  it  is  not  to  be  recovered.  ^ 

Far,  It  might  have  been  recovered. 

Ber,  It  might  ;  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par,  It  is  to  be  recover'd  :  but  that  the  merit 
of  feivice  is  feldom  attributed  to  the  true  and  exaQ: 
performer,  I  would  have  that  drum  or  aij^ther,  or 
hie  jacet, 

Bcr.  \Vhy,  if  you  Ivave  a  ftomach  to"t,  monfieur, 
if  you  think  your  myflery  in  fliratagcm  can  bring 
tliis  infhrument  of  honour  again  into  its  native  quar- 
ter, be  magnanimous  in  the  enterprize,  and  go  on  ; 
I  will  grace  the  attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit :  if 
you  fpeed  well  in  it,  the  duke  fhall  both  fpeak  of 
it,  and  extend  to  you  what  further  becomes  his 
greatnefs,  even  to  the  utmoft  fyllable  of  your  wor- 
thinefs. 

Par,  By  the  hand  of  a  foldier,  I  will  undertake  it. 
;  Ber,  But  you  mull:  not  now  flumber  in  it. 
#  Par.  I'll  about  it  this  evening  :  and  I  will  pre- 
fently  pen  down  my  dilemmas,  encourage  myfclf  in 
my  certainty,  put  myfelf  into  my  mortal  prepa- 
ration, and,  by  midnight,  look  to  hear  further  from 
me. 

Ber,  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  grace,  you 
are  gone  about  it  ? 

Par,  I  know  not  what  the  fuccefs  will  be,  my 
lord  ;  but  the  attempt  I  vow. 

Ber,  I  know,  thou  art  valiant  :  and,  to  the  pof- 
fibility  of  thy  foldierfhip,  will  fubicribe  for  thee, 
Farewell. 

Par,  I  love  not  many  words.  \_Exit, 
1  Lord,  No  more  than  a  fifh  loves  water. — Is 
not  this  a  ftrange  fellow,  my  lord  ?  that  fo  confi- 
dently feems  to  undertake  this  bufinefs,  which  he 
know^s  is  not  to  be  done  ;  damns  himfelf  to  do,  and 
dares  better  be  damn'd  than  do't  ? 
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2  Lord,  Yqu  do  not  know  him,  my  lord,  as  we 
do:  certain  it  is,  that  he  will  fteal  himfelf  into  a 
man's  favour,  and,  for  a  week,  efcape  a  great  deal 
of  difcoveries  ;  but  when  you  find  him  out,  you 
have  him  ever  after, 

Ber,  Why,  do  you  think,  he  will  make  no  deed 
at  all  of  this,  that  ib  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himlelf 
unto  ?  ^ 

2  Lor^'Nowc  in  the  world;  but  return  with  an 
invention,  and  clap  upon  you  two  or  three  probable 
lies  :  but  we  bave  almofh  imbois'd  him,  you  fliall 
fee  his  fall  to-night  *,  for,  indeed,  he  is  not  for  your 
lordlhip's  refpe£l. 

1  Lord.  We'll  make  you  fome  fport  with  the 
fox,  ere  we  cafe  him.  He  was  firR-,  fmok'd  by 
the  old  lord  Lafeu,  when  his  difguife  and  he  is 
parted,  tell  me  what  a  fprat  you  fhall  find  him  ; 
which  you  fhall  fee  this  very  night. 

2  Lord,  I  mufl  go  look  my  twigs;  he  fliall  be 
caught. 

Ber,  Your  brother,  he  fhall  go  along  with  mc. 
2  Lord,  As't  pleafe  your  lordfhip  :  I'll  leave  you, 

Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  fliew 
you 

The  lafs  1  fpoke  of. 

1  Lord,  But,  you  fay,  flie's  honeft. 

Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  fpoke  with  her  but 

tK  once, 
nd  found  her  wondrous  cold  ;  but  I  fent  to  her, 
y  this  fame  coxcomb  that  we  have  i'  the  wind, 
TTokens  and  letters,  which  fhe  did  re-fend  ; 
And  this  is  all  I  have  done  :  Shs's  a  fair  creature  ; 
Will  you  go  fee  her? 

1  Lord,  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.  [Exeunt, 
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S    C         N  ^ 
Florence,     1  he  Uidoio's  kouft^ 
Emier  Hdena  and  Widow. 

BeL  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  fiie, 
I  know  not  how  I  fhall  allure  you  further, 
But  I  {hall  lofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wid,  Though  myeftate  be  fallen.  1  was  well  born. 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  bufincfTes  • 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now^ 
In  any  ftaining  a6l. 

heL  Nor  would  I  wifh  you. 
Firfh  give  me  truft,  the  count  he  is  my  hufband  ; 
And,  what  to  your  fworn  counfel  I  have  fpoken, 
Is  fo,  from  word  to  vv^ord ;  and  then  you  cannot, 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  fhall  borrow. 
Err  in  be  Rowing  it. 

Wid,  I  fhould  believe  you  ; 
For  you  have  fhew'd  me  that,  which  well  approves 
You  are  great  in  fortune. 

hlel»  Take  this  purfe  of  gold, 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  f^ir, 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again. 
When  I  have  found  it.   The  count  he  wooes  your 
daughter, 

Lays  down  his  wanton  fiege  before  her  beauty, 
Refolves  to  carry  her  ;  let  her,  in  fine,  confent, 
As  we'll  dire6l  her  how  'tis  beft  to  bear  it. 
Now  his  important  blood  will  nought  deny 
That  fhe'U  demand  :  A  ring  the  county  wears. 
That  downward  hath  fucceedcd  in  his  houfc, 
From  fon  to  fon,  fome  four  or  five  dcfcents. 
Since  the  firft  father  wore  it :  this  ring  he  holds 
In  mofh  rich  choice;  yet,  in  his  idle  fire. 
To  buy  his  will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear^ 
Howe'er  repented  after. 

V/id,  Now  I  fee 
The  bottom  of  your  purpofe. 


1 


IV,         ALL*S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL.  I43 

HeL  You  fee  it  lawful  then  :  It  is  no  more, 
But  that  your  Haughter,  ere  fhe  feeins  as  won, 
Dehres  this  ring  ;  appoints  him  an  encounter  ; 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time, 
Herfelf  mofh  chaflly  abfent  ;  after  this, 
To  marry  her,  I'll  add  three  thoufand  crowns 
To  what  is  pad  already. 

IVid,  I  have  yielded  ; 
Inflru^:       daughter  how  flie  fhall  perfevere. 
That  time,  and  place,  with  this  deceit  fo  lawful, 
May  prove  coherent.    Every  night  he  comes 
With  mufic  of  all  forts,  and  fongs  compos'd 
To  her  unworthinefs  :  it  nothing  fteads  us, 
To  chide  him  from  our  eaves ;  for  he  perfifts. 
As  if  his  life  lay  on't. 

Hel,  Why  then,  to-night 
Let  us  affay  our  plot;  which,  if  it  fpeed, 
Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed. 
And  lawful  meaning  in  a  lawful  aft  : 
Where  both  not  fin,  and  yet  a  finful  faft  : 
But  let's  about  it.  [^Exeivnt. 


^  En 


ACT    IV.       SCENE  I- 

Part  of  the  French  Camp  in  Fbrence. 
Enter  one  oj  the  French  Lords,  with  Jive  cr  jix  Sol- 
diers in  Amhujli, 
Lor^,  T  TE  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this 
X  X  hedge'  corner  :  When  you  fally  upon 
him,  fpeak  what  terrible  language  you  will  :  though 
you  imderftand  it  not  yourfelvcs,  no  matter  :  for 
we  mufh  not  feem  to  undcrftand  him  ;  unlefs  fome 
one  amongft  us,  whom  we  mufl  produce  for  an  in- 
terpreter. 

Sol.  Good  captain,  let  meb?  tlie  interpreter. 
Vol.  III.  N 
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Lord,  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows  he 
not  thy  voice  ? 

Sal,  No.  fir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lord,  But  what  linfy-woh'y  hafl  thcu  to  fpeak  to 
us  again  ? 

kSgL  Even  fuch  as  you  fpeak  to  me. 

Lord,  He  mufi:  think  us  fome  band  of  fbrangers 
V  the  adverfaries  entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a 
imack  of  all  neighbouring  languages  ;  therefore  we 
muft  every  one  be  a  man  of  his  own  fancy,  not  to 
know  what  we  fpeak  one  to  another ;  fo  we  feem 
to  know,  is  to  know  ffcraight  our  purpofe  :  chough's 
language,  gabble  enough,  and  good  enough.  As 
for  you,  interpreter,  you  mufi:  feem  very  politic. 
But  cough,  ho !  here  he  comes ;  to  beguile  two 
hours  in  a  fleep,  and  then  to  return  and  fwear  the 
lies  he  forges. 

Enter  Parolles, 

Par,  Ten  o'clock  :  within  thefe  three  hours  'twill 
be  time  enough  to  go  home.  What  fhall  1  fay  I 
have  done  ?  It  mufh  be  a  very  plaufive  invention 
that  carries  it :  They  begin  to  fmoke  me :  and  dif- 
graces  have  of  late  knock'd  too  often  at  my  door. 
I  find,  my  tongue  is  too  fool-hardy  ;  but  my  heart 
hath  the  fear  of  Mars  before  it,  and  of  his  creatures, 
not  daring  the  reports  of  my  tongue. 

Lord,  This  is  the  firfl:  truth  that  e'er  thine  own 
tongue  was  gLiilty  of,  \_Afide, 

Par,  What  the  devil  fliould  move  me  to  under- 
take the  recovery  of  this  drum  ;  being  not  ignorant^ 
of  the  impolTibility,  and  knowing  1  had  no  fuch 
purpofe?  I  muft  give  ijnyfelf  fome  hurts,  and 
fay,  I  got  them  in  exploit  :  Yet  llight  ones  will 
not  carry  it.  They  will  fay.  Came  you  off  with 
fo  little  ?  and  great  ones  I  dare  not  give ;  Where- 
fore ?  what's  the  inflance  ?  Tongue,  I  muft  put 
you  into  a  butter-woman's  mouth,  and  buy  another 
of  Bajazet's  mule,  if  you  prattle  me  into  thefe  perils. 
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Lord.  Is  it  poUiblcj  he  fhould  know  what  he  is, 
and  be  that  he  is  ?  [  A fide. 

Par,  I  would,  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would 
ferve  the  turn  ;  or  the  breaking  or  my  Spanifn  fword. 

Lord,  We  cannot  afford  you- fo.  [ 'ffcde. 

Par.  Or  the  baring  of  my  beard ;  and  to  fay,  it 
was  in  ft  rata  gem. 

Lord,  *Twould  not  do.  [_Afide, 

Par,  Or  to  drown  my  clothes,  and  fay,  I  was 
ftript. 

Lord,  Hardly  ferve.  [^Afide^ 
Par,  Though  I  fwore  I  leaped  from  the  window 

of  the  citadel  ?  

Lord,  How  deep  ?  [^Afidc, 
Par,  Thirty  fathom. 

Lord,  Three  great  oaths  would  fcarce  make  that 
be  belicv'd.  lAfide. 

Par.  I  would,  I  had  any  drum  of  the  enemies; 
I  would  fwear,  I  recover'd  it. 

Lord,  You  fhall  hear  one  anon,  \^AJide, 

Par,  A  drum  n^  of  the  enemies  ! 

\_Alarum  within. 

Lord,  Throca  movoufus^  cargo,  cargo,  cargo, 

AIL  Cargo,  cargo,  villianda  par  corbo,  cargo. 

Par,  Oh  !  ranfom,  ranfom  : — Do  not  hide  mine 
eyes,  [They  feize  him  and  blindfold  him. 

Inter,  Bojkos  thromuldo  bojkos. 

Par,  I  know  you  are  the  Mufkos'  regiment, 
An4  I  fhall  lofe  my  life  for  want  of  language  : 
If  there  be  here  German,  or  Dane,  low  Dutcli, 
Italian,  or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me,  I'll 
Dilcover  that  which  fhall  undo  the  Florentine. 

Inter,  Bojkos  vauvado  :  

I  underftand  thee,  and  can  fpeak  thy  tongue: — — . 
Kerelybonto  :  Sir, 

Betake  thee  to  thy  faith,  for  feventecn  poniards 
Are  at  thy  bofom. 
Par.  Oh  ! 
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Inter,  Oh,  pray,  pray.  

Mancha  revania  dulche. 

Lord,  Ofcorbi  diilchos  volivorco. 

Inter,  The  general  is  content  to  fpare  thee  yet  ; 
And,  hood-winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee  :  haply,  thou  may'ft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  life. 

Par,  O,  let  mc  live, 
And  all  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  Til  fhew, 
Their  force,  their  purpofes:  nay,  Til  fpeak  that 
AVhich  you  will  v/ondcr  at. 

Inter,  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 

Par,  If  I  do  not,  damn  me. 

Inter   Acorda  linta.  

Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace,  [Exit  with  Parolles, 
[  A  Jliort  alarum  within. 

Lord,  Go,  tell  the  count  Roufillon,  and  my  bro- 
ther, 

V/e  have  caught  the  woodcock,  and  will  keep  him 
muffled 

'Till  we  do  hear  from  them.  ^ 
Sol,  Captain  I  will. 

Lord,  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  ourfelves: — 
Inform  'em  that. 
Sol,  So  I  will,  fir. 

Lord,  'Till  then  I'll  keep  him  dark,  and  fafely 
lock'd.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Widow's  Houfe, 
Enter  Bertram  and  Diana, 
Ber,  They  told  me,  that  your  name  was  FontibelL 
Dia,  No,  my  good  lord,  Diana. 
Ber,  Titled  goddefs  f      '  ^ 
And  worth  if;  with  addition  !  But,  fair  foul, 
In  your  fine  frame  hath  love  no  quality? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mind. 
You  arc  no  maiden,  but  a  monument  : 
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When  you  are  dead,  you  fhall  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  ngw,  for  you  are  cold  and  flern ; 
And  now  you  Pnould  be  as  your  mother  was, 
When  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

Did.  She  then  was  honefl. 

Ber.  So  fhould  you  be. 

Dia,  No: 

My  mother  did  but  duty  ;  fuch  my  lord. 
As  you  owe  to  your  wife. 

Ber,  No  more  of  that ! 
I  pr'ythee,  do  not  ftriv^e  againfh  my  vows  ; 
I  was  compell'd  to  her;  but  1  love  thee 
By  love's  own  fweet  con flraint,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  rights  of  fervice. 

Did,  Ay,  fo  you  ferve  us, 
'Till  we  ferve  you  :  but  when  you  have  our  rofes. 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  ourfclves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  barenefs, 

Ber.  How  have  I  fworn  ?  ^ 

Dia.  'Tis  not  the  many  oaths,  that  make  the  truth  : 
But  the  plain  Tingle  vow,  that  is  vow'd  true. 
What  is  not  holy,  ^at  we  fwear  not  'bides. 
But  take  the  highm  to  witnefs :  Then,  .pray  you, 
tell  me, 

If  I  fliould  fwear  by  Jove's  great  attributes, 

I  lov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  belieUe  my  oaths, 

When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  this  has  no  holding, 

To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  p rote  ft  to  love. 

That  I  will  work  again  ft  him  :  Therefoie,  your  oaths 

Are%words,  and  poor  conditions  ;  butunfcai'd; 

At  leaft,  in  my  opinion. 

Ber.  Change  it,  change  it; 
Be  not  fo  holy-cruel:  love  is  holy  ; 
And  my  integrity  ne'er  knew  the  crafts, 
That  you  do  charge  men  with  :  Stand  no  more  off", 
But  give  thyfelf  unto  my  fick  defire, 
Who  then  recovers:  fiy,  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 
My  love,  as  it  begins,  fhall  fo  perfeverc, 
N2 
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Fjici,  I  fee,  that  men  make  hopes  in  fuch  affairs, 
Tliat  we'll  forfake  ourfelves.    Give  me  that  ring. 

Btr,  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  dear,  but  have  no  power. 
To  give  it  from  m.e. 

ria.  Will  you  not,  my  lord  ? 

Ber,  It  is  an  honour  'longing  to  our  houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many>  ancellors  ; 
Which  were  the  greated  obloquy  i'  the  world 
In  mc  to  lofe,  • 

Dia,  Mine  honour's  fuch  a  ring  : 
Ivly  chaftity's  the  jewel  of  our  houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  anceflors ; 
Which  Vv'ere  the  greatefl  obloquy  i'  the  world 
In  miC  to  lofe:  Thus  your  own  proper  wifdom 
Brings  in  the  champion  honour  on  my  part, 
Againfl  your  vain  afl'ault, 

Ber.  Here,  take  my  ring : 
My  houfe,  mine  honour,  yea,  my  life  be  thine. 
And  I'll  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia,  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  cham- 
ber windov/  ; 
I'll  order  take,  my  miother  flia^not  hear. 
Now  v/ill  I  charge  you  in  the  oand  of  truth. 
When  you  have  conquer'd  my  yet  maiden  bed, 
Rcmiain  there  but  an  hour,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 
My  reafons  all  mofl  ftrong ;  and  you  fhall  know 
them, 

When  back  again  this  ring  fhall  be  deliver'd  : 
And  on  your  finger,  in  the  night,  I'll  put 
Another  ring  ;  that,  v/hat  in  tim,e  proceeds,  , 
May  token  to  the  future  our  pafh  deeds. 
Adieu,  'till  then;  then,  -fail  not:  You  have  won 

wife  of  m.e,  though  there  my  hope  be  done. 

Ba\  A  heaven  on  earth  I  have  won,  by  wooing 
thee.  \Exit. 

Lia,  For  which  live  long  to  thank  both  heaven 
and  me. 
You  rosr-  fo  in  t*he  end, — 


Acl  IL    all's  well  that  ends  well.  151 

My  mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo. 
As  if  fhe  fat  in  his  heart ;  fhe  fays,  all  men 
,Have  the  like  oaths  :  he  had  fworn  to  marry  me, 
When  his  wife's  dead;  therefore  Til  lye  with  him,» 
When  I  am  bury'd.     Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid, 
Marry  that  will,  I  live  and  die  a  maid  : 
Only,  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  fin 
To  cozen  him,  that  would  unjuftly  win. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Florentine  Camp, 
Enter  the  two  French  Lords,  and  tzoo  or  three  Soldiers, 

1  Lord.  You  have  not  given  him  his  mother's 
letter  ? 

2  Lord,  I  have  deliver'd  it  an  hour  fmce ;  there 
is  fomething  in'^  that  flings  his  nature  ;  for,  on  the 
reading  it,  he  chang'd  alinoflinto  another  man. 

1  Lord,  He  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon 
him,  for  fhaking  off  fo  good  a  wife,  and  fo  fweet  a 
lady. 

2  Lord,  Efpecially  he  hath  incurred  the  cver- 
lafting  difpleafure  of  the  king,  who  had  even  tun'd 
his  bounty  to  ling  happinefs  to  him.  I  will  tell 
you  a  thing,  but  you  fhall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with 
you. 

1  Lord.  When  you  have  fpoken  #,  'tis  dead,  and 
I  am  the  grave  of  it. 

2  Lord.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  gentlewoman 
here  in  Florence,  of  a  moft  chafte  renown  ;  and  this 
nigjit  he  flefhes  his  will  in  the  fpoil  of  her  honour  : 
he  hath  given  her  his  monumental  ring,  and  thinks 
himfelf  made  in  the  unchafte  compofition. 

1  Lord.  Now  God  delay  our  rebellion,  as  we  are 
ourfelves,  what  things  are  we  ! 

2  Lord.  Merely  our  own  traitors.  And  as  in 
the  common  courfe  of  all  treafons,  we  fhill  fee  them 
reveal  themfelves,  till  they  attain  to  their  abhorred 
crjds ;  fo  he,  that  in  this  aftion  contrives  againft  his 
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own  nobility,  in  his  proper  flream  o'erflows  himfelf. 

1  Lord.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  11  s,  to  be 
trumpeters  of  our  unlawful  intents?  We  fhall  not 
then  have  his  company  to-night?  , 

2  Lord,  Not  till  after  after  midnight ;  for  he  is 
dieted  to  hishour. 

1  Lord.-  That  approaches  apace  ;  I  w^uld  gladly 
h^e  him  fee  his  company  anatomized  ;  that  he  might 
take  a  meafure  of  his  own  judgment,  wherein  fo 
curioufly  he  had  fet  this  counterfeit. 

2  Lord,  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  till  he 
come  ;  for  his  prefence  mud  be  the  whip  of  the 
other. 

1  Lord.  In  the  meari  time,  what  hear  you  of 
thele  wars  ? 

2  Lord.  I  hear,  there  is  an  overti^re  of  peace. 

1  Lord.  Nay,  I  afTure  you,  a  peace  corvcludcd. 

2  Lord,  What  will  count  Roufillon  do  then  ? 
will  he  travel  higher,  or  return  again  into  France  ? 

1  Lord.  1  perceive  by  this  demand,  you  are  not 
altogether  of  his  counfel. 

2  Lord,  Let  it  be  forbid,  fir  !  fo  fhould  I  be  a 
great  deal  of  his  a£l, 

1  Lord,  Sir,  his  wife,  fome  two  months  fmce, 
fled  from  his  houfe  ;  her  pretence  is  a  pilgrimage  to 
Saint  Jaques^  grand;  which  holy  undertaking, 
with  moik  auflere  fanctimony,  fl-ie  accomplifh'd  : 
and,  there  refiding,  the  tendernefs  of  her  nature 
became  as  a  prey  to  her  grief;  in  fine,  made  a  groan 
of  her  lafh  breath,  and  now  flie  fmgs  in  heaven. 

2  Lord,  Kow  is  this  juflihed  ? 

1  Lord,  The  flronger  part  of  it  by  her  own  let- 
ters;  which  makes  her  ftory  true,  even  to  the  point 
of  her  death  :  her  death  itfelf,  which  could  not  be 
her  office  to  fa}^,  is  come,  was  faithfully  confirm'd 
by  the  reftor  of  the  place. 

2  Lord,  Hath  the  count  all  this  intelligence  ? 

1  Lord^  Ay,  and  the  particular  confirmations, 
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point  from  point,   to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

2  Lord,  I  am  heartily  lorry,  that  he'll  be  glad  of 
this.  V 

1  Lord.  How  mightily,  fometimes,  we  m^ake  us 
comforts  of  our  lofTes  ! 

2  Lord.  And  how  mightily,  fome  other  times, 
we  drown  our  gain  in  tears!  the  great  dignity,  th;|t 
his  valour  hath  here  acquired  for  him,  fhall  at  home 
be  encounter'd  with  a  fliame  as  ample. 

1  Lord.  The  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yarn, 
good  and  ill  together  :  our  virtues  would  be  proud, 
if  our  faults  whipp'd  them  not ;  and  our  crimes 
would  defpair,  if  they  were  not  cherifh'd  by  our 
virtues.— 

Enter  a  Servant, 
How  now  ?  where's  your  mafter  ? 

Serv,  He  met  the  duke  in  the  fhreet,  fir,  of  whom 
he  hath  taken  a  folemn  leave  ;  his  lordlhip  will  next 
morning  for  France.  The  duke  hath  offered  him 
letters  of  commendations  to  the  king. 

2  Ldrd,  They  fhall  be  no  more  than  needful 
there,  if  they  were  more  than  they  can  commend. 

Enter  Bertram, 

1  Lord,  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  king's 
tartnefs.  Here's  his  lordfhip  now.'  How  now, 
my  lord,  is't  not  after  midnight  ? 

Ber,  I  have  to-night  difpatch'd  fixteen  bufinefles, 
a  month's  length  a-piece,  by  an  abffcraft  of  fuc- 
cefs  :  I  have  conge'd  with  the  duke,  done  my  adieu 
with  his  ncareft  ;  buried  a  wife,  mourn'd  for  her  ; 
writ  to  my  lady  mother,  I  am  returning  :  entertain'd 
my  convoy  ;  jind,  between  thefe  main  parcels  of 
difpatch,  cffeded  many  nicer  deeds  :  ihe  laft  was 
the  greatefl,  but  that  I  have  not  ended  yrt. 

2  Lord.  If  the  bufniefs  be  of  any  difficulty,  and 
this  morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafle 
of  your  lordfliip. 

Bcr.  I  mean,  the  bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  fear- 
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ing  to  hear  of  it  hereafter:    But  fhall  we  have  tliis 

dialogue  between  the  fool  and  the  foldier  ?  — ~ 

Come,  bring  forth  this  counterfeit  module  ;  he  has 
deceiv'd  me,  like  a  double-meaning  prophefier. 

2  Lord,  Bring  him  forth  :  he  hath  fat  in  the  frocks 
all  night,  poor  gnllant  knave. 

Ber,  No  matter;  his  heels  have  dcferv'd  it,  in 
ufurping  his  fpurs  fo  long.  How  does  he  carry 
himfelf? 

1  Lord,  I  have  told  your  lordfhip  already  ;  the 
flocks  carry  him.  But,  to  anfwer  you  as  you  would 
be  underftood  ;  he  weeps,  like  a  wench  that  had  flied 
her  milk  :  he  hath  confefs'd  himfelf  to  Morgan, 
whorn  he  fuppofes  to  be  a  friar,  from  the  time  of 
his  remembrance,  to  this  very  inftant  dilafter  of 
his  fetting  i'  the  flocks :  And  what,  think  you,  he 
hath  confefl? 

Ber,  Nothing  of  me,  has  he  ? 

2  Lord.  His  confeffion  is  taken,  and  it  fhall  be 
read  to  his  face  :  if  your  lordfhip  be  in't,  as  I  be- 
lieve'^you  are,  you  muft  have  the  patience  to  hear  it. 

Re- enter  Soldiers  with  Par  oiks. 

Ber.  A  plague  upon  him  !  muffled  !  he  can  fay 
nothing  of  me;  hufh  !  hufh  ! 

1  Lord,  Hoodman  comes! — Porto  tartaroffa. 
Inter.  He  calls  for  the  tortures  \  What  will  you 

fay  without  'em  ? 

Par,  I  will  confefs  w^hat  I  know  without  con- 
ftraint :  If  ye  pinch  me  like  a  pafly,  I  can  fay  no 
more. 

Inter,-*-^B ojko  chhnurcho, 

2  Lord,  Boblibindo  chicurmurco. 

Inter.  You  are  a  merciful  general  : — Our  general 
bids  you  anfwer  to  what  1  fiaall  afk  you  out  of  a 
note. 

Par.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 
Inter.      Firfl  demand  of  him  how  manyjiorfe 
the  duke  is  Urong.''  What  fay  you  to  that  ? 
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Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  ;  but  very  weak  and  • 
unferviceable :  the  troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the 
commanders  very  poor  rogues  ;  upon  my  reputation 
and  credit,  and  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Inter,  Shall  I  (et  down  your  anfwer  fo  ? 

Par,  Do  ;  I'll  take  the  fncrament  on't,  how  and 
which  way  you  will  :  all's  one  to  him. 

Ber,  What  a  pafl-faving  Have  is  this  ! 

1  Lord,  You  are  decciv'd,  my  lord  ;  this  is  mon- 
fieur  Parolles,  the  gallant  militaiifl;,  (thcit  was  his 
own  phrafe)  that  had  the  whole  theory  of  war 
in  the  knot  of  his  fcarf,  and  the  praftice  in  the 
chape  of  his  dagger. 

2  Lord.  1  v/ill  never  trufl  a  man  again,  for  keep- 
ing his  fword  clean  ;  nor  believe  he  can  have  every 
thing  in  him,  by  wearing  his  apparel  neatly. 

Inter,  Well,  thats'  fet  down. 

Par,  Five  or  fix  thoufand  horfe,  I  faid, — I  will 
fay  true, — or  thereabouts,  fet  down,-— for  Til  fpeak 
truth. 

1  Lord,  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 

Ber,  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for't,  in  tRe  na- 
ture he  delivers  it. 

Par,  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you,  fay. 

Inter,  Well,  that's  fet  down.  -  « 

Par,  I  humbly  thank  you,  fir:  a  truth's  a  truth, 
the  rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 

Inter,  "  Demand  of  him,  of  what  ftrength  they 
are  a-foot." 
What  fay  you  to  that  ? 

Par,  By  my  troth,  fir,  if  I  were  to  live  this 
prefent  hour,  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee:  Spurio 
a  hundred  and  fifty,  Sebafhian  fo  many,  Corambus 
io  many,  Jaques  fo  many,  Guiltian,  Cofm.o,  Lodo- 
wick,  and  Gratii,  two  hundred  and  fifty  each: 
mine  own  company,  Chitopher,  Vaumiond,  Bentii, 
two  hundred  and  fifty  each  :  fo  that  the  mufter  file, 
rotten  and  found,  upon  my  life,  amounts  not  io 
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fifteen  thoufand  poll;  half  of  the  which  dare  not 
ihake  the  fnow  from  off  their  caffocks,  left  they 
fhake  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Ber.  What  fhall  be  done  to  him  ? 

1  Lord,  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  De- 
mand of  him  my  conditions,  and  what  credit  I  have 
with  the  duke. 

Inter,  Well,  that's  fet  down.  ^'  You  fhall  de- 
^'  mand  of  him,  whether  one  captain  Dum.ain  be 

i'  the  camp,  a  Frenchman;  what  his  reputation 
"  is  with  the  duke,  what  his  valour,  honefty,  and 
"  expertnefs  in  wars:  or  wh'^ther  he  thinks,  it 

were  not  poflible  with  well- weighing  fums  of 

gold  to  corrupt  him  to  a  revolt."  What  fay  you 
to  this  ?  what  do  you  know  of  it  ? 

Par,  I  befeech  you,  let  me  anfwcr  to  the  parti- 
cular of  the  interrogatories :  Demand  them  fingly. 

Inter,  Do  you  know  this  captain  Dumain  ? 

Par,  I  know  him  ;  he  was  a  botcher's  'prentice 
in  Paris,  from  whence  he  was  whipp'd  for  getting 
the  flieriff's  fool  with  child  :  a  dumb  innocent,  that 
could  not  fay  him,  nay. 

T  [^Dinnain  lifts  up  his  hand  in  anger, 

Ber,  Nay,  by  your  leave,  hold  your  hands  ;  though 
^  I  know,  his  brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  tile  that  falls. 
Inter,  Well,  is  the  captain  in  the  duke  of  Flo- 
rence's camp  ? 

,   Par,  Upon  my  knowledge,  he  is,  and  loufy. 

1  Lord,  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  mc  ;  we  fnall 
hear  of  your  lordfhip  anon. 

Liter,  What  is  his  reputation  with  the  duke  ? 

Par.  The  duke  knows  him  for  no  other  but  a 
poor  officer  of  mine  ;  and  writ  to  me  the  other  day, 
to  turn  him  out  o'  the  band  :  I  think,  I  have  his 
letter  in  my  pocket. 

Inter,  Marry,  we'll  fearch. 

Par.  In  good  fadnefs,  I  do  not  know,  either  it 
is  there,  or  it  is  upon  a  file,  with  the  duke's  other 
letters,  in  my  tent. 
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Inter.  Here  'tis;  here's  a  paper ;  Shall  I  read  it 
to  you  ? 

Par.  I  do  not  know,  if  it  be  it,  or  no. 
Ber,  Our  interpreter  does  it  well. 

1  Lord,  Excellently. 

Inter,  Dian.  The  count's  a  fool,  and  full  of 
"  gold."  

Par,  That  is  not  the  Duke's  letter,  fir  ;  that  is 
an  advertirernent  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence,  one 
Diana,  to  take  heed  of  the  allurement  of  one  count 
Roufillon,  a  fooiifh  idle  boy,  but,  for  all  that,  very 
ruttifh  :  I  pray  you,  fir,  put  it  up  again. 

Inter,  Nay,  Til  read  it  firft,  by  your  favour. 

Par,  My  meaning  in't,  I  protell,  was  very  ho- 
ned in  the  behalf  of  the  maid ;  for  I  knew  the 
young  count  to  be  a  dangerous  and  lafcivious  boy  ; 
who  is  a  whale  to  virginity,  and  devours  up  all  the 
fiy  it  finds. 

Ber,  Damnable,  both  fides  rogue ! 

Interpreter  reach  the  letter. 
When  he  fwears  oaths,  bid  him  drop  gold,  and 
^'  tike  it : 

After  he  icores,  he  never  pays  the  fcore  : 
^'  Half  won,  is  match  well  mad?  ;  match,  and  well 
make  it ; 

"  He  ne'er  pays  after-debts,  take  it  before  ; 
And  fay,  a  fohiier,  Dian,  told  thee  this. 
Men,  arc  to  mell  with,  boys  are  but  to  kifs  : 
For  count  of  this,  the  count's  a  fool,  1  knoVv  it, 
Who  pays  before,  but  not  wlien  he  does  owe  it. 
Thine,  as  he  vow'd  to  thee  in  thine  ear, 

Parolles." 

Ber,  He  fhall  be  whipp'd  through  the  army,  with 
this  rhitne  in  his  forehead. 

2  Lord.  This  is  your  devoted  friend,  fu',  the  ma- 
nifold linguifl,  and  the  armipotent  loldier. 

Vol.  HI.  O 
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Ber,  I  could  endure  any  thing  before  but  a  cat? 
and  now  he's  a  cat  to  me. 

Inter.  I  perceive,  fir,  by  our  general's  looks,  we 
{hall  be  fain  to  hang  you. 

Par,  My  life,  fir.  in  any  cafe:  not  that  I  am 
afraid  to  die ;  but  that,  my  offences  being  many,  I 
would  repent  out  the  remainder  of  nature  :  let  me 
live,  fir,  in  a  dungeon,  i'  the  ftocks,  or  any  where, 
fo  I  may  live. 

Inter,  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  con- 
fefs  freely  :  therefore,  once  more  to  this  captain 
Dumain  :  You  have  anfwer'd  to  his  reputation  with 
the  duke,  and  to  his  valour:  What  is  his  honefly  ? 

Par,  He  will  fleal,  fir,  an  egg  out  of  a  cloifter; 
for  rapes  and  ravifhments  he  parallels  NefTus.  He 
profeffes  no  keeping  of  oaths  ;  in  breaking  them,  he 
is  flronger  than  Hercules.  He  will  lie,  fir,  with 
fuch  volubility,  that  you  would  think  Truth  were 
a  fool :  drunkennefs  is  his  heft  virtue  ;  for  he  will 
be  fwine-drunk  ;  and  in  his  flecp  he  does  little  harm, 
fave  to  his  bed-clothes  about  him  ;  but  they  know 
his  conditions,  and  lay  him  in  flraw.  I  have  but 
little  more  to  fay,  fir,  ofhishonefty  ;  he  has  every 
thing  that  an  honeft  man  fhould  not  have  ;  what 
an  honeft  man  fhould  have,   he  has  nothing. 

1  Lord,  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 

Ber,  For  this  deleription  of  thine  honefty  ?  A 
pox  upon  him  for  me,   he  is  more  and  more  a  cat. 

Inter,  What  fay  you  to  his  expertnefs  in  war? 

Par,  Faith,  iir,  he  has  led  the  drum-before  flie 
Englifli  tragedians, — to  belie  him,  I  will  not, — and 
more  of  his  foldicrfhip  I  know  not ;  except,  in  that 
country,  he  had  the  honour  to  be  the  officer  at  a 
place  there  called  Mile-end,  to  inftru6l  for  the  doub- 
ling of  files:  I  would  do  the  man  what  honour  I 
can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

1  Lord,  He  hath  out-villain'd  villainy  fo  far.  that 
the  rarity  redeems  him. 
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Ber,  A  pox  on  him  !  he's  a  cat  flill. 

Inter,  His  qualities  being  at  this  poor  price,  I  need 
not  to  afk  you,  if  gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt. 

Par,  Sir,  for  a  quart  d'ecu  he  will  fell  the  fee- 
fimple  of  his  lalvation,  the  inheritance  of  it ;  and 
cut  the  intail  from  all  remainders,  and  a  perpetual 
fucceflion  for  it  perpetually. 

Inter,  What's  his  brother,  the  'other  captain 
Dumain  ? 

2  Lord,  Why  does  he  afk  him  of  me  ? 
Inter,  What's  he  ? 

Par,  E'en  a  crow  of  the  fame  neffc ;  not  altoge- 
ther fo  great  as  the  firft  in  goodnefs,  but  greater  a 
great  deal  in  evil.  He  excels  his  brother  for  a  cow- 
ard, yet  liis  brother  is  reputed  one  of  the  befb  that 
is:  In  a  retreat  he  outruns  any  lacquey;  marry,  in. 
coming  on  he  has  the  cramp. 

Inter,  If  your  life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake 
to  betrc^y  the  Florentine  ? 

Par,  Ay ^  and  the  captain  of  his  horfe,  count 
RouAllon. 

Inter,  I'll  whifper  with  the  general,  and  know 
his  pleafure. 

Par,  I'll  no  more  drumming;  a  plague  of  ail 
drums !  Only  to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  be- 
guile the  fuppofition  of  that  laicivious  young  boy 
the  count,  have  I  run  into  this  danger:  Yet,  who 
would  have  fufpefted  an  ambufh  where  I  was  taken  ? 

A^de. 

Inter,  There  is  no  remedy,  fir,  but  you  muft  die  : 
the  general  fays,  you,  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  dif- 
covered  the  lecrets  of  your  army,  and  made  fuch 
peftiferous  reports  of  men  very  nobly  held,  can 
ferve  the  world  for  no  very  honeft  ufe ;  therefore 
you  mufl:  die.    Come,  headfman,  oft'  with  his  head. 

P ar,  O  Lord,  fir  ;  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my 
death !  ^ 

Inter,  That  fhall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all 
your  friends.  [Unbinding  hivu 
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So,  look  about  you  ;  Know  you  any  here  ? 
Ber,  Good-morrow,  noble  captain. 
2  Lord.  God  blefs  you,  captain  Parolles, 

1  Lord,  God  fave  you,  noble  captain, 

2  Lord,  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my 
lord  Lafeu  ?  I  am  for  France. 

1  Lord,  Good  captain,  will  you  give  me  a  copy 
of  that  fame  fonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  behalf  of 
the  count  Roufillon  ?  an  I  were  not  a  very  coward, 
I'd  compel  it  of  you  ;  but  fare  you  well.  [_Exeunt, 

Inter,  You  are  undone,  captain ;  all  but  your 
fcarf,  that  has  a  knot  on't  yet. 

Par,  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  plot  ? 

Inter,  If  you  could  find  out  a  country  where  but 
women  were  that  had  received  fo  much  fhame,  you 
might  begin  an  impudent  nation.  Fare  you  well, 
fir  ;  I  am  for  France  too  ;  we  fhall  fpcak  of  you 
there.  [Exit. 

Par,  Yet  am  I  thankful :  if  my  heart  were  great, 
^Twould  burfh  at  this  :  Captain  I'll  be  no  more  ; 
But  1  will  eat  and  drink,  and  fleep  as  foft 
As  captain  fhaii :  fimply  the  thing  I  am 
Shall  make  me  live  .     Who  knows  himfelf  a  braggart. 
Let  him  fear  this  :  for  it  will  come  to  pafs, 
That  every  braggart  fhall  be  foupd  an  afs. 
Ruft,  fword  !  cool,  bl u flies  !  and,  Parolles,  livel 
Safeff,  in  fhame  !  being  fool'd,  by  foolery  thrive  !  I 
There's  place,  and  means,  for  every  man  to  live.  J 
I'll  after  them. 

[_Exit» 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Widoz'fs  houft  at  Florence, 
Enter  Eelena^  Widow ^  and  Diana, 
i7c/.  ,That  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not 
wrong'd  you, 
One  of  the  greatefl:  in  the  Chrifhian  world 
Shall  be  my  lurety  ;  'fore  whofe  throne,  'tis  needful^ 
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Ere  I  can  perfe6l  mine  intents,  to  kneel ; 

Time  was,  I  did  him  a  defired  office, 

Dear  almoft  as  his  life  ;  which  gratitude 

Through  flinty  Tartar's  bofom  would  peep  forth, " 

And  anfwer,  thanks :  I  duly  am  inform'd, 

His  grace  is  at  Marfcilles  ;  to  which  place 

We  have  convenient  convoy.     You  mufh  know, 

I  am  fuppofed  dead  :  the  army  breaking. 

My  hufband  hies  him  home ;  where,  heaven  aiding, 

And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  lord  the  king, 

We'll  be,  before  our  welcome. 

JVid»  Gentle  madam, 
You  never  had  a  fcrvant,  to  whofe  trufi: 
Your  bufinefs  was  more  welcome. 

Bel,  Nor  you,  miflrefsy 
Ever  a  friend,  whofe  thoughts  more  truly  labour 
To  recorapence  your  love  ;  doubt  not,  but  heaven 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  daughter's  dower, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  hulband.    But  O  llrange  men  ! 
That  can  fuch  fweet  uie  make  of  what  they  liate, 
When  fuicy  trufling  af  the  cozen'd  thoughts 
Defiles  the  pitchy  night  !  fo  luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away  : 
But  m.ore  of  this  hereafter: — You,  Diana, 
Under  my  poor  inftruftions  yet  muft;  fuffer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Dia.  Let  death  and  honedy 
Go  w^ith  your  impofitions,  1  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  fuHer. 

heL  Yety  I  pray  you,  

But  with  the  word,  the  time  will  bring  on  fummer, 
When  briars  fliall  have  leaves  as  well  as  thorns. 
And  be  as  fweet  as  fharp.    We  mud  away  ; 
Our  waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  time  revives  us  ; 
AU's^)ell,  that  ends  well :  fhill  the  fine's  the  crown  ; 
Whate'er  the  courie,  the  end  is  the  renown. 

O  2  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  V. 

Ronfillon, 
Enter  Count cfs^  Lajcu^  and  Clotvn.  - 

Laf,  No,  no,  no,  your  fon  was  miflcd  with  a 
fnipt-taffiita  fellow  there  ;  whofe  villainous  fafFron 
would  have  made  all  tlie  unbak'd  and  doughy  youth 
of  a  nation  in  his  colour  ;  your  daughter-in-law  had 
been  alive  at  this  l:our  ;  and  your  fon  here  at 
home,  more  advanced  by  the  king,  than  by  that 
red-tail'd  humble-bee  1  fpeak  of. 

Count,  I  v/ould,  I  had  not  known  him  !  it  was 
the  death  of  the  mofl:  virtuous  gentlewoman,  that 
ever  nat  ure  had  praii'e  for  creating  :  if  fhe  had  parta- 
ken of  my  ileftijand  cofh  me  the  dearefh  groans  of  amo- 
ther,  I  could  not  have  owed  her  a  more  rooted  love. 

Laf,  'Twas  a  good  lady,  'twas  a  good  lady  :  wc 
may  pick  a  thoufand  fallads,  ere  we  light  on  fuch. 
another  herb. 

Clo,  Indeed,  fir,  flic  was  the  fweet-m.arjoram  of 
the  lallet,  or,  rather,  the  herb  of  grace. 

Laf,  They  are  not  fallct-heibs,  you  knave,  they 
are  nofc-hgrbs. 

Clo,  I  am  no  great  Nebuchadnezzar,  fir,  I  have 
not  much  fi^ill  in  grafs. 

Laf,  Whether  doft  thou  profefs  thyfelf ;  a  knave, 
or  a  fool  ? 

Clo.  A  fool,  fir,  at  a  woman's  fervice,  and  a 
knave  at  a  man's. 

Laf.  Your  diftinftion  ? 

Clo.  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do 
his  fervice. 

Laf.  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice,  indeed. 

Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  wife  m.y  bauble,  fir, 
to  do  her  fervice. 

Laf.  I  will  fubfciibe  for  thee  :  thou  art  both 
knave  and  fool. 

Clo,  At  your  fervice. 
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Laf,  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  (ir,  if  I  cannot  H^rve  yoii,  I  can  fcrve 
as  great  a  prince  as  yon  are. 

Laf.  Who's  that  ?  a  Frenchman  ? 

Clo,  Faith,  Rr,  he  has  an  Englifli  name  ;  hut  his 
phiionomy  is  more  hotter  in  France,  than  there. 

Laf,  What  prince  is  that  ? 

CLo,  Tlie  black  prince,   fir,  alias^   the  prince  of 
darknefs;  alias ^  the  devil. 

Laf,  Hold  thee,  there's  my  pnrfe  :  I  give  thee 
not  this  to  feduce  thed'from  thy  mailer  thou  talk'fl 
of  ;  ferve  him  Hill. 

Clo.  I  am  a  woodland  fellow,  fir,  that  always 
lov'd  a  great  fire  ;  and  the  mafter  I  fpeak  of,  ever 
keeps  a  good  fire.  But  fure,  he  is  the  prince  of  the 
world,  let  his  nobility  remain  in  his  court.  I  am 
for  the  houfe  with  the  narrow  gate,  which  I  take 
to  be  too  little  for  pomp  to  enter  :  fome,  that  humble 
themfelves,  may  ;  but  the  m?.ny  will  be  too  chill 
and  tender  ;  and  they'll  be  for  the  ilov/ery  way,  that 
leads  to  the  broad  gate,  and  the  great  fire. 

Laf,  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  a-w^eary  of  thee  ; 
and  1  tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall 
out  with  thee.  Go  thy  ways  ;  let  my  horfes  be  well 
look'd  to,  without  any  tricks, 

Clo,  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon  'em,  nr,  they  fliall 
he  jades'  tricks;  which  are  their  own  right  by  the 
law  of  nature.  ""^Exit, 

Laf.  A  flirewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Count.  So  he  is.     My  lord,  that's   gone,  made  - 
himfelf  much  Iport  out  of  him  ;  by  his  authority 
he  remains  here,  which  he  thinks  is  a  patent  for 
his  faucinefs  ;  and,  indeed,  he  has  no  pace,  but  runs 
where  he  will. 

Laf,  I  like  him  wxU  ;  'tis  not  amifs  :  and  I  was 
about  to  tell  you,  fince  I  heard  of  the  good  lady's 
death,  and  that  my  lord  your  fon  was  upon  his 
return  home,  I  mov'd  the  king  my  mailer,  to  fpeak 
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in  the  belialf  of  my  daughter ;  which,  in  the  mi- 
nority of  them  both,  his  majefty,  out  ©f  a  felf-gra- 
cious  remembrance,  did  firil  propofe  :  his  highnefs 
has  promis'd  me  to  do  it :  and,  to  flop  up  the  dif- 
pleafure  he  hath  conceiv'd  againft  your  fon,  there 
is  no  fitter  matter.  How  does  your  ladyfhip  hke  it  ? 

Count,  With  very  much  content,  my  lord,  and 
I  wifh  it  happily  effefted. 

Laf.  His  highnefs  comes  poft  from  Marfeilles, 
of  as  able  a  body  as  when  he  number'd  thirty:  he 
will  be  here  to-morrow,  or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him 
that  in  fuch  intelligence  hath  feldom  fail'd. 

Count,  It  rejoices  me,  that  1  hope  I  fhall  fee  him 
ere  I  die.  I  have  letters,  that  my  fon  will  be  here 
to-niglit :  I  fhall  befeech  your  lordfhip,  to  remain 
with  me  till  they  meet  together. 

Laf,  Madam,  I  was  tliinking,  with  what  manners 
I  might  fafely  be  admitted. 

Count,  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  pri- 
vilege. 

Laf.  Lady,  of  that  I  have  made  a  bolder  charter  ; 
but,  I  thank  my  God,  it  holds  yet. 

Re-enter  Clown, 

Clo,  O  madam,  yonder's  my  lord  your  fon  u'ith 
a  patch  of  velvet  on's  face  ;  whether  there  be  a  fear 
under't,  or  no,  the  velvet  knows-;  but  'tis  a  goodly 
patch  of  velvet :  his  left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of  two 
pile  and  a  half,  but  his  right  cheek  is  worn  bare. 

Count,  A  fear  nobly  got,  or  a  noble  fear,  is  a 
good  livery  of  honour  :  (o,  belike,  is  that. 

Clo,  But  it  is  your  carbonado'd  face. 

L.af,  Let  us  go  fee  your  fon,  I  pray  you  ;  I  long 
to  talk  with  the  young  noble  foldier. 

Clo,  'Faith,  there's  a  dozen  of  'em,  v/ith  delicate 
fine  hats,  and  moft  courteous  feathers,  which  how 
the  head,  and  nod  at  every  man.  [^Exeunt, 
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A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

The  Court  of  France  at  Marfeilles, 

Enter  Helena^  JVidow^  ayid  Diana^  with  two  Attend- 
ants, 

IJcL  TJ        ^^-^s  exceeding  pofling,  day  and  night, 
X3  Muft  wear  your  I'pirits  low  ;   we  cannot 
help  it ; 

But,  fince  you  have  made  the  days  and  nights  as  one, 

To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affairs, 

Be  bold,  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital, 

As  nothing  can  unroot  you.     In  happy  time  ; — 

Enter  a  gentle  Afiringer, 

This  man  may  help  me  to  his  majefly's  ear, 
If  he  would  fpcnd  his  power. — God  fave  you,  fir, 
..Gent,  And  you. 

hieL  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  court  of  France, 

Gent,  I  have  been  IbrnxCtimes  there. 

HeL  I  do  prefume,  hr,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  report  that  goes  upon  your  goodnefs  ; 
And  therefore,  goaded  with  mofh  fharp  occafionSj 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  virtues,  for  the  which 
I  fhall  continue  thankful. 

Gent,  What's  your  will  ? 

HeL  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  king ; 
And  aid  me  with  that  fhore  of  power  you  havC;, 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Geiit.  The  king's  not  here. 

Bel.  Not  here,  fir  ? 

Gent,  Not,  indeed  : 
lie  hence  remov'd  lafl  night,  and  with  mere  hallc 
Than  is  his  ufe. 
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Wid.  Lord,  how  v/e  lofe  our  pains  ! 

Hel.  All's  well  that  ends  well,  yet  ; 
Though  time  feems  fo'adverfe,  and  means  unfit.— 
1  do  belecch  you,  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Gent,  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  RoufiUon  ; 
Whitlier  I  am  going. 

Bel,  1  do  befeeh  you,  fir. 
Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  king  before  me. 
Commend  this  paper  to  his  gracious  hand  ; 
Which,  1  prefume,  ihall  render  you  no  blame, 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it : 
I  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means, 

Gent.  This  I'll  do  for  you. 

/J el.  And  you  fhall  find  yourfelf  to  be  well 
thank'd, 

What-e'er  falls  more, — We  muft  to  horfe  again  : — 
Go,  go,  provide.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

Roujtllon, 
Enter  Clown  and  Parolles. 
Par.  Good  Mr.  Lavatch,  give  my  lord  Lafeu 
this  letter :  I  have  ere  now,  fir,  been  better  known 
to  you,  when  I  have  held  familiarity  with  frefher 
clothes  ;  but  I  am  now,  fir,  muddy'd  in  fortune's 
moat,  and  fmell  fomewhat  ftrong  of  her  ftrong  dif- 
pleafure. 

Clo.  Truly,  fortune's  difpleafure  is  but  fluttifh, 
if  it  fmell  fo  ftrongly  as  thou  fpcak'ft  of :  I  will 
henceforth  eat  no  fifh  of  fortune's  buttering.  Pr'y- 
thee,  allov^  the  wind. 

Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  ftop  your  nofe,  fir  ;  I 
fpake  but  by  a  metaphor. 

Clo.  Indeed,  fir,  if  your  metaphor  ftink,  I  will 
ft  jp  my  nofe  ;  or  againilany  man's  metaphor.  Pr'y- 
thce,  get  thee  further. 

Par.  Pray  you,  fir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 
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CLo.  Fob  !  pr-ythee,  ftand  away  ;  A  paper  from 
fortune's  clofe-ftool  to  give  to  a  nobleman  !  Look, 
here  he  comes  himfelf. 

Enter  Lajau 

Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune's,  fir,  or  of  fortune's  cat, 
(but  not  a  mufk-cat)  that  hath  fallen  into  the  unclean 
fifhpond  of  her  difpleafure,  and,  as  he  fays,  is  mud- 
d)  'd  withal  :  Pray,  you,  fir,  ufe  the  carp  as  you 
may;  for  he  looks  like  a  poor,  decayed,  ingenious, 
foolifh,  rafcally  knave.  I  do  pity  his  diftrefsin  my 
fmiles  of  comfort,  and  leave  him  to  your  lordfhip. 

\Exit  Clozvn, 

Par.  My  lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  fortune  hath 
cruelly  fcratch'd. 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  'tis 
too  late  to  pare  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you 
play'd  the  knave  with  fortune,  that  fhe  fliould 
fcratch  you,  who  of  herfelf  is  a  good  lady,  and 
would  not  have  knaves  thrive  long  under  her  ? 
There's  a  quart  d'ecu  for  you :  Let  the  juftices 
make  you  and  fortune  friends ;  I  am  for  other 
bufinefs. 

Par.  I  befeech  your  honour  to  hear  me  one 
fingle  word. 

Laf,  You  beg  a  Tingle  penny  more  :  come,  you 
fhall  ha't ;  fave  your  word. 

Par,  My  name,  my  good  lord,  is  Farolles. 

LaJ.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then. — Cox's 
my  pafiion  !  give  me  your  hand  : — How  does  your 
drum? 

Par,  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  firft  that 
found  me. 

Laf,  Was  I,  in  footh  ?  and  I  was  the  fir  ft:  that 
loft:  thee. 

Par,  It  lies  in  you,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome 
grace,  for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf,  Out  uponthccj  knave  I  doft  thou  put  upon 
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me  at  once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  devil  ? 
one  brings  thee  in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee 
out.  \ Sound  trumpets. \  The  king's  coming,  I 
know  by  his  trumpets. — —  Sirrah,  inquire  further 
after  me ;  I  had  talk  of  you  laft  night  :  though 
you  are  a  fool  and  a  knave,  you  {hull  eat ;  go  to, 
follow. 

Par,  I  praife  God  for  you,  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Flourijh.    Enter  King^  Counfefs,  Lafeu,  Lords,  At- 
tendants, ^c. 

King,  We  lofl  a  jewel  of  her:  and  our  eflecm 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it :  but  your  fen, 
As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fenfe  to  know 
Her  eflimation  home. 

Count.  'Tis  paft,  my  liege: 
And  I  befeech  your  majefty  to  make  it 
Natural  rebellion,  done  i'  the  blade  of  youth; 
When  oil  and  fire,  too  -ftrong  for  reafon's  force, 
O'erbearsit,  and  burns  on. 

King,  My  honour'd  lady, 
I  have  forgiven  and  foi  gotten  all  : 
Though  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him, 
And  watch'd  the  tim.e  to  fhoot. 

Laf,  This  I  mud  fay,—  

But  firfh  I  beg  my  pardon. — The  young  lord 
Did  to  his  majefty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady, 
OfFenceof  mighty  note  ;  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all :  he  loft  a  wife, 
Whofe  beauty  didaftonifti  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  eyes  ;  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive  ; 
Whofe  dear  perfeftion,  hearts  that  fcorn'd  to  ferve, 
Hum.bly  call'd  m.iftrefs. 

King,  Praifmg  wliat  is  loft, 

Makes  the  rem.embrance  dear.  Well,  call  him 

hither   
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We  are  reconcird,  and  the  firfl  view  fhall  kill 
All  repetition  ; — Let  him  not  afl^^our  pardon  ; 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  we  do  bury 
The  incenfing  relics  of  it :  let  him  approach, 
A  ftranger,  no  offender;  and  inform  him, 
So  'tis  our  will  he  fhould. 
Cent,  1  fhall,  my  liege. 

King.  What  fays  he  to  your  daughter?  have  you 
fpoke  ? 

Laf,  AH  that  he  is  hath  reference  to  your  high- 
nefs. 

King,  Then  fhall  we  have  a  n^atch^    I  liave  let- 
ters fent  me, 
That  fet  him  high  in  fame. 

Enter  Bertram* 

Laf,  He  looks  well  on't. 

King.  I  am  not  a  day  of  feafon, 
For  thou  may'fh  fee  a  fun-Qiine  and  a  hail 
In  me  at  once  :  But  to  the  brighteft  beams 
Diflrafted  clouds  give  way  :  fo  Rand  thou  forth. 
The  time  is  fair  again. 

Ber,  My  high  repented  blames, 
Dear  fovereign,  pardon  to  me. 

King,  All  is  whole ; 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  time. 
Let's  take  the  inflant  by  the  forward  top  ; 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  decrees 
The  inaudible  and  noifelefs  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  we  can  effe8:  them ;  You  remember 
The  daughter  of  thi^s  lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,   my  liege  :  At  firfl 
1  ftuck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durfl  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue: 
W  here  the  imprefTion  of  mine  eye  cnfixing, 
Contempt  his  i'cornful  p?ripctiive  d:d  lend  !iie, 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favour ; 

Vol.  IIL  P 
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vSconi'd  a  fair  colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftoPn  ; 
Extended  or  contrafted  all  propoftions, 
To  a  moft  hideous  objeft :   Thence  it  came, 
That  fhe,  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  myfelf. 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov'd,  was  in  mine  eye 
The  duft  that  did  offend  it. 

King,  Well  excus'd  : 
That  thou  doft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  fcores  away, 
From  the  great  'ccmpt :  But  love,  that  comes  too 
late, 

Like  a  remorfeful  pardon  flowly  carried. 
To  the  great  fender  turns  a  four  offence, 
Crying,  That's  good  that's  gone  ;  our  rafh  faults 
Make  trivial  price  of  ferious  things  we  have, 
Not  knowing  ihem,  until  we  know  their  grave: 
Oft  our  difpleafures,  to  ourfelves  unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  friends,  and  after  weep  their  duft : 
Our  own  love  waking  cries  to  fee  what's  don^, 
While  fhameful  hate  fleeps  out  the  afternoon. 
Be  this  fweet  Helen's  knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin : 
The  main  confcnts  are  had  ;  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  fee  our  widower's  fecond  marriage-day. 

Count,  Which  better  than  the  firft,  O  dear  heaven 
blefs ! 

Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me,  O  nature,  ceafe ! 

Laf,  Come  on,  my  fon,  in  whom  my  houfe's 
name 

Muft  be  digefted,  give  a  favour  from  you. 
To  fparkle  in  the  fpirits  of  my  daughter, 
That  fhe  may  quickly  come. — By  my  old  beard, 
And  every  hair  that's  on't,  Helen,  that's  dead, 
Was  a  fweet  creature;  fuch  a  ring  as  this. 
The  laft  that  e'er  fhe  took  her  leave  at  court, 
I  faw  upon  her  finger. 
Ber,  Her's  it  was  not. 

King.  Now,  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it ;  for  mine 
eye. 
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While  I  was  fpeaking,  oft  was  faften'd  to't  

This  ring  was  mine  ;  and,  when  I  gave  it  Helen, 
I  bade  her,  if  her  fortunes  ever  ftood 
Neceflity'd  to  help,  that  by  this  token 
1  would  relieve  her :  Had  you  that  craft,  to  reave 
her 

Of  what  fhould  ftead  her  mofh  ? 

Ber,  My  gracious  fovereign, 
Howe'er  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo. 
The  ring  was  never  her's. 

Count.  Son,  on  my  life, 
I  have  feen  her  Vv^ear  it ;  and  fhe  reckon'd  it 
At  her  life's  rate. 

Laf,  I  am  fure,  I  faw  her  wear  it, 

Ber,  You  are  deceiv'd,  my  lord,  fhe  never  faw  it ; 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  paper,  which  contained  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it :  noble  fhe  was,  and  thought 
I  ftood  engag'd:  but  when  1  had  fubfcrib'd 
To  mine  own  fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  honour 
As  fhe  had  made  the  overture,  fhe  ceas'd, 
In  heavy  fatisfaftion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  ring  again. 

King.  Plutus  himfelf, 
That  knows  the  tinft  and  multiplying  medicine, 
Hath  not  in  nature's  myftery  more  fcience. 
Than  I  have  in  this  ring  :  'twas  mine^  'twas  Helen's, 
Whoever  gave  it  you  :  Then,  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  yourfelf, 
Confefs  'twas  her's,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her :  fhe  call'd  the  faints  to  furety, 
That  fhe  would  never  put  it  from  her  finger, 
Unlefs  fhe  gave  it  to  yourfelf  in  bed, 
(Where  you  have  never  come)  or  fent  it  us 
.Upon  her  great  difafter. 

Ber,  She  never  faw  it. 
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King.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  falfely,  as  I  love  mine 
honour ; 

And  mak'ft  conje6lural  fears  to  come  into  me, 
Which  I  would  fain  fluU  out :  If  it  fhould  prove 
That  thou  art  fo  inhuman, — 'twill  not  prove  fo; — 
And  yet  I  know  not : — thou  didft  hate  her  deadly. 
And  fine  is  dead ;  which  nothing,  but  to  clofe 
Pier  eyes  myfelf,  could  win  me  to  believe, 
More  than  to  fee  this  ring, — Take  him  away. 

[Guards feize  Bertram* 
My  fore-paft  proofs,  however  the  matter  fall, 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity, 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little. — Away  with  him  ; — 
We'll  fift  this  matter  further. 

Ber,  If  you  fhall  prove 
This  ring  was  ever  her's,  you  fhall  as  eafy 
Prove  that  I  hufbanded  her  bed  in  Florence, 
Where  yet  fhe  never  was.  [Exit,  Bertram  guarded. 
Enter  a  gentleman. 
King.  I  am  wrapp'd  in  difmal  thinkings, 
Gent.  Gracious  iovereign, 
Whether  I  have  been  toblamiC,  or  no,  I  know  not; 
Plere's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine, 
Who  hath,  for  four  or  five  removes,  come  fhort 
To  tender  itherfelf.     I  undertook  it, 
Vanquifti'd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  fpeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this,  I  know, 
Is  here  attending :  her  bufinefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  vifage,  and  fhe  told  me. 
In  a  fweet  verbal  brief;  it  did  concern 
Your  highnef^j  Vw  ith  herfelf. 

The  King  reads, 
— —Upon  his  many  proteflations  to  marry  me, 
"  when  his  wife  Vv^as  dead.  I  blufh  to  fay  it,  he 
won  me.     Now  is  the  count  RoufiUon  a  wi- 
^  "  dower ;  his  vows  are  forfeited  to  me,  and  my 
"  honour's  paid  to  him.    He  ftole  from  Florence, 
taking  no  leave,  and  I  follow  him  to  his  country 
forjuftice  ;  Grant  it  me,  O  King  ;  in  you  it  bed 


AB  F.       all's  well  that  ends  well.  173 

<^  lies;  otherwife  a  fedvicer  ilourifhes,  and  a  poor 
^*  maid  is  undone. 

"  Diana  Capulet." 
Laf,  I  will  buy  me  a  *  fon-in-law  in  a  fair,  and 
toll  him  :  for  this,  I'll  none  of  him. 

King,  The  heavens  have  thought  well  on  thee, 
Lafeu, 

To  bring  forth  this  difcovery. — -Seek  thefe  fuitors  : 
Go,  fpeedily,  and  bring  again  the  count. — 

Enter  Bertram,  guarded, 
I  am  afraid,  the  life  of  Helen,  lady, 
Was  foully  fnatch'd. 

Count,  Now,  juftice  on  the  doers  [ 
King,  1  wonder,  fir,  fmce  wives  are  monfhers  to 
you, 

And  that  you  fly  them  as  you  fwear  them  lordfhip, 
Yet  you  defire  to  marry.— What  v/oman's  that  ? 
Enter  Widou)  and  Diana, 

Dia,  lam,  my  lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet  ; 
My  fuit,  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know. 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied, 

IVid,  I  am  her  mother,  fir,  whofe  age  and  honour, 
Both  fuifer  under  this  complaint  we  bring. 
And  both  fhall  ceafe,  without  your  remedy. 

King,  Come  hither,  count :  Do  you  know  thefe 
women  ? 

Ber.  My  lord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny 
But  that  1  know  them  :  Do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

Dia,  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrangeiipon  your  wife  ? 

Ber,  She's  none  of  mine,  my  lord. 

Dia,  If  you  fhall  marry. 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine  ; 
You  give  away  heaven's  vows,  and  thofe  are  mine  ; 
You  give  away  myfelf,  which  is  known  mine  ; 
For  I  by  vow  are  fo  embody'd  yours* 
That  fhe,  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me, 
Either  both,  or  none, 
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Laf.  Your  reputation  comes  too  fliort  for  my 
daughter,  you  are  no  hufband  for  her.  [  To  Bertram^^ 

Ber.  My  lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperatc  creature. 
Whom  fometime  I  have  laughed  with  :  let  your 

highnefs 

Lay  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honour, 
Than  for  to  think  that  1  would  fink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill 
to  friend, 

Till  your  deeds  gain  them  :  Fairer  prove  your  honour. 
Than  in  my  thought  it  lies  ! 

Dia.  G  ood  my  lord, 
K\k  him  upon  his  oath^  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  my  virginity. 

Kivg.  What  fay'fl  thou  to  her  ? 

Ber,  She's  impudent,  my  lord  : 
And  was  a  common  gamefter  to  the  camp. 

Dia,  He  does  me  wrong,  my  lord  ;  if  I  were  fo, 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  prige  : 
Do  not  believe  him  :  O,  behold  this  ring, 
Whofe  high  refpeft,  and  rich  validity, 
Did  lack  a  parallel :  yet,  for  all  that, 
He  gave  it  to  a  comanoner  o'the  camp, 
Jf  1  be  one. 

Count,  He  blufhes,  and  'tis  it  : 
Of  fix  preceding  anceftors,  that  gem 
Conferr'd  by  teftament  to  the  fequent  iffue, 
Hath  it  been  ow'd,  and  worn.    This  is  his  wife; 
I'hat  ring's  a  thoufand  proofs. 

King,  Methought  you  faid, 
You  faw  one  here  in  court  could  witnefs  it. 

,Dia,  1  did,  my  lord,  but  loth  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  inflrument  *,  his  name's  Parolles. 

Laj.  1  faw  the  man  to-day,  if  man  he  be. 

King.  Find  himi,  and  bring  him  hither, 

Ber,  What  of  him  ? 
He's  quoted  for  a  moft  perfidious  Have, 
With  all  the  fpots  o'the  world  tax'd  and  debofb'd  ; 
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Whofe  nature  fickens  but  to  fpeak  a  truth  : 
^Am  I  or  tViat,  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter, 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 

King,  She  hath  that  ring  of  yours. 

Ber,  I  think,  flie  has :  certain  it  is,  I  lik'd  her. 
And  boarded  her  i'  the  w  inton  way  of  youth  : 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  for  me. 
Madding  my  eagernels  v/ith  her  reftraint, 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy's  courfe, 
Arc  motives  of  more  fancy  ;  and,  in  fine, 
Her  infuit  coming  with  her  modern  grace, 
Subdu'd  me  to  her  rate:  fhe  got  the  ring; 
And  1  had  that,;  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market  price  have  bought, 

'Dia.  I  mud  be  patient ; 
You,  that  turn'd  off  a  hrflfo  noble  wife, 
May  juflly  diet  me.    I  pray  you  vet, 
(Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  hufband) 
Send  for  your  ring,  I  will  return  it  home. 
And  give  me  mine  again, 

Ber,  I  have  it  not. 

King,  What  ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia.  Sir,  much  like 
The  fame  upon  your  finger. 

Kijig,  Know  you  this  ring?  this  ring  was  his 
of  late. 

Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 
King,  The  flory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 
Oat  of  acafement. 

Dia,  I  have  fpoke  the  truth. 

Enter  ParoUes, 

Ber,  My  lord,  I  do  confefs,  the  ring  was  hers, 
King,  You  boggle  fhrewdly,  ev^ery  feather  flarts 
you.— 

Is  this  the  man  you  fpeak  of? 
Dia.  It  is,  my  lord. 

King.  Tell  me,  firrah,  but  tell  me  tru:,  I  charge 
you, 
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Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  mafter, 

(Which,  onyourjaft  proceeding  I'll  keep  ofF) 

By  him,  and  by  tliis  woman  here,  what  know  you  ? 

Par,  So  pleafe  your  majefly,  my  mafher  hath 
been  an  honourable  gentleman  ;  tricks  he  hath  had 
in  him,  which  gentlemen  have. 

King,  Come,  come,  to  tlic  purpofe  ;  Did  he  love 
this  woman  ? 

Par,  'Faith,  hr,  he  did  love  her  ;  But  how  ? 

King.  How,  I  pray  you  ? 

Par.  He  did  love  her,  fir,  as  a  gentleman  loves  a 
woman. 

King.  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her,  fir,  and  lov'd  her  not. 

King,  As  thou  art  a  knave,  and  no  knave  : — 
What  an  equivocal  companion  is  this  ? 

Par.  1  am  a  poor  man,  and  at  your  mnjefly's 
command. 

Laf,  He's  a  good  drum,  my  lord,  but  a  naughty 
orator. 

Dia.  Do  you  know,  he  promis'd  mc  marriage  ? 

Par.  'Faith,  L  know  more  than  I'll  fpe^k. 

King.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'ft  ? 

Par,  Yes,  fo  it  pleafe  your  majefly  :  I  did  go  be- 
tween them,  as  I  faid ;  but  more  than  that,,  he 
lov'd  her. — for,  indeed,  he  was  mad  for  her,  and 
talk'd  of  Satan,  and  of  limbo,  and  of  furies,  and  I 
know  not  what :  yet  I  was  in  that  credit  with  them 
at  that  time,  that  I  kilew  of  their  going  to  bed; 
and  of  other  motions,  as  promifing.  her  marriage, 
and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill  will  to  fpeak 
of,  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  What  I  know. 

King»  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou 
canft  fay  they  are  marry 'd  :  But  thou  art  too  fine 
in  thy  evidence;  therefore  ftand  afide. — This  ring, 
you  fay,  was  yours  ? 

Dia.  Ay,  rny  good  lord. 

King,  Where  did  you  buy  it?  or  who  gave  it 
you  ? 
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Did,  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  I  buy  it. 

King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 

Dia,  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

King,  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 

Dia,  I  found  it  not. 

King,  If  it  were  youfs  by  none  of  all  thefs  ways, 
How  could  you  give  it  him? 
Did.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf,  This  woman's  an  eafy  glove,  my  lord ;  fhe 
goes  off  and  on  at  pleafure. 

King.  The  ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft  wife. 

Dia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  aught  I  know. 

King.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now  ; 

To  prifon  with  her  ;   And  away  with  him.  

Unlefs  thou  tell'ft  me  w^here  thou  hadft  this  ring. 
Thou  dieft  within  this  hour. 

Dia.  I'll  never  tell  you. 

King.  Take  her  away. 

Dia.  I'll  put  in  bail,  my  liege. 

King.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  cuftomer. 

Dia,  By  Jove,  if  ever  I  knew  man,  'twas  you. 

King.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this 
while  ? 

Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty  ; 

He  knows,  I  am  no  maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't; 

I'll  fwear,  I  am  a  maid,  and  he  knows  not. 

Great  king,  I  am  no  ftrumpet,  by  my  life ; 

I  am  either  maid,  or  elfe  this  old  man's  wife. 

[^Pointing  to  [.afeu. 
King.  She  does  abufe  our  ears  ;  to  prifon  with  her, 
Dia,  Good  mother,  fetch  my  bail. — Stay,  royal 
fir:  [Exit  Widozo. 

The  jeweller,  that  owes  the  ring,  is  fent  for, 

And  he  fhall  furety  me.    But  for  this  lord, 

[_To  Bertram. 

Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himlelf, 

Though  yet  he  never  harm'd  me,  here  I  quit  him  : 

He  knows  himfclf,  my  bed  lie  hath  dcfil'd  ; 

And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child  : 
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Dead  though  fliehe,  (lie  feels  her  young  one  kick. 
So  there's  rny  riddle,  One,  that's  dead,  is  quick. 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Re-enter  Widozu,  zvith  Helena, 

King,  Is  there  no  exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  office  of  mine  eyes? 
Is't  real,  that  I  fee  ? 

Hel.  No,  my  good  lord  ; 
'Tis  but  a  fhadowof  a  wife  you  fee, 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Ber.  Both,  both  ;  oh,  pardon  ! 

J/eL  Oh,  my  good  lord,  when  I  was  like  this 
m.aid, 

I  found  you  wondrous  kind.    There  is  your  ring, 
And,  look  you,  here's  your  letter  ;  This  it  fays, 
When  from  mv finger  you  can  get  this  ring^ 
And  are  by  me  with  child,  Sec, — This  is  done  : 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 
Ber.  If  fhe  my  liegG,  can  make  me  know  this 
clearly, 

111  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

Bel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue, 
Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you  ! 
O,  my  dear  mother,  do  I  fee  you  living? 

[To  the  Count e/s» 

Laf,  Mine  eyes  fmell  onions,  I  fliall  weep  anon, 
i — Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  handkerchief ;  ^To 
Parolles,']  So,  I  thank  thee  ;  w^ait  on  me  home,  I'll 
make  fport  with  thee  :  Let  thy  courtefies  alone,  they 
are  fcurvy  ones. 

King,  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  ftory  know. 

To  make  the  even  truth  in  pleafure  flow  :  

If  thou  be'ft  yet  a  frefh  uncropped  flow^er, 

[T(9  Diana, 

Chufe  thou  thy  hufband,  and  I'll  pay  thy  dower; 
For  I  can  guefs,  that,  by  thy  honcfh  aid, 

Thou  kept'ft  a  wife  herfelf,  thyfelf  a  maid,  > 

Of  th?*t,  and  ail  the  progrefs,  more  and  lefs, 
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Rcfolvedly  more  leifure  {liall  exprcfs  ; 
All  yet  feems  well ;  and,  if  it  end  fo  meet, 
The  bitter  paft,  more  welcome  is  the  fwect. 

Advancing  ; 

The  hinges  a  beggar^  vow  the  play  is  done  : 
All  is  well  ended,  if  this  fait  be  won, 
That  you  exprefs  content  j  which  we  will  pay  ^ 
With  ftrije  to  pleafe  you,  day  exceeding  day  ; 
Ours  be  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts  ; 
Your  gentle  hands  lend  us,  and  take  our  hearts, 

[Exeunt. 


NOTE. 

This  play  has  many  delightful  fcenes,  though  not  fuflici- 
ently  probable,  and  fome  happy  charadlers,  though  not  new, 
nor  produced  by  any  deep  knowledge  of  human  nature. 
Par9lles  is  a  boafler  and  a  coward,  fuch  as  has  always  been 
the  fport  of  the  ftage,  but  perhaps  never  raifed  more  laugh- 
ter or  contempt  than  in  ths  hands  o{ Shakfpeare. 

I  cannot  reconcile  my  heart  to  Bertram ;  a  man  noble 
without  generolity,  and  young  without  truth ;  who  marries 
Helen  as  a  coward,  and  leaves  her  as  a  profligate  :  when  llie 
is  dead  by  his  unkindnefs,  fneaks  home  to  a  fecond  marri- 
age, is  accufed  by  a  woman  whom  he  has  wronged,  de- 
fends himfelf  by  falfliood,  and  is  difmilTed  to  happinefs. 

The  ftory  Bertram  and  Diana  has  been  told  before  of 
Mariana  and  Angela,  and,  to  confefs  the  truth,  fcarcely 
n*erited  to  be  heard  a  fecond  time. 


THE  END. 


TWELFTH-NIGH  T: 

OR, 

WHAT  TOU  WILL. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


OrfinOy  Duke  of  Illyria. 

Sebajlian^  a  young  gentleman,  .brother  to  Viola, 
y^ntonio,  a  lea-captain,  friend  to  Sebafhian. 

Valentine^  \  Gentlemen  attending  on  the  Duke. 

Curio,      J  ^ 

Sir  Toby  BeL'h,  uncle  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrezv  Ague-cheeky  a  foolifh  knight,  pretending 

to  Olivia. 
A  Sea-Captain,  friend  to  Viola. 
Fabian^  fervapt  to  Olivia. 
Malvolio,  a  fantaftical  fleward  to  Olivia. 
Clown,  fervant  to  Olivia. 

Olivia^  a  lady  of  great  beauty  and  fortune,  belov'd 

by  the  Duke. 
Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke. 
flJaria^  Olivia's  Woman. 


Prieft,  Sailors,  OfHcers,  and  other  Attendants,' 


Scene,  a  City  on  the  Coafh  of  Illyria. 


TWELFTH-NIGHT: 


OR, 

WHAT  YOU  WILL. 

—  ■■■iMTjamimw  

ACT      I.        SCENE  L 
The  Duke's  Palace, 
Enter  the  Duke,  Curio,  and  Lords, 

jDw^e.TF  mufic  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on, 

X  Give  me 'excefs  of  it;  that,  furfciting, 

The  appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die.  ■ 

That  ftraui  again  ; — it  had  a  dying  fall : 

O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  fweet  fouth, 

That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 

Stealing,  and  giving  odour. — Enough  ;  no  more  ; 

*Tis  not  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 

O  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  frefti  art  thou : 

That,  notwithftanding  thy  capacity 

Receiveth  as  the  fea,  nought  enters  there. 

Of  what  validity  and  pitch  foever. 

But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 

Even  in  a  minute  !  fo  full  of  fhapes  is  fancy. 

That  it  alone  is  high-fantaflical. 

Cur,  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord  ? 

Duke,  What,  Curio? 

Cur,  The  hart. 

Duke,  Why,  fo  I  do,  the  noble  ft  that  I  have-: 
O,  when  my  eyes  did  lee  Olivia  firft, 
Metliought  fhe  purg'd  the  air  of  peftilence  : 
That  inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  hart ; 
And  my  defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds, 
E'er  fince  purfue  me. — How  now  ?  what  news 
from  her  ? 
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Enter  Valentine. 

VaL  So  pleafe  my  lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
But  from  her  hand-maid  do  return  this  anfwer; 
The  elemxent  itfelf,  till  feven  years  hence. 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view  ; 
But,  like  a  cloifhrers,  fhc  will  veiled  walk, 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-ofFending  brine :  all  this,  to  feafon 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  fhe  would  keep  frefli, 
And  lafHng,  in  her  fad  remembrance. 

Duke.  O,  fhe,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame. 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother, 
How  will  fhe  love,  when  the  rich  golden  fhaft 
Hath  kiird  the  flock  of  all  affeftions  elfe 
That  live  in  her  !  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart, 
Thefe  fovereign  thrones^  are  all  fupply'd,  and  fill'd, 
(Her  fwcet  perfeftions)  with  one  felf-fame  king  ! — 
Away  before  me  to  fweet  beds  of  flowers ; 
Lovc-thoughts  lie  rich,  when  canopy'd  with  bowers. 

[_Exeunt^ 

SCENE  n. 

The  Street. 
Enter  Viola,  a  Captain^  and  Sailors, 
V20.  What  country,  friends,  is  this? 
Cap.  This  is  Ulyria,  lady. 
Vio,  And  what  fhould  I  do  in  Illyria  ? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Eiyfium. 

Perchance,  he  is  not  drown'd  : — What  think  you, 
fiilors  ? 

Cap.  It  is  perchance  that  you  your felf  were  fa v'd. 
Vio,  O  my  poor  brother !  andfo,  perchance,  may 
he  be. 

Cap.  True,  madam  ;  and,  to  comfort  you  with 
chance, 

Afiure  yourfelf,  after  our  fliip  did  fpHt, 

When  you,  and  that  poor  number  fav'd  with  you. 

Hung  on  yo^'ur  driving  boat.  I  faw  your  brother, 
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Mod  provident  in  peril,  bind  himfclf 
(Couraoe  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  praftice) 
To  a  fhrong  mail;,  that  liv*d  upon  the  Tea  ; 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back, 
I  law  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves. 
So  long  as  I  could  fee. 

Vio.  For  faying  io,  there's  gold  : 
Mine  own  efcape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope, 
Whereto  thy  fpeccJi  ferves  for  authority, 
The  like- of  him.     Know' ft  thou  thi*;  countr  /  ? 

Cap,  Ay,  madam,  Vv^ell ;  for  I  was  bred  and  borii 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Vio.  Who  governs  here  ? 

Cap,  A  noble  duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 

Vio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cup.  Orfmo. 

Vio,  Oruno!  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him: 
lie  was  a  batclielor  then. 

Cap,  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late  : 
For  but  a  month  ago  I  went  from  hence  ; 
And  then  'twas  frefii  in  miirmur,  (as,  you  knv)vv^j 
What  great  ones  do,  the  le4s  will  prattle  ofj 
That  he  did  feek  the  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

I  'io .  W 1 1  a  t '  s  fn  e  ? 

Cip,  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daugliter  of  a  cmnt 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve-month  fincc  :  tlien  leaving 
her 

Tn  the  protection  of  h'sfon,  her  brother, 
Who  fhortly  al fo  dy'd  :  for  whofe  dear  love, 
They  fay,-  fhe  hath  abjar'd  the  fight 
And  company  of  men. 

Vio,  O,  that  I  ferv'dthat  lady; 
And  might  not  be  deliver'd  to  the  world, 
*Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellow. 
What  my  eftate  is  ! 

Cap,  That  were  hard  to  compafs  ; 
Recaufe  flie  will  admit  no  kind  of  fair, 
No,  not  the  duke's. 
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Vio,  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain  ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution,  yet  cf  thee 
I  will  believe,  thou  had  a  mind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  chara6ler. 
I  pr:iy  thee,  and  I  'll  pay  thee  bounteoulLy, 
Conceal  ine  what  I  am  ;  and  be  my  aid 
For  fuch  difguife  as,  haply,  fhall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.     I'll  ferve  this  duke-; 
Thou  ViKih  prefent  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him, 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains  ;  for  I  can  fing, 
And  fpeak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  mufic, 
That  v.'ill  allov/  me  very  worth  his  fervice. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit  : 
Only  drape  thou  thy  (ilcnce  to  my  wit. 

C(i,p,  Bo  you  liis  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be; 
Wlicn  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee  I 

Vio,  I  thank  thee :  Lead  me  on. 

SCENE  III. 

Olivia  s  Hoiife, 
EnHr  Sir  Toby^  and  Maria, 

Sir  To.  W^hat  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to  take 
the  death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  lam  fure,  Care's  an 
enemy  to  life. 

Mar,  By  my  troth,  Sir  Toby,  you  mufl  come  in 
earlier  o'  nights;  your  coufm,  my  lady,  takes  great 
exceptions  to  your  ill  hours. 

Szr  To,  Why,  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 

Mar,  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  youjielf  within 
t]ic  mcdeft  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To,  Connne?  I'll  confinemyfelf  no  finer  than 
I  am :  thefe  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in, 
and  fo  be  thefe  boots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let  them 
hang  themfelves  in  their  own  ftraps. 

Mar,  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you  : 
1  heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yefterday  ;  and  of  a  fool- 
ifh  knightj  that  you  brought  in  one  night  herej  to 
lae  her  WQoer, 
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Sir  To,    Who  ?  Sir  Andrew  Ague- cheek  ? 
Mar,  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To,  He's  as  tall  a  m:m  as  any's  in  Illyria, 

Mar.  What's  that  to  the  purpofe  ? 

Sir  To.  Whv,  hz^  <>   i  ^u  f:e  i-houmnd  ducats  a  year. 

Mar,  Ay.  b'.  ■  i  i  - ' :  • "  w,  „  a  y^.?, r  i  n  al  1  thele  du- 
cats ;  he's  d   -e.  '    ?.r»<l  a        I'g  •. 

Sir  To,  l  -  '  '  •  V  'I  :  V  •  ^!  •  pl'iys  o'  th* 
viol-d.^-ga.n'         ^.  ^/.r  foar  langua^^es 

word  f^r  '  •  _i  hath  all  the  good 

gifts  of  n  ' 

M'7r.     ;  — almofh  natural :  for,  be- 

fides  iliai  K  "s  a  great  quarrcll^r;  and, 

but  that  h  !    .  ^      Fc  of  a  coward  to  allay  the 

gufl:  he  h?rh  in  qu-u-rejling,  'tis  thought  among  the 
prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To,  By  this  hand,  they  are  fcoundrels,  and 
fubtra£tor3,  that  fay  fo  of  hiin.     Who  are  they  ? 

A^ar,  They  that  add,  moreover,  he's  drunk  night- 
ly in  your  company. 

Sir  To,  With  drinking  healths  to  my  niece;  I'll 
drink  to  her,  as  long  as  there's  a  paffage  in  my 
throat,  and  drink  in  Illyria.  He's  a  coward,  and  a 
coyflril,  that  will  not  drink  to  my  niece^  till  his 
brains  turn  o  'the  toe  like  a  parifh-top.  What, 
wench  ?  Cafllliano  volgo  ;  for  here  comes  Sir 
Andrew  Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  .-fjidrew. 

Sir  .4nd,  Sir  Toby  Belch  1  how  now,  Sir  Toby 
Belch  ? 

Sir  To,  Sweet  fir  Andrew  \ 

Sir  And,  Blefs  you,  fair  flirew. 

Mar.  And  you  too,  fir. 

Sir  To,  Accoft,  fir  Andrew,  accofl;. 

Sir  And,  What's  that  ? 

Sir  To,  My  niece's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  Good  midfefs  Accoft,  I  dcfiie  better 
acquaintance. 
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Mar,  My  name  is  Marv,  fir. 

Sir  And,  Good  Mrs.  M:ary  Accoft,  • 

Sir  To.  You  miR:ike,  knight:  accoft,  is,  front 
her,  board  her,  woo  her,  p.ilail  her. 

Sir  And,  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her 
in  this  companr.     Is  that  the  meaning  of  accoft? 

niar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  An  thou  let  part  fo,  ftr  Andrew,  would 
thou  might 'ft  never  draw  I  word  again. 

Sir  And,  An  you  part  fo,  miftrefs,  I  would  I 
might  never  draw  fword  again  !  Fair  latly,  do  you 
think  you  have  fools  in  hand  ? 

3lar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry^  but  you  fnall  have  ;  and  here*s 
my  hand. 

Mar.  Nov/,  fir,  thought  is  free  :  I  pray  you, 
bring  vour  hai-sd  to  the  buttery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And,  Wherefore,  fweet-heart  ?  what's  your 
metaphor  ? 

Mar,  It's  dry,  fir. 

Sir  And,  Why,  I  think  fo  ;  I  am  not  fuch  an 
afs,  but  1  can  keep  myhanddrv.  But  vv'hat's  your 
jeft  ? 

Mar,  A  dry  jeft,  fir. 
Sir  And,  Are  you  full  of  them? 
Mar.  Ay,  fir;  I  have  them, at  my  fingers'  ends  : 
jiiarry,  now  I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren. 

'^Exit  Maria, 

Sir  To,  O  kmight,  thou  lack'ft.  a  cup  of  canary; 
When  did  I  lee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think;  unlefs 
you  fee  canary  put  me  down  :  Methinks,  fometimes 
I  have  no  more  wit  than  a  chriftian^,  or  an  ordinary 
man  has  :  but  I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I 
believe,  that  does  harm  to  m.y  wit. 

Sir  To,  No  queftion. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought,  tlirt,  I'd  forfvvc:ir  it,  I'll 
I'ide  home  to-morrovv^,  fir  Toby. 
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Sir  To.  Pourquoy^  my  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  Is  pourqnov  f  do,  or  not  do  ?  I 
would  I  had  beftowed  that  lime  in  the  tongues, 
that  1  have  in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting : 
O,  had  I  but  follovv'd  the  arts! 

Sir  To.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  head 
of  hair. 

Sir  And,  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

Sir  To.  Faft  queflion  for  thou  feeft,  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature. 

Sir.  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't 
not  ? 

Sir  To.  Excellent !  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diftaff ; 
and  I  hope  to  fee  a  houlewife  take  thee  between 
her  leg?,  and  fpin  it  oft. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  1*11  home  to-morrow.  Sir  Toby  : 
your  niece  will  not  be  fsen ;  or,  if  flie  be,  it's  four 
to  one  fne'll  none  of  me;  the  count  himlelf,  here 
hard  by,  wooes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'  the  count ;  fhe'll  not  match 
above  her  degree,  neither  in  eftate,  years,  nor  wit  ; 
I  have  heard  her  iwear  it.  Tut,  there's  life  in't, 
man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  uay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fel- 
low o'  the  flrangeil  mind  i"  the  world  ;  I  delight 
in  mafquc;-:  ^rriJ  revels  fometimes  altogether. 

Sir  To.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fliaws, 
knight  ? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  lUyria,  whatfoever  he 
be,  under  the  degree  of  my  betters ;  and  yet  I  will 
not  compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What,  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard, 
knight? 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And,  1  think,  I  have  the  back-trick~, 
fimply  as  flrong  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 
.  Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  theic  things  hid  ?  where- 
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fore  have  thefe  gifts  a  curtain  before  them?  Are 
they  like  to  take  daft,  like  miftreCs  Mall's  pifturc  ? 
why  cloPc  thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and 
come  lio^Tie  in  a  coranto  ?  My  very  walk  fliould  be 
a  jig  'i  I  would  not  io  much  as  make  water,  but  in 
a  hnk-a-pace.  What  dc^^ft  thou  mean  ?  is  it  a 
world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  1  did  think,  by  the 
excellent  conftitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  form'd 
i:jnder  the  ftar  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  'tis  flrong,  and  it  does  indifPercnt 
well  in  a  flame-colour'd  fhock.  Shall  we  fet  about 
fome  revels  ? 

Sir  To,  What  fhall  wx  do  elfe  ?  were  wq  not 
born  under  Taurus  ? 

Sir  And,  Taurus?  that's  fides  and  heart.. 

Sir  Jo.  No,  hr ;  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  mc 
fee  the  caper  :  ha  !  higher  :  ha,  ha  !~-^excellent ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Palace, 
Enter  Valentine  and  Viola  in  man*s  attire, 
VaL  If  the  duke  continues  thefe  favours  towards 
you,  Cefario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanc'd  ; 
he  hath  known  you  but  three  days,  and  already  you 
are  no  ftranger. 

Vio,  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negli- 
gence, that  you  call  in  queftion  the  continuance  of 
his  love:  Is  he  inconftaut,  fir,  in  his  favours  ? 
VaL  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke^  Curio,  and  Attendants, 
Vio,  I  thank  you.    Here  comes  the  count. 
Duke,  Who  faw  Cefario,  ho  ? 
Vio,  On  your  attendance,  my  lord  :  here* 
Duke,  Stand  you  a-v^^hile  aloof.—Cefario, 
Thou  know'fl:  no  leis  but  all ;  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  tlie  book  even  of  m,y  fecret  foul  : 
Therefore,  good  youth,  addrcfs  thy  gait  unto  her; 
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Be  not  deny'd  accefs,  (land  at  her  doors, 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  fhall  grow, 
^Till  thou  have  audience. 

Via.  Sure,  my  noble  lord, 
If  fhe  be  fo  ^bandon'd  to  her  forrow 
As  it  is  fpokc,  fhe  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  dl  civil  bounds, 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Vio,  Say,  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  lord  :  What 
then  ? 

Duke,  O,  then,  unfold  the  paffion  of  my  love; 
Surprize  her  with  difcourfe  of  my  dear  faith : 
It  fhall  become  thee  well  to  a6t  my  woes; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  nuncio  of  more  grave  arpe6l, 

Vio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  lord. 

Duke*  Dear  lad,  believe  it ; 
For  they  fliall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years, 
That  fav,  thou  art  a  man  :  Diana's  lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth,  and  rubious  ;  thy  fmall  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  fhrill,  and  found, 
And  all  is  femblative  a  woman's  part 
I  know,  thy  conftellation  is  right  apt 
"For  this  aifair  : — fome  four,  or  five,  attend  him  ; 
All,  if  you  will  ;  for  I  myfelf  am  beft, 
When  lead  in  company  : — Profper  well  in  this, 
And  thou  fhalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine, 

Vio.  I'll  do  my  beft, 
To  woo  your  lady :   [^Exit  Duke.^   yet,  a  barrful 
ftrife  : 

Whoe'er  I  woo,myfelf  would  be  his  wife,  \_Exeunt, 
SCENE  V, 

Olivia^ s  Houfc. 
Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 
Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been, 
or  I  will  not  open  my  lips  fo  wide  as  a  briftle  may 
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enter  in  way  of  thy  excufe :  my  lady  will  hang 
thee  for  thy  abfence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me;  he,  that  is  well  hang'd 
in  this  world,  needs  fear  no  colours. 

Mar,  Make  that  good. 

Clo»  He  fhall  fee  none  to  fear. 

Mar,  A  good  lenten  anfwcr :  I  can  tell  thee 
where  that  faying  was  born,  of,  1  fear  no  colours. 

Clo,  Where,  good  miftrefs  Mary  ? 

Mar,  In  the  wars  i  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to 
fay  in  your  foolery. 

Clo,  Well,  God  give  them  wiidom  that  have  it ; 
and  thofe  that  are  fools,  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd,  for  beinor  fo  long 
abfent,  or  be  turn'daway  :  Is  not  that  as  good  as  a 
hanging  to  you  ? 

Clo,  Marry,  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  mar- 
riage ;  and,  for  turning  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar,  You  are  refolutc  then  ? 

Clo,  Not  fo  neither  ;  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two 
points. 

Mar,  That,  if  one  break,  the  other  will  hold  ; 
or,  if  both  break,  your  gafkins  fall. 

Clo,  Apt,  in  good  faith  ;  very  apt  !  Well,  go 
thy  way  ;  if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou 
wert  as  witty  a  piece  of  Eve's  fiefh  as  any  in  Jllyria, 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  of  that ;  here 
comes  my  lady  :  m^ke  your  excufe  wifely,  you  were 
be  ft.  [Exit, 
Enter  Olivia  and  Malvolio, 

Clo,  Wit,  an't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good 
fooling  !>  Thofe  wits,  that  think  they  have  thee,  do 
very  oft  prove  fools  ;  and  I,  that  am  fure  I  lack 
thee,  may  pafs  for  a  wife  man  :  For  what  fays 
Quinapalus  ?  Better  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolifh  wit. 
 God  blefs  thee,  lady  ! 

Oil,  Take  the  fool  away. 

Clo,  ]3o  you  not  hcar^  follows  ?  take  away  the 
lady. 
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Oli.  Go  to,  you're  a  dry  fool ;  I'll  no  more  of 
you  :  befides,  you  grow  diflionefl. 

Clo,  Two  faults,  Madonna,  that  drink  and  good 
counfel  will  amend  :  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink, 
then  is  the  fool  not  dry ;  bid  the  dirhoneft  man 
mend  himfelf ;  if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dif- 
honeft;  if  he  CLinnot,  let  the  botcher  mend  him: 
Any  thing  that's  mended,  is  but  patched  :  virtue, 
that  tranfgreffes,  is  but  patch'd  Vv^ith  fin;  and  fm, 
that  amends,  is  but  patch'd  with  virtue:  If  that 
this  fimple  fyllogifm'will  ferve.  f o ;  if  it  will  not, 
what  remedy  ?  As  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but  ca- 
lamity, fo  beauty's  a  flower: — the  lady  bade  take 
avyay  the  fool ;  therefore,  I  fay  again,  take  her  away. 

Oil.  Sir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 

Clo,  Mifpriiion  in  the  higheft  degree  ! — Lady, 
Cucullus  non  facit  Vrionachum  ;  that's  as  much  as  to 
fay,  I  wear  not  motly  in  my  brain.  Good  Madonna, 
s;ive  me  leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli,  Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo,  Dextero'jfly,  good  Madonna* 

Oli.  Make  your  proof. 

Clo,  I  mxuR  catechize  ycu  for  it.  Madonna  ; 
Good  my  moule  of  vh'tue,  anfwer  me. 

Oil,  Weil,  fir,  for  want  of  other  idlcnefs,  I'll 
bide  your  proof. 

Clo,  Good  Madonna,  v/hy  mourn'ft  thou  ? 

Oli,  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo,  I  think  his  foul  is  in  hell,  Madonna. 

Oli,  I  know  his  foul  is  in  lieaven,  fooL 

Clo,  The  more  fool  you,  Madonna,  to  mourn  for 
your  brother's  foul  being  in  lieaven. — Take  away 
the  fool,  gentlemen. 

^.Oli.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio  ?  doth 
lie  not  mend. 

Mai.  Yes ;  and  fhall  do,  till  the  pangs  of  death 
{he^z  him:  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wife,  doth 
ever  make  the  better  iool. 
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Clo,  Qod  fend  you,  fir,  a  fpeedy  infirmity,  for 
the  better  increafmg  your  folly  !  Sir  Toby  will  be 
fworn,  that  I  am  no  fox  :  but  he  will  not  pafs  his 
word  for  two-pence  that  you  arc  no  fool. 

OH,  How  fay  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  I  marvel  your  ladyfliip  takes  delight  in  fuch 
a  barren  rafcal ;  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  day 
with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than 
a  fhonc :  Look  you  nov/,  he's  out  of  his  guard  al- 
ready ;  unlefs  you  laugh  and  minifler  occafion  to 
him.  he  is  gagg'd.  I  proteft,  I  take  thefe  wife  men, 
that  crow  fo  at  thefe  fet  kind  of  fcols,  no  better 
than  the  fools'  zanies. 

Oil,  O,  you  are  fick  of  felf-love,  Malvolio,  and 
tafte  with  a  diflemper'd  appetite :  to  be  generous, 
guiltlefs,  and  of  free  difpofition,  is  to  take  thofe 
things  for  bird-bolts,  that  you  deem  cannon-bullets  : 
There  is  no  flandcr  in  an  allow'd  fool,  though  he 
do  nothing  but  rail  ;  nor  no  railing  in  a  known 
difcreet  man,  though  he  do  nothing  but  reprove, 

Clo,  Now  mercury  indue  thee  with  leafing,  for 
thou  fpeak'ft  well  of  fools  ! 

Enter  Maria, 

Mar,  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  gentlc- 
rr.an  much  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

OH.  From  the  count  Orfmo,  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam  ;  'tis  a  fair  young  man, 
and  well  attended. 

Oil.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 

Mar,  Sir  Toby,  m^adam,  your  kinfman. 

OIL  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you  ;  he  fpeaks  nothing 
but  madman;  Fie  on  him  !  Go  you  Malvolio;  if  it 
be  a  fuit  from  the  count,  I  am  fick,  or  net  at  home  ; 
what  you  will,  to  difmifs  it.  \^Exit  Malvclio.^ 
Now  you  fee,  fir,  how  your  fooling  grows  eld,  and 
people  difiike  it. 

Clo,  Thou  hafl  fpoke  for  us,  Madonna,  as  if  thy 
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eldeft  Ton  fhouldbe  a  fool  ;  whofc  fcull  Jove  cram 
with  brains,  for  here  comes  one  of  thy  kin  has  a  mod 
weak  pia  'mater ! 

Enter  Sir  Toby, 

Oli.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk. — What  is  he 
at  the  gate,  coufin  ? 

Sir  To,  A  gentleman. 

Oil.  A  gentleman  ?  What  gentleman  ? 

Sir  To.  'Tis  a  gentleman  here— A  plague  o'tliafe 
pickle-herring! — How  now,  fot  ? 

Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby,  

Oli,  CouHn,  coufin,  how  have  you  com^  fo  early 
by  this  lethargy  ? 

Sir  To.  Lechery !  I  defy  lechery :  There's  one 
at  the  gate. 

Oli,  Ay,  marry  ;  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,  I  care 
not;  give  me  faith,  fay  1,  Well,  it's  all  one.  [^Exit* 

Oli.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo,  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman  : 
one  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool  ;  the  fecond 
mads  him    and  a  third  drowns  him. 

Oli.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  coroner,  and  let  him 
fit  o'  my  coz ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink, 
he's  drown'd  :  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet.  Madonna  ;  and  the  fool 
fliall  look  to  the  madman.  [^Exit  Clozon. 

Re-enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  fwears  he  will 
fpeak  with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  hck ;  he 
4:akes  on  him  to  underftand  fo  much,  and  there- 
fore comes  to  fpeak  with  you  :  I  told  him  you 
were  afleep  :  he  feems  to  have  a  fore-knowledge  of 
that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you. 
What  is  to  be  faid  to  him,  lady  ?  he's  fortified 
Bgainfl  any  denial. 
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OH,  Tell  him.  he  fliall  not  Tpeak  with  me. 

MaL  He  has  been  told  fo  ;  and  he  fays,  he'll 
ftand  at  your  door  like  a  flieriff's  poft,  and  be  the 
fupporter  to  a  bench,  but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

OH,  What  kind  of  man  is  he  ? 

MaL'  Vv'hy,  of  man  kind. 

OH,  What  manner  of  man  ? 

AlaL  Of  very  ill  manner ;  he'll  fpeak  with  you, 
will  you,  or  no. 

OH.  Of  what  perfon?.ge,  and  years,  is  he  ? 

MaL  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy  ;  as  a  Iquafh  is  before  'tis  a  peai- 
cod,  or  a  codling  when  'tis  almoft  an  apple;  'tis 
with  him  e'en  ftanding  water,  between  boy  and 
man.  He  is  very  well  favour'd,  and  he  fpeaks  ve- 
ry fnrewiflily  :  one  would  think,  his  mother's  miik 
were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

OH.  Let  him  approach  :  Call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

MaL  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [_E^it\ 
Re-enter  Maria. 

OH,  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my 
face  'j  We'll  once  more  hear  Orfino's  embaffy. 
Enter  Viola, 

Vic,  The  honourable  lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is 
■file  ? 

OH.  Speak  to  me,  I  fhall  anfwer  for  her ;  Your 

will  ? 

Vio,  Mofb  radiant,  exqulfue,  and  unmatchable 
beauty.— I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  this  be  the  lady  of 
the  lioufe,  for  I  nev^er  faw  her;  1  would  be  loth 
to  caft  away  my  fpeech  ;  for,  befides  that  it  is  ex- 
cellently well  pcnn'd,  i  have  taken  great  pains  to 
con  it.  '  Good  beauties,  let  me  fuflain  no  fcorn  ;  I 
i*:n  vcrv  comptible,  even  to  the  lead  fmifler  ufage, 

OH,  Whence  came  you,  fir? 

Vio,  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and 
liiat  queiUon's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one, 
cjivG  me  modeft  aifurance,  if  you  be  the  lady  of  the 
houlcj  ii-.at  I  iiiiv  proceed  in  my  fpeech. 
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Oli,  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Vio,  No,  my  profound  heart  :  and  yet,  by  the 
very  fangs  of  malice,  I  fwear,  1  am  not  that  I  play. 
Are  you  the  lady  of  the  houfe  ? 

Oii»  If  I  do  not  ufurp  my  Tel  f,  I  am. 

Vio,  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  Ihe,  you  do  ufurp 
yourfelf;  for  what  is  yours  to  befiow,  is  not  yours 
to  refervc.  But  this  is  from  my  commiHion  :  I  will 
on  with  my  fpeech  in  your  praife,  and  then  fhev/ 
you  the  heart  of  my  mxfTage. 

Oil,  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive 
you  the  praife. 

Vio,  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  fludy  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

Oli,  It  is  the  m.ore  like  to  be  feign'd  ;  I  pray  you, 
keep  it  in.  I  heard,  you  were  faucy  at  my  gates, 
and  allow'd  your  approach,  rather  to  wonder  at  you 
than  to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone  ;  if 
you  have  reafon,  be  brief  :  'tis  not  that  time  of  the 
m.oon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  (o  Ikipping  a  dialogue. 

Mar-,  Will  you  hoift  fail,  fir  ?  here  lies  your  Vv^av. 

Vio,  No,  good  fwahber ;  I  am  to  hull  here  a  lit- 
tle longer. — Some  mollification  for  your  giant,  fvvcet 
lady. 

Oli,  Tell  me  your  mind. 
Vio,  1  am.  a  meflenger. 

Cli,  Sure,  you  have  fom.e  hideou-^  nriiter  to  de- 
liver, wlien  the  courtcfy  of  it  is  fo  fearfcd.  Speak 
your  ofhce. 

Vio.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no  over- 
ture of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage  ;  I  hold  the  olive 
in  my  hand:  my  words  arc  as  full  of  peace  as  matter. 

Oli,  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  arc  you  ? 
what  would  you  ? 

Vio,  The  rudenefs,  that  hath  appear'd  inm^e,  have 
I  learn'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and 
tvhat  I  would,  are  as  fecret  as  maiden-head  :  to  your 
cars,  divinity  ;  to  any  others,  prophanation. 
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Oil.  Give 'US  tlie  place  alone:  [_Exit  Maria.~] 
wc  v/ill  hear  this  divinity.  Now,  lir,  what  is  your 
text?  V 

Vio,  Mod  Tweet  lady.  

Oil,  A  comfortable  doftrine,  and  much  may  be 
faid  of  it.    Where  lies  your  text? 
Vio,  In  Orfmo's  bofom. 

OH.  In  his  bofom  ?  in  what  chapter  of  his  bofom  T 
Vicr.  To  anfwer  by  the  method,  in  the  firfh  of  his 
heart. 

OH,  O,  I  have  read  it ;  it  is  hcrefy.  Have  you 
no  more  to  {^y  ? 

Vio,  Good  madam,  let  me  fee  your  face, 

OH,  Have  you  any  commiflion  from  your  lord  to 
negotiate  with  my  face  ?  you  are  now  out  of  your 
text  :  but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  fhew  you 
the  picture.  Look  you,  fir,  fuch  a  one  I  was  this 
preient  : .  is't  not  well  done?  [Unveiling, 

Vio,  Excelienily  done,  if  God  did  all. 

OH,  'Tis  in  grain,  lir ;  'twill  endure  wind  and 
weather. 

Vio,  'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on  : 
Lady,  you  are  the  crueirft  fhe  alive, 
if  you  will  lead  thcfe  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

OH,  O,  fir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted ;  I  will 
f;ive  out  diver fe  fchedules  of  my  beauty  :  It  ihiall  be 
jiivcntoried  ;  and  every  particle,  andutenfil,  labelled 
to  my  will ;  as,  item,  tv*^o  lips  indifferent  red  ;  item, 
two  grey  eyes,  w^ith  lids  to  them  ;  item,  one  neck, 
one  chin,  and  fo  forth.  Were  you  fent  hither  to 
praife  me  ?  • 

Vio,  I  fee  you  what  you  are  :  you  are  too  proud; 
But,  if  you  were  the  devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  lord  and  mafler  loves  you  :  O,  fuch  love 
Could  be  but  recompensed,  though  you  were  crown'd 
I'he  non-pareil  of  beauty  i 
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OH,  How  does  he  love  me  ? 
Vio.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears. 
With  groans  that  thundej  love,  with  fighs  of  fire. 
OH.  Your  lord  does-lcnow  my  mind,  I  cannot 
Jove  him : 

Yet  I  fuppofe  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  eftate,  of  frePn  and  fhainlefs  youth  ; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant, 
And,  in  dimenfibn,  and  the  fhape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  perlbn  :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him  ; 
He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago. 

Vio,  If  1  did  love  you  in  my  maflcr's  flame, 
With  fuch  a  fuffering,  fuch  a  deadly  life, 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fenie, 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 

OH,  Why,  what  would  you? 

Vio,  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate, 
And  call  upon  my  foul  v;ithin  the  houfc  ; 
Write  royal  cantons  of  contemned  love, 
And  fmg  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night  ; 
Haloo  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills, 
And  make  the  babbling  go  (lip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia  !  O,  you  ihould  not  reft 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  fliould  pity  me. 

OH.,  Y  n-:\  ^  p/i  '.rht  do  much  :  What  is  your  parentage? 

Vio.  Tiy  fortunes,  yet  my  fhate  is  well : 

I  am  a  ^-^i.^i-.  avyn, 

OH,  Get  you  to  my  lord; 
I  cannot  love  him;  let  him  fend  no  more  ; 
Unlefs,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it.     Fare  you  well  : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains  :  fpend  this  for  me. 

Via,  1  am  no  fee'd  poft,  lady  ;  keep  your  purfe  ; 
My  mafber,  net  mylelf,  lacks  recompencc. 
I^ove  makes  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  Pnall  love  ; 
And  In  your  fervour,  hke  my  mafter's,  be 
Flac'd  in  contempt  !  Farcv/ell,  fair  cruelty.  rExit, 
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on.  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  Jiate  is  well  :— 
I  am  a  gentleman, — — I'll  be  fworn  thou  art ; 
Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  aftions,  and  fpirit. 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon : — Not  too  fafl 
foft!  foft! 

Unlefs  the  mailer  were  the  man. — How  now  ? 
Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 
Methinks,  I  feel  this  youth's  perfeftions. 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtle  ftealth, 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.    Well,  let  it  be.—* 

What,  ho,  Malvolio!  

Re-enter  rdalvolio, 

MaL  Here,  madam,  at  your  lervice. 

Oli.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  m.efTenger, 
The  county's  man  ;  he  left  this  ring  behind  him, 
Would  I,  or  not ;  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it, 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord, 
Nor  hold  him  up  wnth  hopes  ;  I  am  not  far  him  : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrov/, 
I'll  give  him  reafons  for't.    Hie  thee,  Malvolio. 

MaL  Madam,  1  will.  [^Exit, 

Oil.  I  do  I  know  not  what  ;  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 
Fate,  fhew  thy  force :  Ourfelves  w^e  do  not  owe  ; 
What  is  decreed,  muff  be;  and  be  this  fo.  [^E.xit* 
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ACT     II.       SCENE  I. 

The  Street, 
Enter  Antonio  a7id  Sebaflian* 
-'/w^T  T  TILL  you  flay  no  longer  ?  nor  will  you 
V  V    not,  that  I  go  v/ith  you  ? 
Seb,  By  your  patience,  no :  my  flars  fliine  dark- 
ly over  me  ;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might,  per- 
haps, diftemper  yours  3  therefore  I  fliall  crave  of 
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you  your  leave,  that  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone:  It 
were  a  bad  rccompence  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of 
them  on  you. 

y^nt.  Let  mc  yet  know  or  you,  whither  you  are 
bound. 

Seb,  No,  in  footh,  fir;  my  determinate  voyage 
is  mere  extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  io 
excellent  a  touch  of  modefty,  that  you  will  not 
extort  from  me  what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in  ; 
therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners  the  rather  to 
exprefs  myfelf :  You  mufh  know  of  me  then,  An- 
tonio, my  name  is  Sebafhian,  which  I  cali'd  Ro- 
dorigo  ;  my  father  was  that  Sebafhian  of  MefTa- 
line,  whorn  1  know  you  have  heard  of.:  he  left 
behind  him,  myfelf,  and  a  (ider,  both  born  in  an 
hour :  If  the  heavens  had  been  pleas'd,  would  we 
had  fo  ended  !  But  you,  fir,  alter'd  that  ;  for,  fome 
hour  before  you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the 
fea,  was  my  fifter  drown'd. 
Ant,  Alas,  the  day  ! 

Seb,  A  lady,  fir,  though  it  was  faid  (he  much  re- 
fembled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful  : 
but,  though  I  could  not,  with  fuch  eflimable  won- 
der, over-far  believe  that,  yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly 
publifh  her,  flie  bore  a  mind  that  envy  could  not 
but  call  fair  :  fhe  is  drown 'd  already,  fir,  with  ialt 
water,  though  1  feem  to  drown  her  remembrance 
again  with  more. 

Ant,  Pardon  me,  fir,  your  bad  entertainment. 
.    Seb,  O  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  vour  trouble. 

Ant.  If  you  will  not  murther  me  for  my  love, 
let  ine  be  your  fervant. 

Seb,  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done, 
J'lat  is,  kill  him  whom  you  have  recover'd,  defire 
*  not.  fare  ye  well  at  once  ;  my  bolbm  is  full  of 
vindnefs;  and  lam  yet  fo  near  the  manners  of 
;ny  mother,  that  upon  the  lead  occaiion  more, 
line  eyes  will  tell  tales  of  me.  1  am  bound  to  the 
^•ant  Orfino's  court  :  farewell.  [^Exi\ 
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'  Ant,  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  gods  go  with  thee  ! 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orfmo's  court, 
P^lfe  would  I  very  fliortly  fee  thee  there  : 
But,  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo, 
That  danger  fhall  feem  fport,  and  I  will  go.  \_Exit, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolioy  at  feveral  doors. 

Mat,  Were  not  you  even  now  with  the  count- 
cfs  Olivia  ? 

Vio,  Even  now,  fir  ;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have 
fmce  arrived  but  hither. 

MaL  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  fir  ;  you  might 
have  faved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it  away 
yourfelf.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fhould  put 
your  lord  into  a  defperate  affurance  fhe  will  none 
of  him  :  And  one  thing  more ;  that  you  be  never 
fo  hardy  to  come  again  in  his  afFairs,  unlefs  it  be  to 
report  your  Lord's  taking  of  this.    Receive  it  fo. 

Vio,  She  took  the  ring  of  me,  I'll  none  of  it. 

Mai,  Come,  fir,  you  peevifhly  threw  it  to  her; 
and  her  will  is,  it  fhould  l3e  return'd  :  If  it  be  worth 
/looping  for,  there  it  lies  in  your  eye  ;  if  not,  be 
it  his  that  finds  it.  [^Exit, 

Vio.  I  left  no  ring  wnth  her:  What  means  this 
lady  ? 

Fortune  forbid,  my  outfide  have  not  charm'd  her  ! 

She  made  good  view  of  me  ;  indeed  fo  much. 

That,  fure,  methought  her  eyes  had  lofb  her  tongue, 

For  fhe  did  fpeak  in  flarts  diflraQ:edly. 

She  loves  me,  fure  :  the  cunning  of  her  pafTion 

Invites  me  in  this  churlifh  meffenger. 

None  of  my  lord's  ring  !  why,  he  font  her  none. 

I  am  the  man  ; — If  it  be  fo,  (as  'tis) 

Poor  lady,  fhe  were  better  love  a  dream. 

Difguife,  I  fee,  thou  art  a  wickednefs, 

Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 

How  eafy  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 
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In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  forms ! 

^las,  our. frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we  ; 

For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 

How  will  this  fadge  ?  My  mafher  loves  her  dearly  : 

And  I,  poor  moniler,  fond  as  much  on  him  : 

And  fhe,  miftaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me  : 

What  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  man, 

My  flate  is  defperate  for  my  mafter's  love  ; 

As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day  ! 

What  thriftlefs  fighs  fhall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 

O  time  thou  muft  unta  ngle  this^  not  I  ; 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  to  untie.  [_Exit, 

SCENE  III. 
Olivia^ s  Houjt, 
Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew, 
Sir  To,  Approach,  Sir  Andrew  :  not  to  be  a-bed 
atfer  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes  ;  and  dilucuU 

furgcre^  thou  know^'ft,  

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I 
know,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To,  A  falfe  conclufion  ;  I  hate  it  as  an  un- 
fiil'd  can  :  To  be  up  after  midnight,  and  go  to  bed 
then,  is  early  ;  fo  that,  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight, 
is  to  go  to  bed  betimes.  Does  not  our  life  con  fill 
of  the  four  elements  ? 

Sir  And,  'Faith,  fo  they  fay  ;  but,  I  think,  it 
rather  confifts  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  To,  Thou  art  a  fcholar  ;  let  us  therefore  eat 
and  drink. — Marian,  I  fay  ! — a  ftoop  of  w^ine  ! 
Enter  Clown, 
Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,  i'faith. 
Clo,  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  Did  you  never  fee 
the  pifture  of  we  three  ? 

Ser  To,  Welcome,  afs.    Now  let's  have  a  catch. 
Sir  And,  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breaft.     I  had  rather  than  forty  {hillings  I  had  fuch 
a  leg,  and  fo  fweet  a  breath  to  fmg,  as  the  fool  has. 
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In  footh,  thou  v/aft  in  very  gracious  fooling  laft 
night,  when  thou  fpok'ft  of  Pigrogomitus,  of  the 
Vapians  pafling  the  equinoftial  of  Queubus  ;  'twas  ^ 
very  good,  'faith.     I  fent  thee  fix-pence  for  thy 
leman  ;  Piad'R  it  ? 

Clo.  I  did  impel ticoat  thy  gratuity  :  for  Malvoh'o's 
nofe  is  no  whip-flock  :  Iviy  lady  has  a  white  hand, 
and  the  Myrmidons  are  no  bottle-ale  houfes. 

Sir  And.  Excellent !  Why,  this  is  the  befl  fool- 
^  ing,  w^hen  all  is  done.     Now,  a  fong. 

Sir  To,  Come  on  ;  there  is  fix- pence  for  you  : 
let's  have  a  fong. 

Sir  And,  There's  a  tedril  of  me  too  :  if  one 
knight  give  a — — 

Clo.  W ould  you  have  a  love  fong,  or  a  fong  of 
good  life  ? 

Sir  To,  A  love-fong,  a  love-fong.  » 
Sir  And,  Ay,  Ay,  I  care  not  for  good  life. 
Clov/n  fmgs. 

0  miflrefs  mine^  zvhere  are  you  roaming  F 
0,  ftay  and  hear  ;  your  true  Love's  corning. 
That  can  fmfr  both  hi^h  and  Lozo  : 

Jo  o  ^ 

Trip  no  jiLrther^  pretiy  Jweeting; 
Journ^  end  in  lovers'  meetings 
Every  wije  vian's  fon  doth  knozv. 
Sir  And,  Excellent  good,  i'faith  ! 
Sir  lo.  Good,  good. 
Clo.  ¥/ha,t  is  love  ?  His  not  hereafter : 
Prcfent  mirth  hath  prefent  laughter  j 

What's  to  come,  is  Jiill  unfure: 
Tn  dxlay  there  lies  no  plenty  ; 
Then  come  kijs  me,  fzveet  and  tzoenty^ 
Youth's  a  jiujf  will  not  endure. 

Sir  And.  A  melliiluous  voice,  as  I  am  a  true 
knight. 

Sir  To,  A  contagious  brcutn. 
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Sir,  And.  Very  fweet  and  contagious,  i'faith. 

Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  nofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  con- 
tagion. But  (hall  we  make  the  welkin  dance  in- 
deed ?  Shall  we  rouze  the  night-owl  in  a  catch, 
that  will  draw  three  fouls  out  of  one  weaver  ?  fhall 
we  do  that  ? 

Sir  And,  An  you  love  me,  let's  do't :  I  am  a  dog 
at  a  catch. 

Clo.  By*r  lady,  Hr,  and  fome  dogs  will  catch  well. 
Sir  And.  Mod  certain  :  let  our  catch  be,  Thoic 
knave, 

Clo,  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  knave,  knight?  I  fhall  be 
conflrain'd  in't  to  call  thee  knave,  knight. 

Sir  And,  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain'd 
one  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  fool ;  it  begins, 
Hold  thy  peace, 

Clo,  1  fhall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And,  Good,  i'faith !  come,  begin. 

[They  fing  a  catch. 

Enter  Maria, 

•  Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  do  you  keep  here  ?  j 
If  my  lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  f^ward,  Mal- 
volio,  and  bid  him  turn  you  out  of  9(|brs,  never 
trufl:  me. 

Sir  To,  My  lady^  a  ca^in,  we  are  politicians; 
Malvolio's  a  Peg-a^amfey,  and  Three  merry  men 
be  zee,  g; 

Am  not  I  confanguinoQi^is  ?  am  I  not  of  her  blood? 
Tilly- valley,  lady  !  There  dwelt  a  man  in  Bahylony 
lady,  lady  I  ^  [Singing. 

Clo.  Befhrew  me,  the  knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  be 
difpos'd,  and  fo  do  I  too;  he  does  it  with  a  better 
graccj  but  I  do  it  more  natural. 

Sir  To,  0,  the  twelfth  day  of  December^ — [^i'^g^^^* 

Mar,  For  the  love  o'God,  peace. 
•  Vol,  III,  S 
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Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai,  My  mafters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  ? 
Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honefty,  but  to 
gabble  like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye 
make  an  alc-houfe  of  my  lady's  houfe,  that  ye 
fqueak  out  your  coziers  catches  without  any  miti- 
gation or  remorfe  of  voice  ?  Is  there  no  refpcft  of 
place,  perfons,  nor  time  in  you  ? 

Sir  To,  We  did  keep  time,  fir,  in  our  catches. 
Sncck  up  ! 

Sir  Toby,  I  mufl  be  round  with  you.  My 
lady  bade  me  tell  you,  that  though  fhe  harbours 
you  as  her  kinfman,  fhe's  nothing  ally'd  to  your 
diforders.  If  you  can  feparate  yourfelf  and  your 
mifdemeanors.  you  are  welcome  to  the  houfe  ;  if 
not,  an  it  would  pleafe  you  to  take  leave  of  her, 
fhe  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  farewell. 

Sir  To,  Farewell.^  dear  hearty  Jincc  1  mujl  needs  he 
gone. 

Mai.  Nay,  good  fir  Toby. 

Clo.  His  eyes  do  JJiew  his  days  are  almojl  done,  ^ 

MaL  Is't  even  fo  ?  ^ 

Sir  Tal  ^'^t  I  n  ill  never  die. 

Clo.  Silipoby,  there  you  lie. 

Mai.  This  is  maich  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To,  Shall  I  bid  ?mn  go  ?  [Singing. 

Clo,  What  an  if  you  do  ? 

Sir  To,  Shall  1  bid  him  j:0y  and  fj^re  not  ? 

Clo,  0  no,  no,  no^  no,        dare  not. 

Sir  To,  Out  o'tune,  fir, -ye  lie.  Art  any  more 

than  a  fleward  ?  Doft  thou  think,  be^aufe  thou  art 
virtuous,  there  fhall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Clo,  Yes,  my  Saint  Anne ;  and  ginger  fliall  be 
hot  i'  the  miouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'  the  right.  Go,  fir,  rub  your 

chin  with  crums: — A  ftoop  of  wine,  Maria!  

MaL  Miflrefs  Mary,  if  you  priz'd  my  lady's  fa- 
vour at  jny  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would 
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not  give  means  for  this  uncivil  rule;  fhe  fhall 
know  of  it,  by  this  hand.  \_Exit, 
Mar,  Go  fhake  your  ears. 

Sir  And,  'Twere  as  good  a  deed,  as  to  drink 
when  a  man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the 
field  ;  and  then  to  break  promife  with  him,  and 
make  a  fool  of  him. 

Sir  To,  Do't,  knight ;  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge  ; 
or  I'll  deliver  thy  indigrration  to  him  ^  y  wprd  of 
mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  Sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night : 
fince  the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  v^ith  my 
lady,  fhe  is  much  out  of  quiet.  For  monfieur  Mal- 
volio,  let  me  alone  with  him :  if  I  do  not  gull  him 
into  a  nay  word,  and  make  him  a  common  recreation, 
do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough  to  lie  fhraight  in 
my  bed  :  I  k^ow  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To,  PolTcfs  us,  poffefs  us  ;  tell  us  fomething 
of  him. 

Mar.  Marry,  fir,  fometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  puritan. 
Sir  And,  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like 
a  dog. 

Sir  To,  What,  for  bding  a  puritan  ?  thy  exqui- 
,  fite  reafon,  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquifite  reafon  for't,  but  I 
have  reafon  good  enough. 

Mar,  The  devil  a  puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing 
corfftantiy  but  a  timc-pleafer  ;  an  affeclion'd  afs, 
that  cons  fhate  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great 
fwarths  :  the  bell  perfuad^d  of  himfelf,  fo  cram'd, 
as  he  thinks,  with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground 
of  faith,  that  all,  that  look  on* him,  love  him  ;  and 
on  that  vice  in  him  will  my  revenge  find  notable 
caufe  to^  work. 

Sir  To.  What^vilt  thou  do? 

Mar,  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  epi flies 

«love  *  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the 
pe  of  his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gait,  the  cx- 
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prefTure  of  his  eye,  forehead,  and  complexion,  he 
fhall  find  himfelf  mofl  feelingly  perfonated  :  I  can 
write  very  like  my  lady,  your  niece  ;  on  a  for- 
gotten matter  we  can  hardly  make  diftin&ion  of 
our  hands. 

Sir  To,  Excellent !  I  fmell  a  devife. 
Sir  .^nd,  I  have't  in  my  nofe  too. 
Sir  To,  He  fliall  think,  by  the  letters  that  thou 
wilt  drop,  that  they  come  from  my  niece,  and  that 
fhe  is  in  love  with  him. 

ar.  My  purpofe  is,   indeed,   a  horfe  of  that 

ind.  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him 

Mar,  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 
Sir  And,  O,  'twill  be  admirable. 
Mar,  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you  :  I  know,  my 
phyfic  will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two, 
and  let  the  fool  make  a  third,  where  he  fhall  find  the 
letter;  obferve  his  conftruftion  of  it.  For  this 
night,  to  bed,  and  dream  on  the  event.  Farewell. 

\_Exit. 

Sir  To,  Good  night,  Penthefilea, 
Sir  And,  Before  me,  fhe's  a  good  wench. 

To,  'She's  a  beagle,  true-bred,  and  one  that 
s  me ;  What  o'that  ? 
r  /hid,  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 
r  7o,  Let's  to  bed,  knight. — Thou  hadfl:  keed 
fend  for  more  money. 

Sir  And,  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am  a 
foul  way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  money  knight ;  if  thou  haft  her 
not  i'  the  end,  call  me  Cut. 

Sir  And,  If  I  do  not.  never  truft  me,  take  it  how 
j^ou  will. 

'  Sir  To,  Come,  come  ;  Til  go  burn  fome  fack,  'tis 
too  late  to  go  to  bed  now  :  come,  knight  ;  come, 
knight.  ,  \  Exeunt, 
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S    C    E    N    E  IyI 
The  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Duke^  Viola,  Curio,  and  others^ 

Duke,  Give  me  fome  mufic  :  ^Now,  good- 

morrov/,  friends  :  

Now,  good  Cel'ario.  but  that  piece  of  fong, 
That  old  and  antique  fong  we  heard  lafb  night  : 
Mcthought,  it  did  relieve  my  paiTion  much  : 
More  than  light  airs,  and  recoUefted  terms, 

Of  thefe  moft  brifk  and  giddy-paced  times   

Come,  but  one  verfe. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  that 
fhould  fing  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur.  Fefte,  thejefler,  my  lord:  a  fool,  that  the 
lady  Olivia's  father  took  much  delight  in  :  he  is- 
about  the  houfc. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and*|)lay  the  tune  the  v/hiltr; 

l^Exit  Curio.  Mufic, 
Come  hithCT,  boy  :  If  ever  thoif  fhalt  love, 
'In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me: 
For,  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are  : 
'  Unftaid  and  fkittifh  in  all  motions  elfc, 
Save,  in  the  conftant  imag-^  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd. — How  doll,  thou  like  this  tune  ? 

Vio.  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  feat 
Where  love,  is  thrprt'cl.  ,  , 

Duke.  Thou  dofl  fpeak  mafterly  : 
My  life  upon't,  young  though  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  (lay'd  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves  ; 
liath  it  not,  boy  ? 

Vio.  A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Duke.  WJiat  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 

Vio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.  She   is  %ot  worth  thee,   then.  What 

years,  i'faith  ? 
■  Vio.  About  your  years,  my  lord, 
S  2 


2  10  TWELFTII-K  IGIIT  :    OR,  AEIII' 

Duke,  Too  old,  by  heaven  ;  Let  ftill  the  womam 

take 

An  elder  than  herfelf ;  fo  wears  fhe  to  him, 
So  fwav  fhe  level  in  her  hufband's  heart. 
For  boy,  however  we  do  praife  ourfelves, 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  lofl  and  worn, 
Than  woman's  are. 

Vio,  I  think  it  well,  my  lord, 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyfelf, 
Or  thy  affeftion  cannot  hold  the  bent  ; 
For  women  are  as  rofes,  whofe  fair  flower, 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doth  fall  that  very  hour. 

Vio.  And  fo  they  are  :  alas,  that  they  are  fo  ; 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  pcrfeftion  grow  ! 
Re-enter  Curio^  and  Clown, 

Duke,   O  fellow,  come,  the  fong  we  had  laft 
night  : — 

Mark  it,  Cefario  ;  it  is  old,  and  plain  : 
The  fpinflers  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  thei#thrcad  with 
bones, 

Do  ufe  to  chant  it ;  it  is  filly  footh. 
And  dallies  witH  the  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  %ge. 

Clo,  Are  you  ready,  fir? 

Duke.  Ay,  pr'ythee,  fing.  [Mw/^c 
SONG/ 

Come  azoay,  ccyne  away^  death ^ 
And  in  fad  cyprefs  let  me  be  laid  j 

Fly  C'coay^  fiy  axoay^  breath;  ^ 
I  amjlain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 

My  Jhroud  of  rrhite^  fruck  all  withyezo^ 
prepare  i'  j 
My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  true 
L  id  Jhare  it.  * 
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Not  a  flowzr^  not  a  flower  f ice. tt^ 
On  my  black  cojjin  let  there  be  ftrown  ; 

Not  a  friend^  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpfe^  where  my  bones  Jliall  be  throz^jn  : 
A  thoufand  thoufand  Jighs  to  fave, 

Lay  me,  O  !  where 
Sad  true  love  never  find  my  grave, 
To  weep  there, 

Duke,  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Clo,  No  pains,  fir  ;  I  take  pleafure  in  Tinging,  fir. 

Duke,  I'll  pay  thy  pleafure  then. 

Clo,  Truly,  fir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid,  one 
time  or  other. 

Duke,  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo,  Now,  the  melancholy  god  prote6l  thee,  and 
the  taylor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  taffata, 
for  thy  mind  is  a  very  opal  ; —  I  would  have  men  of 
fuch  conftancv  put  to  fea,  that  their  bufinefs  might 
be  every  thing,  and  their  intent  every  where  ;  for 
that's  it,  that  always  makes  a  good  voyage  of  no- 
thing.— Farewell.  [Exit, 

Duke,  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.—  [Exeunt. 
Once  more  Cefario, 

Get  thee  to  von  fame  fovereign  cruelty : 

Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world, 

Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands  ; 

The  parts  that  fortune  hath  befhow'd  upon  her,  W^'^ 

Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune; 

But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  queen  of  gems, 

That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attracts  my  foul. 

Vio.  But,  if  fhe  cannot  love  you,  fir?  

Duke,  I  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd. 

Vio,  'Sooth,  but  you  muft. 
Say,  that  fome  lady,  as,  perhaps,  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great||  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia  :  you  cannot  lovelier; 
Ygu  tell  her  fo  ;  Mufl  fhe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Duke,  There  is  no  woman's  fides 
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Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  pafTion, 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart  :  no  woman's  heart 
So  big,  to  holdlo  much  ;  they  lack  reteintion, 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite.— 

No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate.  

That  fuffer  furfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt  ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  fea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much  :  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Vio.  Ay,  but  1  know,  

Duke,  What  do  ft  thcni  know  ? 

Vio.  Too  well  what  love  vv^omen  to  men  may  owe: 
In  faith,  they  areas  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  Icv'd  a  man, 
As  it  might  be,  pucrhaps,  v/ere  I  a  woman, 
I  fhould  your  lordfhip. 

Duke,  And  what's  her  hiftory? 

Vio,  A  blank,  my  lord  :  She  never  told  her  love, 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud, 
Feed  on  her  damaflc  cheek  :  flie  pin'd  in  thought  ; 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
She  fat  like  patience  on  a  monument. 
Smiling  at  grief.    Was  not  this  love,  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwearmore:  but,  indeed, 

«rfhows  are  more  than  will  :  for  ftill  we  prove 
ich  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 
Duke,  But  dy'd  thy  fifler  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 
Vio,  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  m.y  father's  houfe. 

And  all  the  brothers  too  ; — and  yet  I  know  not :  

Sir,  fhall  I  to  this  lady  ? 

Duke,  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 
To  her  in  hafte ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  fay. 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  dcnay. 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE  V. 

Olivia's  Garden, 
Enter  Sir  Toby^  Sir  Andrew^  and  Fabian, 
Sir  To.  come  thy  ways,  Signior  F'abian. 
Fab,  Nay,  T'll  come:  if  I  lofc  a  fcruple  of  this 
fport,  let  me  be  boil'd  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  To,  Would'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  ^ 
niggardly  ralcally  fheep-biter  come  by  fome  notable 
fhame  ? 

Fab,  I  would  exult,  man:  you  know,  he  brought 
me  out  of  favour  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir  To,  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  the  bear  again ; 
and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue  :  Shall  we  not, 
Sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And,  And  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 
Enter  Maria, 

Sir  To,  Here  comes  the  little  villain  : — How  now, 
my  nettle  of  India  ? 

Mar,  Get  you  all  three  into  the  box-tree  :  Mal- 
volio's  coming  down  this  walk  ;  he  has  been  yonder 
i'  the  fun,  praftifing  behaviour  to  his  own  fliadow, 
this  half  hour  :  obferve  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery  ; 
for,  I  know,  this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative 
ideot  of  him.  Clofe,  in  the  name  ofjefting!  Lie 
thou  there;  for  here  comes  the  trout  that  mud  be 
caught  with  tickling. 

\They  hide  them/elves,  Maria  tkrotvs  dozen  a  letter 
and  \_Exit, 
Enter  Malvolio, 

jyiaL  'Tis  but  my  fortune  ;  all  is  fortune.  Maria 
once  told  me,  fhe  did  affeft  me  ;  and  I  have  heard 
herfelf  come  thus  near,  that,  fhould  fhe  fancy,  it 
fhould  be  one  of  my  complexidfc.  Befides,  flie  ufes 
me  with  a  more  exalted  rcfpeft,  than  any  one  elfe 
that  follows  her.    What  fhould  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  cvcr-wccning  rogue  ! 
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Fab.  O,  peace !  Contemplation  makes  a  rare 
turkey-cock  ®f  him  :  how  he  jets  under  his  advanced 
plumes. 

Sir  /hid.  Slight,  I  could  fo  beat  the  rogue  : — 

Sir  To,  Peace,  I  fa  v. 

Mai.  To  be  count  Malvolio  ;— 

Sir  To,  Ah,  roi^ue ! 

Sir  And:  Piflol  him,  piftol  him. 

Sir  To,  Peace,  peace ! 

Mai,  There  is  example  for't;  the  lady  of  the 
ftrachy  married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And,  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 

Fab,  O  peace  !  now  he's  deeply  in  ;  look,  how 
imagination  blov/s  him. 

MaL  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her, 
fitting  in  my  Pcate, — 

Sir  To,  O  for  a  ftone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the 
eye ! 

Mai,  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  branched 
velvet  go\|n  ;  having  come  from  a  day-bed,  where 
I  have  le^  Olivia  deeping. 

Sir  Tf,  Fire  and  brim.ftone ! 

Fab,  O,  peace,  peace  1 

MaL  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  flate  :  and 
after  a  demure  travel  of  regard, — telling  them,  I 
know  my  place,  as  I  would  they  fliould  do  theirs, — 
to  afk  for  my  kinfm.an  Toby  : — 

Sir  To,  Bolts  and  fhackles  ! 

Fab,  O,  peace,  peace,  peace !  now,  now, 

Mai,  Seven  of  my  people,  with  an  obedient  ftart, 
make  out  for  him:  I  frown  the  while;  and,  per- 
chance, wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich 
jewel.    Toby  approaches  :  curtfies  there  to  me. 

Sir  To.  Shall  this  fellow  live? 

Fab,  Though  our#ilence  be  drawn  from  us  with 
cars,  yet  peace. 

IVIal.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching 
my  familiar  fmile  with  an  auflerc  regard  of  controul : 


Acl  II. 


WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


215 


Sir  To,  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'  the 
lips  then  ? 

MaL  Saying,  "  Coufm  Toby,  my  fortuneshaving 
*'  caft  me  on  your  niece,  give  me  this  prerogative 
••of  fpeech  ;  • 

Sir  To,  What,  what? 

Mai,      You  muft  amend  your  drunkennefs." 
Sir  To,  Out,  fcab. 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  finews  of 
our  plot. 

Mai,  Befides,  you  wafle  the  treafure  of  your 
*•  time  with  a  foolifh  knight 

Sir  And,  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mai,  "  One  fir  Andrew  — 

Sir  ylnd,  I  knew  'twas  I;  for  many  do  call  me 
fool. 

Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

[_Taking  up  the  letter. 

Fab,  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

Sir  To,  Oh  peace  I  and  the  fpirit  of  humours  in- 
timate reading  aloud  to  him! 

MaL  By  my  life,  this  is  my  lady's  hand  :  thefe 
be  her  very  C's,  her  t/'s  and  her  T's  ;  and  thus 
makes  fhe  her  great  P's.  It  is,  in  contempt  of 
queflion,  her  hand. 

Sir  And,  Her  C's,  her  /7's,  and  her  Ts :  Why  that? 

MaL      To  the  unknown  belov'd,  this,  and  my 

good  wifhes  •."  her  very  phrafes  ! — by  your  leave, 
wax. — Soft !  and  the  imprelTure  her  Lucrece,  with 
which  fhe  ufes  to  feal :  'tis  my  lady :  To  whom 
fhould  this  be  ? 

Tab.  This  wins  him  liver  and  all. 

MaL      Jove  knows  I  love : 
"  But  who  ? 
Lips  do  not  move,  *' 
"  No  man  muft  know." 

"  No  man  muft  know."  What  follows  ?  the 

numbers  alter'd  ! — *'  No  man  muft  knpw  :" — if  this 
fliould  be  thee,  Malvolio  ? 
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Sir  To,  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock  ! 
MaL  I  may  command,  where  I  adore  : 
But  filence,  like  a  Lucrece  knife. 
With  bloodlefs  ftroke  my  heart  doth  gore ; 
"  M.  O.  A.  I.  doth  fway  my  Hfe."— 
Fab,  A  fuftian  riddle ! 
Sir  To,  Excellent  wench,  fay  I. 
MaL  "  M.O.  A.  1.  doth  fway  my  life.''— Nay, 
but  firft,  let  me  fee,— let  me  fee,— let  me  fee. 

Fab,  What  a  difh  of  poifon  has  Hie  drefs'd  him  ! 
Sir  To,  And  with  what  wing  the  ftannyel  checks 
at  it  ! 

MaL  "  I  may  command  where  I  adore,"  Why, 
fhe  may  command  me  ;  I  ferve  her,  fhe  is  my  lady. 
Why.  this  is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There 
is  no  obfl:ru6lion  in  this; — And  the  end; — What 
fhould  that  alphabetical  pofition  portend  ?  If  I 
could  make  that  refemble  fomething  in  me, — Softly  ; 
^M,0,A.I.— 

Sir  To,  O,  ay !  make  up  that :  he  is  now  at  a 
cold  fcent. 

Fab,  Sowter  will  cry  upon't,  for  all  this,  though 
it  be  as  rank  as  a  fox. 

MaL  M, — Malvolio  ; — /If, — why,  that  begins  my 
name. 

Fab.  Did  not  I  fay,  he  would  work  it  out  ?  the 
cur  is  excellent  at  faults. 

MaL  M, — But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in 
the  fequel ;  that  fuffers  under  probation  :  A  fhould 
follow,  but  0  does. 

Fab.  And  0  fhall  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  To,  Ay,  or  Til  cudgel  him,  and  make  him 
cry,  0, 

MaL  And  then  I  comes  behind. 

Fab,  Ay,  an  you  had  an  eye  behind  you,  you 
might  fee  more  detra6lion  at  your  heels,  than  for- 
tunes before  you. 

MaL  M.  0,  A,  /. — -This  fimulation  is  ngt  as  the 
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former  : — and  yet,  Jto  crufh  this  a  little,  it  would 
bow  to  me,  for  every  one  of  thefe  letters  is  in  my 

name.     Soft;  here  follows  profe.  "  If  this  fall 

**  into  thy  hand,  revolve.    In  my  flars  I  am  above 
thee  ;  but  be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs  :   Some  arc 
born  great,   fome  atchieve  greatnefs,   and  fomc 
have  greatnels  thrufl  upon  them.    Thy  fates  open 
*'  their  hands  ;   let  thy  blood  and  fpirit  embrace 
them.     And,   to  inure  thyfclf  to  what  thou  art 
like  to  be,  caft  thy  humble  Hough,  and  appear 
"  frefh.     Be  oppofite  with  a  kinfmjn,   furly  with 
"  fervants  :  let  thy  tongue  tang  arguments  of  fbate  ; 
"  put  thyfelf  into  the  trick  of  fmgularity  :  She  thus 
advifes  thee,  that  fighs  for  thee.    Remember  who 
"  commended  thy  yellow  flockings ;  and  v/ifh'd  to 
fee  thee  over  crofs-garter'd :    I  lay,  remember. 
Go  to;   thou  art  made,  if  thou  defireft  to  be  fo  ; 
if  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fteward  dill,  the  fellow 
of  fervants,   and  not  worthy  to  touch  Fortune's 
fingers.    Farewell.    Slie  that  would  alter  fervices 
"  with  thee,  The  fortunate-unhappy."  Day-light 
and  champian  difcover  not  more  :  this  is  open^  I 
will  be  proud,   1  will  read  politic  authors,   I  will 
baffle  vSir  Toby,  1  will  wafh  off  grofs  acquaintance, 
I  will  be  point  de-vke,  the  very  man,     I  do  not 
now  fool  myfelf  to  let  imagination  jade  me  ;  for 
every  reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my  lady  loves  me. 
She  did  commend  my  yellow  ftockings  of  late,  fh«s 
did  praife  inj  leg  being  crofs-gartcr'd  ;  and  m  this 
file  manifefls  herfelf  to  my  love,   and,  with  a  kind 
of  injun6lion,   drives   me  to  thefe  habits  of  her 
liking.     I  thank  my  ftars,  I  am.  happy.     I  will  be 
flrange,   flout,   in  yellow  (lockings,  and  crofs-gar- 
t-er'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  putting  on.  Jove, 
and  my  flars,  bepraifed] — Here  is  yet  a  poflfcript. 

Thou  canft  not  chufe  but  know  wlio  I  am.  If 
^'  thou  entertainefl  my  love,  let  it  appear  in  thy 
fmiling  ;  thy  fmilcs  become  thee  well :  there- 
Vol.  III.  T 
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fore  in  my  prefence  ftill  fmlle,  dear  my  fweet, 
"  I  pr'ythee." — Jove,  I  thank  thee. — I  will  fmile  ; 
I  will  do  every  thing  that  thou  wilt  have  me, 

\_Exit. 

Fah^  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  a 
penfion  of  thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 
Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device. 
Sir  And,  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To,  And  aflc  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but 
fuch  another  jeft. 

Enter  Maria, 
Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 
Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 
Sir  Jo,  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'  my  neck? 
Sir  And,  Or  o'  mine  either? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip,  and 
become  thy  bond-flave  ? 

Sir  And,  I'faith,  or  I  cither  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  thou  haft  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream, 
that,  when  the  image  cf  it  leaves  him.,  he  mufl  run 
mad. 

Mar.  Nay.  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him  ? 

Sir  To,  Like  aqua-vitae  with  a  midwife. 

^'lar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  fport, 
mark  his  firft  approach  before  my  lady  :  he  will  come 
to  her  in  yellow  ftcckings,  and  'tis  a  colour  fhe 
abhors  :  and  crofs-garter'd,  a  fafhion  flie  detefts;  and 
he  will  fmile  upon  her,  which  will  now  be  fo  un- 
fuitable  to  her  difpofition,  being  addifted  to  a  me- 
lancholy as  fhe  is,  that  it  cannot  but  turn  him.  into 
a  notable  contempt :  if  you  will  fee  it,  follow  m^e. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  thou  mofh  excel- 
lent devil  of  wit  ! 

Sir  And.  I'll  m.ake  one  too.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT     III.        S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Olivia's  Garden, 

Enter  Viola  and  C lozvr, 

Vio,  Q  AVE  thee,  friend,  and  thy  mufic : 
O  Dofl  thou  live  by  thy  tabor? 

Clo.  No,  fir,  I  live  by  the  church. 

Vio.  Art  thou  a  churchman  ? 

Clo,  No  fuch  matter,  fir  ;  I  do  live  by  the  church  : 
for  I  do  live  at  my  houfe,  and  my  houfe,  doth 
ftand  by  the  church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may 'ft  fay,  the  king  lies  by  a  beg- 
gar, if  a  beggar  dwell  near  him  ;  or,  the  church 
ftands  by  thy  tabor,  if  thy  tabor  ftand  by  the  church. 

Clo,  You  have  faid-,  fir. — -To  fee  this  age  ! — A 
fentence  is  but  a  cheveril  glove  to  a  good  wit ;  How 
quickly  the  wrong  fide  may  be  turned  outward  ! 

Vio,  Nay,  that's  certain;  they  that  dally  nicely 
with  words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo,  I  would,  therefore,  my  fifter  had  had  no 
name,  fir. 

Vio.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo,  Why,  fir,  her  name's  a  word  ;  and  to  dally 
with  that  word,  might  make  my  fifter  wanton  : 
But,  indv'ied,  words  are  very  rafcals,  fince  bonds 
difgrac'd  them. 

Vio,  Thy  resfon,  man? 

Clo,  Troth,  fir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without 
words;  and  words  are  grown  fo  falfe,  1  ai^n  loth  to 
prove  reafon  with  them. 

Vio,  I  warrant,  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and 
carcft  for  nothing. 

Clo,  Not  fo,  fir.    I  do  care  for  fc»mething  :  but 
in  my  confcience,  fir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  ;  if 
that  be  to  care  for  nothing,  fir,  1  would  it  woul4 
n^.ke  you  invifiblc. 
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Vlo.  Art  not  thou  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ?  ^ 

CIq,  No,  indeed,  fir;  the  lady  Olivia  has  no 
folly  :  fhe  will  keep  no  fool,  fir,  *till  fhe  be  mar- 
ried ;  and  fools  are  as  like  hufbands,  as  pilchards 
are  to  herrings,  the  hufband's  the  bigger  :  I  am, 
indeed,  not  her  fool,  but  her  corrupter  of  words. 

Fio.  I  fa,w  thee  late  at  the  count  Orfmo^^. 

Clo,  Foolery,  fir,  does  walk  about  the  orb,  like 
the  fun  ;  it  fhines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry, 
fir,  but  the  fool  fliould  be  as  oft  with  your  made r, 
as  with  my  miflrefs :  I  think,  I  faw  your  wifdom 
there. 

Fio,  Nay,  an  thou  pafs  upon  me,  Fll  no  more 
with  thee.    Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair, 
fend  thee  a  beard  ! 

Vio,  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee;  I  am  aim  oft 
fick  for  one  ;  though  1  would  not  have  it  grow  on 
my  chin.    Is  thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo,  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  fir  ? 

Via,  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufc; 

Clo.  1  would  play  lord  Pandarus  of  Phrygia^ 
fir,  to  bring  a  CreiTida  to  this  Troilus. 

Vw.  I  under iland  you,  fir  ;  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo»  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  fir,  beg- 
ging but  a  beggar  :  Creffida  was  a  beggar.  My  lady 
is  within,  fir.  I  will  confter  to  tliem  whence  you 
come*,  who  you  are,  and  what  you  would,  is  ouli 
«f  my  welkin  :  I  might  lay,  clement ;  but  the  word 
is  r»ver- worn.  [Exit, 

Vlo.  This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And  to  do  tliat  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
lie  mufl  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jefts, 
The  quality  of  the  perfons,  and  the  time ; 
And,  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.    This  is  a  pra£lice. 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife  man's  art : 
For  folly,  that  he  wiicly  fiiews,  is  fit  : 
But  wife  men's  folly  faii'n,  quite  taints  their  wit. 
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Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And,  Save  you,  gentleman. 

Vio,  And  you,  fir. 

Sir  To.  Dieu  vous  garde^  monfieur. 

Vio,  Et  vous  aujji ;  voire  fervitcur. 

Sir  To.  I  hope,  fir,  you  are,  and  I  am  yours. — - 
Will  you  encounter  the  houfe  ?  My  niece  is  defirous 
you  fbould  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 

Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  fir  ;  I  mean,  fhe 
is  the  lift  of  my  voyage. 

Sir  To,  Tafte  your  legs,  fir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  legs  do  better  under ftand  me,  fir,  than 
I  underftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte 
my  legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean  to  go,  fir,  to  enter* 

Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gait  and  entrance  ; 
But  we  are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 
Moft  excellent  accomplifli'd  lady,  the  heavens  rain 
odours  on  you  I 

Sir  And,  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier  !  Rain 
odours  !  well. 

Vio,  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your 
own  moft  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

Sir  And..  Odours^  pregnant^  and  vouchfajc   - 

I'll  get  *em  all  three  ready. 

Oli,  Let  the  garden-door  be  fliut,  and  l^ave  mcj 
to  my  hearing. 

\_Exeunt  Sir  Tohy^  Sir  y^ndrew,  ^and  Maria, 
Give  me  your  hand,,  fir. 

Vio.  My  duty,  madam,  and  moft  humble  fcrvicc. 

Oli.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Vio.  Cefario  is  your  fervant's  name,  fair  princcfs. 

Oli,  My  fervant,  fir!  *Twas  never  merry  world^ 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment  ; 
You  are  fervant  to  the  count  Orfmo,  youth. 

V 10.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours: 
Your  fervant's  fervant  is  your  fervant,  madaiiw 
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OH,  For  him,   I  think   not  on  him  :   for  his. 
thoughts. 

Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  fill'd  with  me! 

Via,  Madam,  1  came  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf:  

OH,  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you  ; 
I  bad  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him  : 
But  would  you  undertake  another  fuit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  folicit  that, 
Than  mufic  from  the  fpheres, 

Fio,  Dear  lady, — 

OH,  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  you  :    I  did  fend, 
After  the  lad  enchantment,  (you  did  hear) 
A  ring  in  chace  of  you  ;  fo  did  I  abufc 
Myfelf,  my  fervant,  and,  I  fear  mc,  you  : 
Under  your  hard  conftru8:ion  mud  I  fit. 
To  force  that  on  you,  in  a  fhameful  cunning, 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours:  What  might  you 
think  ? 

Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  ftake, 
And  baited  it  with  all  the  unmuzzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?  To  one  of  your 
receiving, 

Enough  is  fhewn  ;  a  Cyprus,  not  a  bofom, 
Hides  my  poor  heart :  So  let  me  hear  you  fpeak. 

Vio,  I  pity  you. 

OH,  That's  a  degree  to  love. 

Vio,  No,  not  a  grice ;  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof, 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

OH,  Wliy  then,  mcthinks,  'tis  time  to  fmile  again : 
O  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ! 
If  one  fhouldbea  prey,  how  much  the  better 
To  fall  before  the  lion,  than  the  wolf? 

[^Clock  Strikes., 
The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  time- 
Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you  ;  * 
And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harveft, 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man  : 
There  lies  your  way^  due  weft,. 
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Vio\  Then  weft  ward-hoe  : 
Grace,  and  good  dirpofition,  attend  yourladyfhip  ! 
You'll  nothing,  madam,  to  my  lord  by  me? 

Oti.  Stay: 

I  pr'ythce,  tell  me,  what  thou  think 'it  of  me. 

Vio,  That  you  do  think,  you  arc  not  what  you  arc. 

Oli,  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 

Vio,  Then  think  you  right ;  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Oil,  I  would,  you  were  as  I  would  have  you  be  ! 

Vio,  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  I  am, 
I  wifh  it  might ;  for  now  1  am  your  fool. 

Oli,  O,  what  a  deal  of  fcorn  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  ! 
A  murd'rous  guilt  fhews  not  itfelf  more  foon 
Than  love  that  would  feem  hid  :  love's  nigiit  is  noon. 
Cefario,  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring, 
By  maidhood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
1  love  thee  fo,  that,  maugre  all  thy  pride. 
Nor  wit,  nor  reafon,  can  my  pa ffi on  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe, 
For,  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  had:  no  caufe  : 
But,  rather,  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter: 
Love  fought  is  good,  but  given  unfought,  is  better. 

Vio.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bofom,  and  one  truth, 
And  that  no  woman  has  ;  nor  never  none 
Shall  miftrefs  be  of  it,  lave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  madam  ;  never  more 
Will  I  my  mafter's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

Oli,  Yet  come  again  ;  for  thou,  perhaps,  may'ft 
move 

That  heart,  which  now  abhors,  to  like  his  love. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE  II. 

An  apartment  in  Olivia's  Houfi, 
Enter  Sir  To/yy,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian, 
Sir  And,  No,  'faith,  Til  not  flay  a  jot  longer. 
^ir  To,  Thy  reafon,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reafon. 
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Tab,  You  mufl  needs  yield  your  reafon,  fir 
Andrew. 

Sir  And,  Marry,  I  faw  your  niece  do  more  fa- 
vours to  the  count's  ferving-man,  than  ever  fhe 
beftowed  upon  me  ;  I  faw't  i'  the  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  fiie  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy  ;  tell 
me  that  ? 

Sir  And,  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 
Fah.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  to- 
wards you. 

Sir  And,  'Slight !  will  you  make  an  afs  o'  me? 

Fah,  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  fir,  upon  the 
oaths  of  judgment  and  reafon. 

Sir  7o,  And  they  have  been  grand  jury-men, 
fince  before  Noah  was  a  failor. 

Fab,  She  did  fhew  favour  to  the  youth  in  your 
fight,  only  to  exafperatc  you,  to  awake  your  dor- 
mous  valour,  to  put  fire  in  your  heart,  and  brim- 
ftone  in  your  liver  :  You  fhould  then  have  accoilcd 
her;  and  with  fome  excellent jefts,  hre-new  from 
the  mint,  you  fliould  have  bang'd  the  youth  into 
dumbnefs.  This  was  look'd  for  at  your  hand,  and 
■this  was  baulk'd :  the  double  guilt  of  this  oppor- 
tunity you  let  time  wafli  ofF,  and  you  are  now 
faird  ihto  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion;  where 
you  will  hang  like  an  icicle  on  a  dutchman's  beard, 
unlefs  you  do  redeem  it  by  fome  laudable  attempt, 
either  of  valour,  or  policy. 

Sir  And^  And 't  be  any  way,  it  muft  be  with  va- 
lour ;  for  policy  I  hate  :  I  had  as  lief  be  a  brownift, 
as  a  politician. 

Sir  To,  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon 
the  bafis  of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  count's 
youth  to  fight  with  him  ;  hurt  him  in  eleven  places  ; 
my  ni€ce  lhall  take  note  of  it :  and  alTure  thyfelf 
there  is  no  love-broker  in  the  world  can  more  pre- 
vail in  man's  commendation  Vv^ith  Vv'oman;.  than- re- 
port of  valour. 
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Falf,  There  is  no  way  but  this,  fir  Andrew. 
Sir  And,  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge 
to  him  ? 

Sir  To,  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  hand  ;  be  curft 
and  brief :  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  elo- 
quent, and  full  of  invention  ;  taunt  him  with  the 
licence  of  ink  :  if  thou  thoujl  him  fome  thrice,  it 
fhall  not  be  amifs;  and  as  many  lies  as  will  lie  in 
thy  fheet  of  paper,  although  the  fheet  were  big 
enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  in  England — fet  'em 
down,  go  about  it.  Let  there  be  gall  enough  in 
thy  ink  ;  though  thou  write  with  a  goofe-pen,  n^ 
matter ;  about  it. 

Sir  y^nd.  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

Sir  To,  We'll  call  at  the  Cubiculo  :  Go. 

^Exit  Sir  Andrew^ 

Tab,  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you,  fir  Toby. 

Sir  To,  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad  ;  fome  two 
thoufand  ftrong,  or  fo. 

Fab,  We  fhall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him  :  but 
you'll  not  deliver 't. 

Sir  To,  Never  truft  me  then  ;  and  by  all  means 
ftir  on  the  youth  to  an  anfwer.  I  think,  oxen  and 
wain-ropes  cannot  hale  them  together.  For  An- 
drew, if  he  were  opened,  and  you  find  fo  much 
blood  in  his  liver  as  will  cleg  the  foot  of  a  flea,  I'll 
eat  therefl  of  the  anatomy. 

Fab,  And  his  oppofite,  the  youth,  bears  in  his 
vifage  no  great  prefage  of  cruelty. 
Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To,  Look,  where  the  youngeft  v;ren  of  nine 
comes. 

Mar,  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  will  laugh 
yourfelves  into  flitches,  follow  me  :  yon'  gull  Mal- 
volio  is  turned  heathen,  a  very  renegado  ;  for  there 
is  no  Chriflian,  that  means  to  be  fav'd  by  believing 
rightly,  can  ever  believe  fuch  impofSble  pafTajes 
of  groffaefs.    He's  in  yellow  (lockings. 
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Sir  To.  And  crpfs  garter'd  ? 

Mar,  Mod  villainoufly like  apedmt  that  keeps 
a  fchool  i'  the  church.— I  iiave  dogg'd  him,  like  his 
murtherer  :  He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  letter 
that  I  dropp'd'to  betray  him.  Pic  does  fmile  his 
face  into  more  lines,  than  is  in  the  new  map,  with 
the  augmentation  of  the  Indies  :  you  have  not  feen 
fuch  a  thing  as  'tis;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hurling 
things  at  him.  I  know,  my  lady  will  ftrike  him  ; 
if  fhe  do,  he'll  fmile,  and  take't  for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To,  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
The  Street. 
Enter  .Antonio  and  Sthaflian, 

Seh.  I  would  not,  by  my  will,  have  troubled  you; 
But,  fmce  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  pains,* 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Ant,  I  could  not  flay  behind  you  :  my  defire, 
More  fharp  than  filed  fteel,  did  fpur  me  forth  ; 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you,  (though  fo  much, 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage) 
But  jealoufy  what  might  befal  your  travel, 
Being  fl^ill-lefs  in  thefe  parts;  which  to  a  ftrangcfj 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove. 
Rough  and  unhofpitable  :  My  willing  love, 
I'he  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear, 
Set  forth  in  yourpurfuit. 

Scb,  My  kind  Antonio, 
I  can  no  other  anfwer  make,  but,  thanks, 
And  thanks,  and  ever  :  Oft  good  turns 
Are  fhuffled  off  with  fuch  uncurrent  pay  : 
But,  were  my  Vv^orth,  as  in  my  confcience,  firm, 
.  You  fhould  find  better  dealing.    What's  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  reliques  of  this  town  ? 

J)7t,  To-morrow,   fir;  bcft  firfl  go  fee  your 
lodgincr. 
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Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  Ion  g  to  night ; 
I  pray  you,  let  us  fatisfy  our  eyes 
With  the  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame, 
That  do  renown  this  city. 

Ant,  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  ftreets  : 
Once,  in  a  fea-fight,  'gainfl  the  duke  his  gallics, 
I  did  fome  fervice  ;  of  fuch  note,  indeed, 
That  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  fcarcebe  anfwer'd. 

Stb,  Belike,  you  flew  great  number  of  his  peo- 
ple. 

Ant»  The  offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature  : 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time,  and  quarrel, 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  might  have  fmce  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them  ;  whicn,  for  trafhck's 
fake, 

Mofh  of  our  city  did  :  only  myfelf  flood  out  : 
For  which,  if  1  be  lapfed  in  this  place, 
I  fliall  pay  dear. 

Seb,  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant,    It  doth  not  fit  me.    Hold,  fir,  here's  m.y 
purfe  ; 

In  the  fcuth  fuburbs,  at  the  Elephant, 
Is  bed  to  lodge  :  I  will  befpeak  our  diet, 
Whiles    you   beguile   your  time,  and  feed  your 
knowledge 

With  viewing  of  the  town  ;  there  fhall  you  have  me. 
Seb,  Why  I  your  purfe  ? 

Ant,  Haply,  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fome  toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe  ;  and  your  ftore, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  fn\ 

Seb,  I'll  be  your  purfe  bearer,  and  leave  you  for 
-An  hour. 

Ant,  To  the  Elephant.  

Seb,  I  do  remember,  [^Excmit. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Olivia's  Houfe, 
♦          Enter  Olivia  and  Maria, 
Oli,  I  have  fent  after  him  :  He  fays  he'll  come  : 
How  fiiall  I  fcaft  him  ?  what  beftow  of  him  ? 
For  youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  begg'd  or  bor- 
row'd. 
I  fpeak  too  loud.  

Where  is  Malvolio  ? — he  is  fad,  and  civil, 

And  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes  ; — 

Where  is  Malvolio  ? 

Mar,  He's  coming,  madam  ;  but  in  very  ftrange 
manner. 
He  is,  fure,  poffeft,  madam. 

Oli.  Why  what's  the  matter  ?  does  he  rave? 

Mar,  No,  madam, 
He  does  nothing  but  fmile  :   your  ladyfhip  were 
bed 

To  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  he  come, 
For,  fure,  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

Oli,  Go  call  him  hither. — I'm  as  mad  as  he, 
Enter  Malvolio, 
If  fad  and  merry  madnefs  equal  be. — 
How  now,  Malvolio  ? 

MaL  Sweet  lady,  ho,  ho.    \_Smiics  f ant ajlic ally, 

Oli,  Smil'ft  thou  ? 
I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 

MaL  Sad,  lady  ?  I  could  be  fad  :  This  docs 
make  fome  obftru6lion  in  the  blood,  this  crofs- 
gartering  :  But  what  of  that  ?  if  it  pleafe  the  eye 
of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very  true  fonnet  is  ; 
Pleafe  ojie,  and  plea/e  alL 

Oli.  Why,  how  doft  thou,  man  ?  what  is  the 
matter  with  thee  ? 

Mai,  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in 
my  legs  :  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands 
fhall  be  executed.  I  think,  we  do  know  the 
fweet  Roman  hand. 
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Oli,  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio? 
MaL  To  bed  ?  ay,  fweet  heart ;  and  Til  come  to 
thee. 

Oli,  God  comfort  thee!  Why  dofl  tliovi  fmil©  fo, 
and  kifs  thy  hand  fooft. 

Alar.  IIow  do  you,  Malvolio? 

MaL  At  your  requefh?  Yes:  nightingales  an- 
fwer  daws. 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  bold- 
ncfs  before  my  lady? 

3JaL-  Be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs:" — 'Tvvas  well 
writ. 

Oli.  What  meanefl  thou  by  that,  Malvolio? 
MaL      Some  are  born  great." — 
OIL  Ha? 

MaL     Some  atchieve  greatnefs," — 
Oli,  What  fay'fl  thou? 

MaL  And  fome  have  greatnefs  thruil  upon 
them." 

Oli.  Heaven  re  (lore  thee  ! 

MaL      Remember,  who  commended  thy  ycl- 
low  (lockings  ;" — 
Oli.  Thy  yellow  flockings? 

MaL  And  wiih'd  to  lee  thee  crofs-garter'd." 
Oli.  Crofs-garter'd  ? 

/yjal.  "  Go  to  :  thou  art  made,  if  thou  defireft 
to  be  fo  ;" — 
Oli.  Am  I  made  ? 

MaL  '-If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fervant  flill." 

Oli,  Why,  this  is  a  vgry  midfummcr  madnefs. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  count 
Orfino's  is  returned  ;  1  could  hardly  entreat  him 
back  :  he  attends  your  ladyHiip's  pleafure. 

Oli,  I'll  come  to  him.  Good  Maria,  let  this  fel- 
low be  look'd  to.  Where's  my  coufin  Toby  ?  Let 
lome  of  my  people  have  a  fpccial  care  of  him  ;  I 
would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  half  of  my 
dowry.  \'Ex6, 
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MaL  Oh,  oh  1  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no 
worfe  man  than  Sir  Toby  to  look  to  me  ?  This  con- 
curs direftly  with  the  letter  :  flie  fends  him  on  pur- 
pofe,  that  1  may  appear  ftubborn  to  him  ;  for  fhe 
incites  me  to  that  in  the  letter.       Caft  thy  hum- 

ble  flough,"  fays  fhe  ; — be  oppofite  with  a  kinf- 
man, — furly  with  fervants, — let  thy  tongue  tang 
with  arguments  of  flate, — put  thyfelf  into  the 

trick  of  fingularity   and,  coniequently,  fets 

down  the  manner  how;  as,  a  fad  f?xe,  a  reverend 
carriage,  a  flow  tongue,  in  the  habit  of  fome  Sir  of 
note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have  lim'd  her  :  but  it  is 
Jove's  doing,  and  Jove  make  me  thankful !  And, 
when  fhe  went  away  now,  Let  this  fellow  be  look'' d 
is :  Fellow  !  not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  degree, 
but  fellow.  Why  ;  every  thing  adheres  together  ; 
that  no  dram  of  a  fcruple,  no  fcriiple  of  a  fcruple, 
no  obflacle,  no  incredulous  or  unfafe  circum- 
flance, — What  can  be  faid  ?  Nothing,  that  can  be, 
can  come  between  me  and  the  full  profpeft  of 
my  hopes.  W^ell,  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this, 
and  he  is  to  be  thanked. 

Re-enter  Maria,  with  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian, 

Sir  lb.  Which  v/ay  is  he,  in  the  name  of  fanc- 
tity  ?  If  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and 
Legion  hirafelf  poffefl:  him,  yet  I  will  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab,  Here  he  is,  here  he  is :  How  is  't  with  you, 
fir  ?  how  is 't  with  you,  mian  ? 

MaL  Go  off-,  I  difcard  you;  let  me  enjoy  my 
private  ;  go  off. 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeaks  within 
him  !  did  not  I  tell  you  ? — Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays 
you  to  have  a  care  of  him. 

MaL  Ah,  ah!  does  fne  fo  ? 

Sir  To,  Go  to,  go  to ;  peace,  peace,  we  muff 
deal  gently  with  him  ;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you, 
Malvolio  ?  how  is 't  with  you  ?  What,  m.an  !  defy 
the  devil:  confider,  he*s  an  encmiy  to  mankind. 
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MaL  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 

Mar,  I,a  you !  an  you  fpcak  ill  of  the  devil, 
how  he  takes  it  at  heart  !  Pray  God,  he  be  not  be- 
witch'd  ! 

Fa5,  Cnrry  his  water  to  the  wife  wonian. 

Mar.  Marry,  and  it  fhall  be  done  to-morrow 
morning,  if  I  live.  My  lady  would  not  lofe  him 
for  more  than  I'll  fay. 

MaL  How  noWj  miftrefs? 

Mar.  O  lord ! 

Sir  To,  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace,  this  is  not  the 
way  :  Do  you  not  fee,  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone 
with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gentlenefs  ;  gently,  gently  :  the 
fiend  is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

Sir  To,  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  ?  how  dofh 
thou  chuck  ? 

MaL  Sir? 

Sir  To,  Ay,  biddy,  come  with  me.  What,  man! 
'tis  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  with  Satan: 
Hang  him,  foul  Collier  ! 

Mar,  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers  :  good  fir  Toby, 
get  him  to  pray. 

MaL  My  prayers,  minx? 

Mar,  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of 
godlinefs. 

MaL  Go,  hang  yourfelves  all !  you  are  idle  fhal- 
low  things:  I  am  not  of  your  element ;  you  fhall 
know  more  hereafter.  [_Exit, 

Sir  To.  Is  't  poflible  ? 

Fab,  If  this  were  play'd  upon  a  ftage  now,  I 
could  condemn  it  as  an  improbable  fi6lion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  has  taken  the  infc6lion 
of  the  device,  man. 

Mar.  Nay,  purfue  him  now  ;  left  the  device  take 
air,  and  taint. 

Fab.  Why,  w^e  fhall  make  him  mad  indeed, 

^Jar,  The  houfc  will  be  the  quieter. 
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Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room, 
and  bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  beHef  that 
he  is  m.ad  :  we  may  carry  it  thus,  for  our  pleafure, 
and  his  penance,  till  our  very  paflime,  tired  out  of 
breath,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him  :  at  which 
time,  we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar,  and 
crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  madmen  :  But  fee,  but 
fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 
Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 
Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it :  I  war- 
rant,  there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in  't. 
Fab.  It  't  fo  fawcy  ? 

Sir  And.  I  is't  ?  1  warrant  him :  do  but  read. 
Sir  To,  Give  me.  [Sir  Toby  reads, 

"  Youth,  whatfoever  thou  art,  thou  art  but  a 
fcurvy  fellow." 
Fab.  Good,  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not  nor  admire  not  in  thy 
mind,  why  I  do  call  thee  fo,  for  I  will  fhew  thee 
no  reafon  for't." 

Fab.  A  good  note  :  that  keeps  you  from  the 
blow  of  the  law. 

Sir  To.  "  Thou  com'fl  to  the  lady  Olivia,  and 
in  my  fight  fne  ufes  thee  kindly  :  but  thou  lieft 
in  thy  throat,  that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge 
thee  for." 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  fenfe-lefs. 
Sir  To.     I  will  way-by  thee  going  home  ;  wherc- 

it  it.  be  thy  chance  to  kill  me,"-  ■ 

i^'^-i.  ("rood. 

Sir  2^.  Thou  kill'ft  nic  like  a  rogue  and  a 
•'•  villain." 

F^zb.  Still  you  keep  o'  the  windy  fide  of  the  law  : 
Good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well:  and  God  have  mercy 
upon  one  of  our  fouls!  He  may  have  mercy 
upon  mine:  but  .ny  hope  is  better,  and  fo  look 
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to  thyfelf.    Thy  ■friend,  as  thou  ufeil  him,  and 

thy  fworn  enemy, — Andrew  Ague-c  {ieek." 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs 
cannot:  I'll  give't  him. 

Mar,  You  may  have  very  fit  occafion  for't  he 
is  now  in  fomc  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will 
by  and  by  depart. 

Sir  To,  Go,  fir  Andrew  ;  fcout  me  for  him  at 
the  corner  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum  bailiff :  fo 
foon  as  ever  thou  feell  him,  draw  ;  and,  as  thou 
draw'ft,  fwear  horribly  :  for  it  comes  to  pafs  oft, 
that  a  terrible  oath,  Vx^ith  a  fwaggering  accent  fharply 
twang'd  off,  gives  manhood  more  approbation  than 
ever  proof  itfelf  would  have  earn'd  him.  Away, 

Sir  And,  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  [^ExiL 

Sir  To,  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter  :  for 
the  behaviour  of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him 
out  to  be  of  good  capacity  and  breeding  ;  his  em.- 
ployment  betv^^een  his  lord  and  my  niece  confirms 
no  lefs  ;  therefore  this  letter,  being  fo  excellently 
ignorant,  will  breed  no  terror  in  the  youth,  he  v/ill 
find  it  comes  from  a  clodpole.  But,  fir,  I  will 
deliver  his  challenge  by  word  of  mouth  ;  fet  uoon 
Aguc-cheek  a  notable  report  of  valour ;  and  drive 
the  gentleman  (as,  I  know,  his  youth  will  aptly 
receive  it)  into  a  mod  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage, 
fkill,  fury,  and  impetuofity.  This  will  fo  fright 
them  both,  that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the 
look,  like  cockatrices. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola, 
Fab,  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece  :  give  them 
v/ay,  till  he  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  him. 

Sir  To,  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  hor- 
rid medage  for  a  challenge.  \  Exeunt, 
Oil.  1  have  faid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  fiione, 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  out ; 
There's  fomcthin^j  in  me,  that  reproves  my  fault  ;  • 
U  2 
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But  fuch  a  headdrongpotei-ftault  it  is, 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  \hh  fame  haviour  that  your  paQion 
bears, 

Goes  on  my  maders  grief. 

Oli,  Here,  wear  this  jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  pi£lure  ; 
Refufe  it  not,,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And,  1  befeech  you,  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  fliall  you  afk  of  me,  that  I'll  deny  ; 
That  honour,  fav'd,  may  upon  alkinggive? 

rio.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my 
mafter. 

Oli,  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that^ 
Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 
l^io.  I  v/ill  acquit  you. 

Oli.  Well,   come  again  to-morrow  :    Fare  thee 
well ; 

A  £end,  like  thee,  might  bear  m.y  foul  to  hell.  Exit. 
Re-enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 
Sir  To,  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee. 
Fio.  And  you,  fir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  hall,  betake  thee  to  t : 
of  what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him, 
I  know  not :  but  thy  intercepter,  full  of  defpight, 
bloody  as  the  hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard 
end:  difmount  thy  tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation, 
for  thy  affailantis  quick,  Ikilful  and  deadly. 

Fio.  You  m>iftake,  fir ;  I  am  fure,  no  man  hath 
any  quarrel  tg  me  ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free 
and  clear  from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any 
man. 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwife,  I  affure  you  : 
therefore,  if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  bet^ake 
you  to  your  guard  ;  lx>r  your  oppofite  hath  m  him^ 
what  youth,  ftrength,  fkill,  and  wrath,  canfurni; 
man  wilhal. 

l^LO.  1  pray  you,  fir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To,  He  is  knight,  dubb'd  with  unhack'd  r 
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pier,  and  on  carpet  con (ideration  ;  hul  he  is  a  devil 
in  private  brawl :  fouls  and  bodies  hath  he  divorc'd 
three;  and  his  incenfeinent  at  this  moment  is  fb  im- 
placable, that  fatisfaftion  can  be  none  but  by  panics 
of  death  and  fepulchre  :  hob,  nob,  is  his  word  ; 
give't,  or  take't.' 

Fw,  I  will  ic'iirn  n-rr^<  into  the  lioufe,  and'  de- 
fn-c^foine  con  ;  iy.  ^  I  arn  no  fighter. 

I  liave  heard  o,  _  .  ..  ,  of  men,  that  put  quar- 
rels purpolely  on  o;:hers  to  taftc  their  valour  ;  be- 
like, this  is  a  man  oF  that  quirk. 

Sir  To,  Sir,  no;  liis  indignation  derives  itfelf 
out  of  a  very  competent  injury;  therefore,  get 
you  on,  and  give  him  his  defire.  Back  you  fhall 
not  to  the  houfc,  unlefs  you  undertake  that  with 
me,  whicli  with  as  much  fifety  you  might  anfwer 
him  :  therefore,  on,  or  ftrip  your  fword  fbark 
naked  ;  for  meddle  you  muO:,  that's  certain,  or  for- 
Iwear  to  v/ear  iron  about  you. 

Vio.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  flrange.  I  befeech 
you,  do  me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the 
knight  v/hat  my  offence  to  him  is  ;  it  is  fomething 
of  my  negligence,  nothing  of  my  purpofe. 

Sir  To,  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  Fabian,  fhay  you 
by  this  gentleman  till  my  return.     \h]xit  Sir  Tohy, 

Vio,  Pray  you,  fir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter 

Fah,  I  knovv%  the  knight  is  incens'd  againfl:  vou, 
even  to  a  mortal  arbitrament  ;  but  nothing  of  the 
circumftance  more. 

Vio^  I  fjefeech  you,   what  m^mner  of  tnan  is  he? 

Fah,  Notiiing  of  that  wonderful  promifc,  to  read 
him  by  his  form,  as  you  arc  like  to  find  him  in 
the  proof  of  his  valour.  He  is,  indeed,  fir,  the 
mofl:  rKiin >'  :  ^  1  iuid  fatal  oppofite  that  you 
could  po  ud  in  any  part  of  lllyria  : 

Will  vou  M<.iu  ic Wc.ids  him?    I  will  make  your 
peace  with  liim.  if  I  can. 


S.36  TWELFTH-NIGHT  :    OR,  ActllL 

Vio.  I  fiiall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't  !  I  am 
one,  that  had  rather  go  with  fir  prieft,  than  fir 
knight :  I  care  not  who  knows  I'o  much  of  my 
mettle.  [^Exeunt, 
Re-enter  Sir  Tohy^  with  Sir  Andrew, 

Sir  To,  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil  ;  I  have 
not  feen  fuch  a  virago.  I  had  a  pafs  with  him, 
rapier,  fcabbard,  and  all,  and  he  gives  me  the  fhuck 
— In  with  I'uch  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  inevi- 
table ;  and  on  the  anlwer,  he  pays  you  as  furely 
as  your  feet  hit  the  ground  they  ftcp  on  :  They 
fav,  he  has  been  fencer  to  the  Sophy 

Sir  A'nd.  Fox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To,  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified  : 
Fabian  can  fcarce  liold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plagvie  on't  ;  an  I  thought  he  had  been 
valiant,  and  fo  cunning  in  fence,  I'd  have  feen 
him  damn'd  ere  I'd  have  challeng'd  him.  Let  him 
let  the  matter  flip,  and  I'll  give  him  my  hor fcj  grey 
Capillet. 

Sir  To,  I'll  make  the  motion  :  Stand  here,  make 
a  good  fhew  on't  ;  this  fhall  end  without  the  per- 
dition of  fouls  :  Marry,  I'll  ride  your  horfe  as  well 
as  I  ride  you.  [_Afide, 

Re-enter  Fabian  and  Viola, 
I  have  his  horie  to  take  up  the  quarrel  :  I  have 
perfuaded  him,  the  youth's  a  devil.        [To  Fabian, 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him  :  and 
pants  and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To,  There's  no  remedy,  fir,  he  will  fight 
with  you  for's  oath  fake  :  marry,  he  had  better 
bethought  him  of  his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  that 
now  fcarce  to  be  worth  talking  of;  therefore  draw 
for  the  fupportance  of  his  vow;  he  protefts,  he 
will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio,  Pray  God  defend  me  !  A  little  thing  would 
make  me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

Fab,  Give  ground,  if  you  fee  him  furious. 
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Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy ; 
the  gentleman  will  for  his  honour's  lake  have  one 
bout  with  you  :  he  cannot  by  the  duello  avoid  it : 
but  he  has  promis'd  me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a 
Ibldier,  he  will  not  hurt  you.    Come  on  ;  to't. 

[_They  draw. 

Sir  And,  Pray  God,  he  keep  his  oath  ! 
Enter  Antonio, 

Fio,  I  do  affure  you,  'tis  againfl:  my  will. 

Ant,  Put  up  your  fword  ;  if  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me  ; 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defy  you.  [^Drazving. 

Sir  To,  You,  lir  ?  why,  what  are  you? 

Ant.  One,  11  r,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  to  do 
m.ore 

Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 
Sir  7o.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,    I  am  for 
you.  [_Draws* 
Enter  OJicers. 
Fah,  O  good  Sir  Toby,  hold ;   here  come  the 
officers. 

Sir  To.  I'll  be  with  you  anon. 

Fio.  Pray,  fir,  put  your  fword  up,  if  you  pleafe. 

\_To  Sir  Andrew, 

Sir  And.  Marry,  will  I,  fir ;  and,  for  that  I 
promis'd  you,  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word  : — He 
will  bear  you  eafily,  and  reins  well. 

1  Of.  This  is  the  man  ;  do  thy  office. 

z  Off.  Antonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  count 
Orfino, 

Ant,  You  do  miflake  me,  fir. 

1  Off.  No,  ur,  no  jot  ;  I  know  your  favour  well, 
Though  now  you  have  no  lea-cap  on  your  head. — 
Take  him  away  ;  he  knows,  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  muff  obey. — This  comes  with  feeking  you  ; 
But  there's  no  remedy  ;  I  fliall  anfwer  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  Now  my  neceffity  ^ 
Makes  me  to  alk  you  for  mv  purfc  ;    It  grie^'^s  rnc 
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Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 
Than  what  befalls  myfclf.    You  iland  amaz'd  ; 
But  be  of  comfort. 

2  Ojf,  Come,  fir,  away. 

^7it,  I  mufl  entreat  of  you  fome  of  that  money. 

Vio.  What  money,  fir  ? 
For  the  fair  kindnels  you  have  fhew*d  me  here, 
And  part,  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
I'll  lend  you  fomething  :   my  having  is  not  much  ; 
I'll  make  divifion  of  m.y  prefent  with  you: 
Hold  there's  half  my  coffer. 

Ant,  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is't  pofTible,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuafion  ?  Do  not  tempt  my  mifery, 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man, 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindnelfes 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Fio,  I  know  of  none  ; 
Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature  : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man, 
Than  lying,  vainefs,  babbling  drunkennefs. 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofe  ftrong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Ant.  O  heavens  themfelves  ! 

2  0^,  Come,  fir,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Ajit.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.     This  youth  that 
you  fee  here, 
I  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death  ; 
Reliev'd  him  with  fuch  fan6lity  of  love,— 
And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  did  promife 
Moft  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

1  Of,  What's  that  to  us  ? — the  time  goes  by  ; — 
away. 

Ant,  But,  oh,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god  ! — 
Thou  haft,  Scbaftian,  done  good  feature  fliame. — . 
Ln  nature  there's  no  blemifli,  but  the  mind ; 
None  can  be  call'd  deforirJd,  but  the  unkind : 
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Virtue  is  beauty  ;  but  the  beauteous  evil 

Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflovn*ifh'(i  by  the  devil. 

1  OJl\  The  man  grows  mad  ;  away  with  him. 
Come,  come^  fir. 

Ant.  Lead  me  on.      [Exit  Antonio  zvith  OJicers. 

Vio.  Methinks,his  words  do  from  fuch  pafTion  fly, 
That  he  belives  himfclf ;  fo  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  imagination,  oh.  prove  true, 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you  ! 

Sir  To,    Come   hither,   knight ;    come  hither, 
Fabian  ; 

We'll  whifper  o'er  a  couplet  or  two  of  mod  fage 
faws, 

Fio.  He  nam'd  Sebaftian  :  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glafs  ;  even  fuch,  and  fo. 
In  favour  was  my  brother  ;  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fafhion,  coloar,  ornament, 
For  him  i  imitate  :  Oh,  if  it  prove, 
Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frcfh  in  love  ! 

[Exit, 

Sir  To.  A  very  difhoneft  paltry  boy,  and  more 
a  coward  than  a  hare  :  his  difhonefty  appears,  in 
leaving  his  friend  here  in  necefTity,  and  denying 
him;  and  for  his  cowardfhip,  afk  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  coward,  a  moft  devout  coward,  religi- 
ous in  it. 

Sir  And,  'Slid,  Vll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 
Sir  7o.  Do,  cuff  him  foundly,  but  never  draw 
thy  Iword. 

Sir  And,  An  I  do  not. —        [Exit  Sir  Andrczo, 

Fab,  Come,  let's  fee  the  event. 

Sir  To,  I  dare  lay  any  money,  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

[Excu7it. 
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The  Street, 

Enttv  Scbajiian  and  Clozvn, 

C/o.T  X  7ILI^  you  make  me  believe,  that  I  ^lm  not 
V  V      fent  for  you  ? 

Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifh  fellow; 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

CIo.  Well  held  out.  i'faith  !  No,  I  do  not  know 
you  ;  nor  I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  lady,  to  bid 
you  come  fpeak  with  her;  nor  your  name  is  not 
mafter  Ccfario  :  nor  this  is  not  my  nofe  neither. — 
Nothing  that  isfo,  is  fo. 

Scb,  I  pr'ythee,  vent  thy  folly  fomcwhere  elfe  ; 
Thou  know'ft  not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly !  He  has  heard  that  word  of 
femegreat  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  V ent  my 
folly  !  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  world  will 
prove  a  cockney. — I  pr'ythee  now,  ungird  thy 
ftrangenefs,  and  tell  me  what  I  fhall  vent  to  my 
lady  ;  Shall  I  vent  to  her,  that  thou  art  coming? 

Seb,  I  pr'ythee,  foolifh  Greek,  depart  from  m^e  ; 
There's  m.oney  for  thee  :  if  you  tarry  longer, 
I  fhall  give  worfe  payment. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  thou  haft  an  open  hand  :  — 
Thefe  wile  m.en,  that  give  fools  money,  get  them- 
felves  good  report  after  fourteen  years  purchafe. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew^  Sir  Toby^  ayid  Fabius » 

Sir  And,  Now,  fir,  have  I  m.et  you  again  ;  there's 
for  you.  \ Striking  Sebafiiav, 

Seb,  Why,  theie's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there: 
Are  all  the  people  mad  ?  [_Beating  Sir  /Indrew. 

Sir  To,  Hold,  fir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er 
the  houfe. 

*  Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  ftraight :  I  would 
not  be  in  feme  of  your  coats  for  two-pence. 

[_Exzt  Clozvn, 
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Sir  To,  Come  on,  fir  ;  hold.  [Holding  Seha/li an. 
Sir  And.  Nay.  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way 
to  work  with  him;  I'll  have  an  aftion  of  hatterv 
againft  him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  Illyria:  though 
I  ftruck  him  firft,  yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 
Seb,  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  And.  Ccme,  fir,  I  will  not  let  go.  Come, 
my  young  foldier,  put  up  your  iron  :  you  are  well 
flelh'd  ;  come  on. 

Scb»  1  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  wouldfl: 
thou  now  ? 

If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  To,  What,  what  ?  Nay,  tlien  I  muft  have  an 
ounce  or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

[_They  draw  and  fight. 
Enter  Olivia, 
Oli,  Hold,  Toby  ;  on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee,  hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam  ? 

OH,  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  Ungracious  wretch, 
Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  cave^ 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd  !  out  of  my 
fight ! 

Be  not  ofl ended,  dear  Cefano  :  

Ruc^Tby,  be  gone  !  —  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tohy\  and  Sir  Jndre<x\ 
Let  thy  fair  wiidom,  not  thy  palfion,  Iway 
In  this  uncvil  and  unjull  extent 
Againft  thy  peace.    Go  with  me  to  my  houfe  ; 
And  hear  thou  there  how  many  fruitlefs  pranks 
This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May'ft  fmile  at  this:  thou  fhalt  not  chufe  but  go  , 
Do  not  deny  :  Beftirew  his  foul  for  me. 
He  ftarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What  relifh  is  in  this  ?  how  runs  the  ftreani  ? 

Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  dream  :  

Let  fancy  ftill  my  fenfe  in  Lethe  fteep  ; 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  mc  ficcp  I 
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OH.  Nav,  come,  I  pr'ythee  :  *Would,  thou'dfl 

be  rul'd  by  me  ! 
Sab,  Madam,  I  will. 
Oil,  O5  fay  fo,  and  fo  be ! 

SCENE  II. 

An  Apartvient  in  Olivia's  Houfe, 
Enter  Maria,  and  Clown, 

Mar,  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  put  on  this  gown,  and 
this  beard  ;  merke  him  believe,  thou  art  Sir  Topas 
the  curate ;  do  it  quickly  :  I'll  call  Sir  Toby  the 
whilft.  [Exit  Maria, 

Clo.  Well,  I'll  put  it  on,  and  I  will  difiemble 
i-nyTelf  in't ;  and  I  would  I  were  the  fir  ft  that  ever 
diflembled  in  fuch  a  gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to 
become  the  funftion  well ;  nor  lean  enough  to  be 
thought  a  good  ftudent :  but  to  be  faid,  an  honeft 
man,  and  a  good  houfekeeper,  goes  as  fairly,  as  to 
fay,  a  careful  man,  and  a  great  fcholar.  The  com- 
petitors enter. 

Enter  Sir  Toby^  and  Maria, 

Sir  To,  Jove  blefs  thee,  mafter  parfon. 

Clo.  Bonos  dies,  Sir  Toby  :  for  as  the  old  h^ermit 
of  Prague,  that  never  faw  pen  and  ink,  very  wtttily 
faid  to  a  niece  of  king  Gorboduc,  That,  that  is,  is : 
fo  I,  being  mafter  parfon,  am  mafter  parfon:  For 
what  is  that,  but  that ;  and  is,  but  is  ? 

Sir  To,  To  him,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo,  What,  hoa,  I  fay,  Peace  in  this  prifon  ! 

Sir  To,  The  knave  counterfeits  well ;  a  good 
knave. 

Mai,  [Within,']  Who  calls  there? 

Clo,  Sir  Topas,  the  curate,  who  comes  to  vifit 
Malvolio  the  lunatic. 

Mai,  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir  Topas,  go 
to  my  lady. 

Clo,  Out,  hyperbolical  fiend  !   how  vexeft  thou 
this  man  ?  talkeft  thou  nothing  but  of  ladies  ? 
Sir  To,  Well  faid,  mafter  parfon. 
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MaL  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd  : 
good  Sir  Topas,  do  not  think  I  am  mad  ;  they 
have  laid  me  here  in  hideous  darknefs. 

Clo.  Fy,  thou  difhonefl:  Sathan  !  I  call  thee  by 
the  moft  modeft  terms ;  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gen- 
tle ones,  that  will  ufe  the  devil  himfelf  with  cour- 
tefy  ;  Say 'ft  thou,  that  houfe  is  dark  ? 

Mat,  As  hell,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo,  Why,  it  hath  bay-windows  tranfparent  as 
barricadocs,  and  the  clear  ftones  towards  the  fouth- 
north  are  as  luftrous  as  ebony  ;  and  yet  complaineft 
thou  of  obftruftion  ? 

Mai,  I  am  not  mad.  Sir  Topas ;  I  fay  to  you 
this  houfe  is  dark. 

Clo,  Madman,  thou  erreft  :  I  fay,  there  is  no 
darknefs,  but  ignorance  :  in  which  thou  art  more 
puzzled,  than  the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mai,  I  fay,  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance, 
though  ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  fay, 
there  was  never  man  thus  abus*d  :  I  aiii  no  more 
mad  than  you  are,  make  the  trial  of  it  in  any  con- 
ftant  queftion. 

Clo,  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras  concer- 
ning wild-fowl  ? 

Mai,  That  the  foul  of  our  grandam  might  haply 
inhabit  a  bird. 

Clo.  What  think' ft  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 

MaL  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way 
approve  his  opinion. 

Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  ftill  in  dark- 
nefs  :  thou  fhalt  hold  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras, 
ere  I  will  allow  of  thy  wits ;  and  fear  to  kill  a 
woodcock,  left  thou  difpoflefs  the  foul  cf  thy  gran- 
dam.   Fare  thee  well. 

MaL  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas, — 

Sir  To.  My  moft  cxquifite  Sir  Topas  ! 

Clo,  Nay,  I  am  for  ail  v/aters. 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy 
beard  and  gown  ;  he  fees  thee  not. 
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Sir  To,  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring 
me  word  how  thou  fmd'ft  him  :  I  would,  we  were 
all  rid  of  this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently 
dchver'd,  I  would  he  were  ;  for  I  am  now  fo  far 
in  olTence  with  my  niece,  that  I  cannot  purfue 
with  any  fafety  this  fport  to  the  upfhot.  Come  by 
r.nd  by  to  my  chamber.  [_Exit  with  Maria. 

Clo.  Hey  Robin^  jolly  Rohiv^ 

Tell  me  hozo  thy  lady  does,  [Singing, 

MaL  Fool.  

Clo,  My  lady  is  unkind,  perdy, 

Mai,  Fool.  

Clo,  Alas,  why  is  fnejo  ? 

MaL  Fool,  I  fay  ;  

Clo.  She  loves  another,  Who  calls,  ha  ? 

MaL  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well 
at  my  hand,  help  m.e  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink, 
and  paper;  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  1  will  live  to  be 
thankful  to  thee  for't. 

<:io.  Mafler  Malvolio  ! 

Mai,  Ay,  good  fool. 

Clo,   Alas,  fir,    how  fell  you  befide  your  five 

wits  ? 

MaL  Fool,  there  v/as  never  man  fo  notorioufly 
ftbus'd  :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

Clo,  But  as  well  ?  then  you  are  mad,  indeed,  if 
you  be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

MaL  They  have  here  property'd  me  ;  keep  me 
in  darknels,  fend  miuiflers  to  me,  afles,  and  do  all 
they  can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Ck\  Advife  you  what  you  fay  ;  the  minifter  is 
here. — -Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens 
reilore  !  endeavour  tbyfelf  to  fleep,  and  leave  thy 
Vain  bibble  babble. 

MaL  Sir  Topas, — — 

Clo,  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow. 
— Who,  1,  lir?  not,  I,  fir.  God  b' w' you  good 
Sir  Topar.— ?Ylar] y,  amer — i  will,  fir,  I  will. 
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Mai,  Foolj  fool,  fool,  I  fay,  

Clo,  Alas,  fir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you,  fir  ? 
I  am  flient  for  fpeaking  to  you. 

MaL   Good  fool,  help  me  to  fome  light,  and' 
fome  paper  ;   I  tell  thee,   I  am  as  well  in  my  wits, 
as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Clo,  Well-a-day, — that  you  were,  fir  ! 

MaL  By  this  hand,  I  am  :  Good  fool,  fome  ink, 
paper,  and  light,  and  convey  what  I  fet  down  to 
my  lady  ;  it  fhall  advantage  thee  more  than  ever 
the  bearinor  of  letter  did. 

o 

Clo.  1  will  help  you  to't.    But  tell  m.e  true,  are 
you  not  mad  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 
MaL.  Believe  m?,  I  am  not ;  1  tell  thee  true, 
Clo.  Nay,    I'll  ne'er  believe  a  mad  man,   till  I 
fee  his  brains.     I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper, 
and  ink. 

MaL  Fool,  I'll  requite  it  in  the  highcfl:  degree  : 
I  pr'ythee,  be  gone. 

Clo.  1  am  gone,  fir^  [Singing. 

And  anon^  fir, 
ril  be  with  you  agaiyi, 
In  a  trice, 
Like  to  the  old  vice. 
Your  need  to  jujiain  ; 
Who  zvith  dagger  of  lath. 
In  his  rage  and  his  zorath, 

Cries,  ah,  ha  I  to  the  devil: 
Like  a  mad  lad, 
Pair  thy  nails,  dad, 

Adieu,,  goodman  deviL  [£.v/', 

SCENE  III. 
Olivia's  Garden, 
Enter  Sehaflian, 
Seb,  This  is  the  air  ;  that  is  the  glorious  fan ; 
This  pearl  fhe  gave  me,  I  do  feel  't  and  fee't : 
And  though  'tis  wonccr  that  enwraps  mc  thus, 
W  2 
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Yet  'tis  not  madncfs.    Where's  Antonio  then? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant  : 
Yet  there  he  was;  and  there  1  found  this  credit. 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  feek  me  out. 
iiis  counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  fervice  : 
For  though  my  foul  difputes  well  with  my  fenib. 
That  this  may  be  fomx  error,  but  no  madnefs, 
Y et  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  inflance,  all  difcourfe. 
That  I  am  ready  to  diftrufl  mine  eyes, 
And  wrangle  v/ith  my  reafon,  that  perfuad^s  me 
To  any  other  truft,  but  that  I  am  mad, 
Or  elfe  the  lady's  mad  ;  yet,  if  'twere  fo, 
She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  fol- 
lowers, 

Take,  and  give  back,  affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable  bearing, 
As,  I  percieve,  fhe  does ;  there's  fomething  in't, 
That  is  deceivable.    But  here  the  lady  comes. 

Enter  Olivia  and  a  Prieft, 
OH.  Blame  not  this  haile  of  mine  :  If  you  mean 

well. 

Now  go  with  m.e,  and  with  this  holy  man. 
Into  the  chantry  by  :  there,  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  affurance  of  your  faith  : 
That  my  mo  ft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  foul 
May  live  at  peace :  He  fhall  conceal  it. 
Whiles  you  arc  willing  it  fliall  come  to  note  ; 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth.  What  do  you  fay  ? 

Seb.  I'll  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you  : 
And,  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

Oil.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father ;  And 

heavens  fo  fhine, 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  aft  of  mine!  Exeunt, 
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ACT     V.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

The  Street, 
Enter  Ciotjon  and  Fabian, 

Fab.  ATOW,  as  thou  lov'fl  me,  let  ms  fee  his 
]l\  letter. 
Clo,  Goad  rnader  Fabian,  grant  me  another  rc- 

queft. 
Feb,  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  d'ifire  to  fee  this  letter. 

Fab.  That  is,  to  give  a  dog,  and,  in  recompcncc, 
dcfire  my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke^  Viola^  and  Attendants, 

Duke,  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olivia,  friends  ? 

Cto.  Ay,  hr;  we  are  fome  of  her  trappings. 

Duke,  I  know  thee  well ;  How  dofl  thou,,  my 
good  fellov/  ? 

Clo,  Truly,  fir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the 
worfe  for  my  friends. 

Duke,  Jufh  the  contrary;  the  better  for  thy 
friends. 

Clo.  No,  fir,  the  v/orfe. 

Duke,  How  can  that  be? 

Clo,  Marry,  fir,  they  praife  me,  and  make  an  afs 
of  me  ;  now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  afs  : 
fo  that  by  my  foes,  fir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge 
of  myfelf  ;  and  by  my  friends  1  am  abufed  :  fo  that, 
conclufions  to  be  as  kiffes,  if  your  four  negatives 
make  your  two  aiRrmatives,  v/hy,  then  thcworie 
for  my  friends,  and  the  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke.  Why,  this  is  excellent. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  fir,  no;  though  it  pleafe  you 
to  be  one  of  my  friends. 

Duke,  Thou  (halt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me  :  tliere's 
gold. 

Clo,  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  fir,  I 
would  you  could  make  it  another. 
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Duke,  Oj  you  give  me  ill  counfcl, 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  fir,  for  this 
once,  and  let  your  flefh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  finner  to  be  a 
double  dealer  ;  there's  another. 

Clo.  Frimo,  fccundo,  tcrtio,  is  a  good  play ;  and 
the  old  faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all ;  the  triplex, 
fir,  is  a  good  tripping  mcafure  ;  or  the  bells  of  St. 
Bennet,  fir,  may  put  you  in  mind,  One,  two,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me 
at  this  throw  :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  I 
am  here  to  fpeak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with 
you,  it  may  awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  fir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty,  till  I 
come  again.  I  go,  Cir  ;  but  1  would  not  have  you 
to  think,  that  my  dehre  of  having  is  the  fm  of 
covctoufnefs :  but,  as  you  fay,  fir,  let  your  bounty 
take  a  nap,  and  I  will  awake  it  anon. 

[^Exit  Cloton^ 

Enter  Antonio  and  OJficers, 
Vio,  Here  comes  the  man,  fir,  that  did  refcue  me. 
Duke  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet,  when  I  faw  it  laft,  it  w^as  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan  in  the  fmoke  of  war  : 
A  bawbling  velfel  was  he  captain  of, 
For  fballow  draught,  and  bulk,  unprizeable  ; 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make 
With  the  moft  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 
That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  lofs, 
Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him — What's  the  matter  ? 

1  Off.  Orfmo,  this  is  that  Antonio, 
That  took  the  Phoenix,   and  her  fraught,  from 
Candy ; 

And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  Tyger  board, 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  lofk  his  leg : 
Here  in  the  fhreets,  defperate  of  fhame,  and  ftate. 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio,  He  did  me  kindnefsj^  fir ;  drew  on  my  fide  y 
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But,  in  conclufion,  put  ftrange  fpecch  upoft  me, 
I  know  not  what  *cwas.  but  diftraftion. 

Duke.  Notable  pirate!  thou  (alt-water  thief! 
What  foolifh  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies; 
Whom  thou,  in  terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear, 
Haft  made  thine  enemies? 

y^nt,  Orfmo,  noble  lir, 
Be  pleas'd  thsif,  I  fhake  off  thefe  names  you  give  me; 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate, 
Though,  I  confeil,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough, 
Orhno's  enemy.    A  witchcraft  drew^  me  hither: 
That  m.oft  ungrateful  boy  there,  by  your  fide, 
From  the  rude  fea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  ;  a  wreck  pair  hope  he  was : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love,  without  retention,  or  reflraint. 
All  his  in  dedication  :  for  his  fake, 
Did  I  expofe  myfelf,  pure  for  his  love, 
Into  the  dano-er  of  this  adverfe  town  : 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  w^as  befet : 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  cunning, 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance, 
And  grew  a  twenty-years  removed  thing, 
While  one  would  wink  ;  deny'd  me  mine  own  purfc^ 
Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Vii\  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke,  When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

Ant,To'd^Y,  my  lord ;  and  for  three  months  bcforcj 
(No  interim,  not  a  minute's  vacancy) 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants. 

Duke,  Here  comes  the  counteis :   now  heaven 

walks  on  earth.  

But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellow,  thy  v/ords  are  madncfs; 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me 
■>ut  more  of  that  anon, — Take  him  afide. 
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OUTWhdit  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have, 
Wherein  Olivia  may  feem  ferviceable  ? 
Cefario,  you  do  not  keep  promife  with  me. 

Fio,  Madam? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, — 

Oli,  \Vhat  do  you  fay,  Cefario? — Goocl  my  lord, — 
Vio.  My  lord  would  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me, 
Oli.  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  tunf ,  my  lord, 

It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear, 

As  howling  after  mufic, 
Duke.  Still  fo  cruel  ? 
01$,  Still  fo  conftant,  lord. 

Duke,  What,  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  lady, 
To  whofe  ingrate  and  unaufpicious  altars 
My  foul  the  faithful!' ft  offerings  hath  breath'd  out, 
That  e*er  devotion  tender'd  !  What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Oli.  Even  what  it  pleafe  my  lord,  that  fhall  be- 
come him. 

Duke,  Why  fliould  I  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do  it, 
Like  to  the  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death, 
Kill  what  I  love  :  a  favage  jealoufy, 
That  fometimes  favours  nobly  ?  But  hear  me  this: 
Since  you  to  non-regardance  caft  my  faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  inflrument, 
That  fcrewsme  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour, 
Live  you,  the  marble-breafted  tyrant,  ftill  ; 
But  this  your  minion,  whom,  I  know,  you  love, 
And  whom,  by  heaven  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly. 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye, 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  mafter's  fpight. — 
Come,  boy,  with  me  ;  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mif- 
chicf ; 

I'll  facrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love, 

To  fpight  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.  [^Going, 

Fio.  And  L  moft  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly. 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufand  deaths  v/ould  die. 

[Follozving, 

OIL  Where  goes  Cefario  ? 
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Vio,  After  him  I  love, 
More  than  I  lovethefe  eyes,  m  ore  than  my  life, 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  1  fhall  love  wife  : 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnefles  above, 
Punifh  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  love  ! 

Oil,  Ay  me,  detefhed  !  how  am  I  bcguiPd  I 

Vio.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you 
wrong  ?  ^ 

01%.  Haft  thou  foi;got  thyfelf  ?  Is  it  fo  long?~ 
Call  forth  thy  holy  father. 

Duke,  Come,  av/ay.  \To  Viola, 

Oli,  Whither,  my  lord? — Ceiario,  hufband,  (lay. 

Duke.  Hufband? 

Oli.  Ay,  hufband  :  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke.  Her  hufband,  firrah  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

Oli,  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefs  of  thy  fear, 
That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  propriety  : 
Fear  not,  Cefario,  take  thy  fortunes  up  ; 
Be  that  thou  know 'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'ft. — O  welcome,  father  ! 

Enter  Priejl. 
Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence. 
Here  to  unfold  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs,  what  occanon  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe)  what  thou  doft  know. 
Hath  newly  paft  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Priejl.  A  contraft  of  eternal  bond  of  love, 
Confirmed  by  mutual  joindure  of  your  hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofc  of  lips. 
Strengthened  by  enterchangement  of  your  rings  i 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compaft 
SeaPd  in  my  function,  by  my  teftimony  : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  mc,  toward  my 
grave 

I  have  travelled  but  two  hours. 

Dkike,  O  thou  diffembling  cub  !  what  wilt  thou  be, 
When  time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzle  on  thy  cafe  ? 


T  \V  £  L  F  T  H-  N  I  0  H  T  :  OR, 


Acl  F. 


Or  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  lb  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  trip  fiiall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewell,  and  take  her ;  but  direci:  thy  feet, 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet, 

Vio.  My  lord,  I  do  protedj  

OH.  O,  do  not  fwear ; 
Hold  little  faith,  though  thou  haft  too  much  fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrczv,  with  his  Read  broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  Gpd,  a  furgeon  !  and 
fend  one  prefently  to  Sir  Toby. 

Oli  What's  the  matter? 

Sir  y/nd,  H'  as  broke  my  head  acrofs,  and  given 
Sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too  :  for  the  love  of 
God,  your  help  :  I  had  rather  than  forty  pound, 
1  were  at  home. 

Oli,  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Andrew  ? 

^ir  And,  The  Count's  gentleman,  one  Cefario  : 
we  took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil 
incnrdinate. 

Duke,  My  gentleman,  Cefario  ? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  is  ! — You  broke 
ray  head  for  nothing  ;  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was 
fet  on  to  do't  by  Sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  m,e  ?  I  never  hurl  you; 
You  drew  your  iword  upon  me,  without  caufe  ; 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have 
hurt  me;  1  think,  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody 
coxcomb. 

Enter  Sir  Toby^  drunk^  led  by  the  Clozon, 
Here  comes  Sir  Toby  halting,  you  Tnall  hear  more  : 
but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drn:ik,  he  would  have 
tickled  you  othergates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,  gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one  ;  he  has  hurt  me,  and  tHere's 
an  endon't.  —  Sot,  didfl  fee  Dick  furgeon,  fotjfe 

Clo.  O  he's  drunk.  Sir  Toby,  above  an  hour  ajRie ; 
liis  eyes  were  fet  at  eight  i'  the  morning 


Aa  i'. 
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Sir  To,  Then  he's  a  rogue,  and  a  paffy-meafure 
pavin  : 
I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

Oil,  Away  with  him  :  Who  hath  made  this  ha- 
vock  with  tliem  ? 

Sir  And.  Til  help  you,  Sir  Toby,  becaufe  we'll 
be  dreft  together. 

Sir  To,  Will  you  help  an  afs-head,  and  a  cox- 
comb, and  a  knave;  athin-fac'd  knave,  a  gull! 
^         \_Excunt  Clown,  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andr  zv, 
Oli,  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 

Enter  Sebaftian, 
Seb.  I  am  forry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kinf- 
man  ; 

But,  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  mud  have  done  no  Ids,  with  wit,  and  fafety. 
You  throw  a  ftrange  regard  upon  me,  and 
Br  that  I  do  perceive  it  hath  ofFended  you  ; 
Pardon  me,  Iweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other  but  fo  late  ago. 

Duke,  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two 
perfons ; 

A  natural  perfpeftive,  that  is,  and  is  not ! 

Seb,  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortured  me, 
Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sebaftian  are  you  ? 

Seb,  Fear' ft  thou  that,  Antonio  ? 

y^nt.  How  have  you  made  diviiion  of  yourfelf  ?— 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  creatures.     Which  is  Sebaftian  ? 

Oli,  Moft  wonderful  ! 

Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother  : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature. 
Of  here  and  every  where.    I  had  a  fifter, 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  havedevour'd  :  — 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?       {_To  FioU, 
What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ? 

Vol  ill.  X 
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Fio.  Of  Meflaline  :  Sebaftian  was  my  father  ; 
Such  a  Sebaflian  was  my  brother  too, 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  wat'ry  tomb  : 
If  ipirits  can  affume  both  form  and  fuit. 
You  com.e  to  fright  us. 

Seb,  A  fpirit  1  am,  indeed  ; 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofsly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  1  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  goes  even, 
I  fhould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  fay — Thrice  welcome,  drown'd  Viola  ! 

Fio»  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

Seb^  And  fo  had  mine. 

Fio.  And  dy 'd  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  number'd  thirteen  years. 

Seb,  O,  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul ! 
He  linifh'd,  indeed,  his  mortal  aft. 
That  day  that  made  my  filler  thirteen  years. 

Vio,  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both, 
But  this  my  mafculine  ufurp'd  attire. 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumftance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere,  and  jump, 
That  I  am  Viola  :  which  to  confirm, 
I'll  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town 
Where  lie  my  mxaid's  weeds ;  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  prefery'd,  to  fsrve  this  noble  count  : 
All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  lady,  and  this  lord. 

Scb,  So  comes  it,  lady,  you  have  been  miftook  : 

\_To  Olivia, 

But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contra6led  to  a  maid  ; 
Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,  deceiv'd, 
You  arc  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke,  Be  not  amaz'd  :  right  noble  is  his  blood. — ' 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  glals  feems  true, 
I  fliall  have  fhare  in  this  moft  happy  wreck  : 
B^y,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times,  \^7o  Fiola, 
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Thou  never  fhouldft  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Vio,  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  over-fwear ; 
And  all  thofe  fwearings  keap  as  true  in  foul. 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  fevers  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

Vio,  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  fhorc, 
Hath  my  maid's  garments  :  he,  upon  fome  aftion 
Is  now  in  durance  ;  at  Malvolio's  fuit, 
A  gentleman,  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

Oli,  He  fhall  enlarge  him  :  Fetch  Malvolio  hither. 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me, 
They  fay,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  diftraft. 

Re-enter  Clown,  with  a  letter. 
A  moft  extrafting  frenzy  of  mine  own 
From  my  remembrance  clearly  banifh'd  his. — 
How  does  he,  firrah  ? 

do.  Truly,  madam,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the 
ftave's  end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do  : 
h'as  here  writ  a  letter  to  you,  I  fhould  have  given't 
you  to-day  morning ;  but  as  a  madmans  epiftles 
are  no  gofpels,  fo  it  fkills  not  much,  when  they  are 
deliver'd. 

Oil,  Open't,  and  read  it. 

Clo»  Look  then  to  be  well  edify'd,  when  the  fool 
delivers  the  madman. — By  the  Lord,  madam, — 

Oli,  How  now,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No  madam,  I  do  but  read  madnefs :  an  your 
ladyfhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  mufh 
allow  vox. 

Oli.  Pr'ythee,  read  i'thy  right  wits,  . 

Clo.  So  I  do.  Madonna  ;  but  to  read  his  right 
wits,  is  to  read  thus:  therefore  perpend,  my  prin- 
cefs,  and  give  ear. 

OH,  Read  it  you,  firrah.  \To  Fabian, 

Fab,  [reads'^^  By  the  Lord,  madam,  you  wrong 
"  mc,  and  the  world  (hall  know  it :  though  you 
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have  put  me  into  darknefs,  and  given  your 
*•  drunken  coufm  rule  over  mc,  yet  have  I  the  be- 

nefit  of  my  fenfes  as  well  as  your  ladyfliip.  I 

have  your  own  letter  that  induced  me  to  the  fem- 

blance  I  put  on  ;  with  the  which  I  doubt  not 
^'  but  to  do  myfelf  m.uch  right,  or  you  much  fhame. 

Think  of  me  as  you  pleafe,  I  leave  my  duty  a 
"  little  unthought  of,  and  fpeak  out  of  my  injury. 

The  madly-us'd  Malvolio." 

Oli,  Did  he  WTite  this  ? 

Clo,  Ay,  madam, 

Duke,  This  favours  not  much  of  diftraQ:ion. 
Oli,  See  him  delivered,  Fabian  \  bring  him  hither. 
My  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  further  thought 
on; 

To  think  me  as  well  a  fifter  as  a  wife, 

One  day  fhall  crown  the  alliance  on't,  fo  pleafe  you, 

Here  at  my  houfe,  and  at  my  proper  coft. 

Duke,  Madam,  I  am  moft  apt  to  embrace  your 
offer. 

Your  mafter  quits  you  :  and,  for  your  fervice  done 
him, 

So  much  againft  the  metal  of  your  fex.    [To  Viola, 
So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding, 
Arid  fince  you  call'd  me  mafter  for  fo  long, 
Here  is  my  hand  :  you  fhall  from  this  tiri^e  be 
Your  mafter's  miftrefs, 

Oli.  A  fifter  ? — you  are  fhe. 

Re-enter  Fabian,  with  Malvolio, 

Duke,  Is  this  the  madman  ? 

Oli.  Ay,  my  lord,  this  fame  :  How  now,  Mal- 
voiio  ? 

Mai,  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong,  no- 
torious wrong. 
-    Oli,  Havel,  Malvolio  ?  no. 

Mai,  Lady,  you  have.    Pray  you,  perufe  that 
letter  : 

You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
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Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand,  or  phrafe  ; 
Or  fay,  'tis  not  your  feal,  nor  your  invention  : 
You  cfan  fay  none  of  this :  Well,  grant  it  then. 
And  tell  me,  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour  3 
Bade  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  fhockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people  : 
And,  afting  this  in  an  obedient  hope. 
Why  have  you  fuffcr'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd, 
Kept  in  a  dark  houfe,  vifited  by  the  prieffc, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  geek,  and  gull 
That  e'er  invention  pliy'd  on  ?  tell  me  why  ? 

Oli,  Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing, 
Though,  I  confefs,  much  like  the  chara8:er  : 
But,  out  of  queflion,  'tis  Maria's  hand, 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  flie 
Firfl:  told  mC;  thou  waft  mad  :  then  cam'fl:  in  fmiling. 
And  in  fuch  forms  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter,    Pr'ythee,  be  content  : 
This  praftice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  pafs'd  upon  thee  \ 
But,  when  we  know  the  grounds  and  authors  of  it, 
Thou  fbalt  be  both  the  plantiff  and  the^judge 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

Fab.  Good  madam,  hear  me  fpeak  : 
And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  po  brawl  to  come,. 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  prefent  hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.    In  hope  it  fbal]  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs,  my  felf,  and  Toby, 
Set  this  device  againfl  Malvolio  here. 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceiv'd  againft  him  :  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  Sir  Toby's  great  importance  ; 
In  recompence  whereof,  he  hath  marry 'd  her. 
How  with  afportful  malice  it  was  follow'd, 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge 
If  that  the  injuries  bejuftlv  wcigh'd, 
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That  have  ®n  both  fides  paft. 

Oli.  Alas,  poor  fool !  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ? 

Clo,  Why,  "  fome  are  born  great,  fome  atchieve 

greatnefs,  and  fome  have  greatnefs  thrown  upon 

them.'*  I  was  one,  fir,  in  this  interlude ;  one 
Sir  Topas,   fir  ;    but  that's  all  one  :  By  the 

Lord,  fool,  I  am  not  mad!'' — But  do  you  re- 
member, madam, — "  Why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  bar- 

ren  rafcal  f  an  you  fmile  not,  he's  gagg'd  :"  And 
thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges. 

MaL  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you. 

[_Exit, 

Oli.  He  hath  been  mofl  notorioufly  abus'd. 

Duke,  Purfue  him,  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace  :— 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet  ; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  folcmn  combination  fhall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  fouls  : — Mean  time,  fweet  fifler. 
We  will  not  part  from  hence, — Cefario,  come ; 
For  fo  you  fhall  be,  while  you  are  a  man  ; 
But,  when  in  other  habits  you  are  feen, 
Orfino's  miftrefs,  and  his  fancy's  queen.  [_Exeunt. 

Clown  fings. 

When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  hoy 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain^ 

AJooliJh  thing  was  hut  a  toy. 

For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  man'* s  ejlate^ 

With  hey,  ho,  l^c. 
^Gainfl  knaves  and  thieves^  men  Jhut  their  gate^ 

For  the  rain,  &c. 
But  when  I  came,  alas  I  to  wive^ 

With  hey,  ho  &c. 
My  Jzvaggering  could  I  never  thrive^ 

For  the  rain^ 
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But  token  I  came  unto  my  beds, 

With  hey ^  ho,  &c. 
With  tofs-Apots  JlilL  had  drunken  heads ^ 

For  the  rain,  &c, 
A  great  zvhile  ago  the  world  begun, 

With  hey,  ho,  &c. 
But  that's  all  one,  our  play  is  done, 

And  we'll Jlrive  to pleafe you  every  day,  \jExit. 


NOTE. 

This  play  is  in  the  graver  part  elegant  and  eafy,  and  in 
fome  of  the  lighter  fcenes  exquifitely  humorous.  Ague- 
Cheek  is  drawn  with  great  propriety,  but  his  character  is,  in 
a  great  meafure,  that  of  natural  fatuity  and  is  therefore  not 
the  proper  prey  of  a  fatirift.  The  foliloquy  of  Malvolio  is 
truly  comick  ;  he  is  betrayed  to  ridicule  merely  by  his  pride. 
The  marriage  of  Olivia,  and  the  fucceeding  perplexity, 
though  well  enough  contrived  to  divert  on  the  ftage,  wants 
credibility,  and  fails  to  produce  the  proper  inftru(Aion  re- 
quired in  the  drama^  as  it  exhibits  no  jufl  pidlure  of  life. 

Johnfor^ 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Dion,  J 
Another  Sicilian  Lord. 
u'^rchidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lord. 
Rogero,  a  Sicilian  Gentleman. 
An  Atendant  on  the  young  Prince  MamilHufi* 
Officers  of  a  Court  of  Judicature. 
Old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  of  Perdita, 
Clown,  his  fon, 
A  Manner, 
Gaoler. 

Servant  to  the  old  Shepherd. 
AutolicuSy  a  Rogue, 
Timc^  as  Chorus. 

JJermione,  Queen  to  Leontes. 

Perdita,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione, 

Paulina,  Wife  to  Antigonus, 

Emilia,  a  Lady.  % 

Two  other  Ladies* 


as 


Leontes,  King  of  Sicilia. 
Polixenes,  King  of  Bohemia. 
Mamillius,  young  prince  of  Sicilia, 
Florizd,  Prince  of  Bohemia, 
Camilla,  ^ 


Satyrs   for   a   Dance,  Shepherds,  Shepherdeffes, 
Guards,  and  Attendants, 


Scene,  fometimes  in  Sicilia ;  fometimcs  in  Bohemia* 
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An  Anti-Chamber  in  Leontes'  Palace. 
Enter  Camillo  and  Archidamus. 
A^rch>  TF  you  fhall  chance,   Camillo,  to  vifit 
X  Bohemia,  on  the  like  occafion  where- 
on my  fervices  are  now  on  foot,  you  fhall  fee,  as  I 
have  faid,    great  difference  betwixt  our  Bohemia 
and  your  Sicilia. 

Cam,  I  think,  this  coming  fummer,  the  king  of 
Sicilia  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation  which 
he  juftly  owes  him. 

y^rch.  Wherein  our  entertainment  fhall  fhame 
us,  we  will  be  jaflified  in  our  loves:  for  indeed,— « 
Cam.  'Befeech  you,  

Arch»  Verily,  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my 
knowledge  :  we  cannot  with  fuch  magnificence — 
in  fo  rare — I  know  not  what  to  fay.— — We  will 
give  you  fleepy  drinks  ;  that  your  fenfes,  unin- 
telligeq^  of  our  infufhcience,  may,  though  they 
cannot'praiie  us,  as  little  accufe  us.  • 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's 
given  freely. 

Arch»  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  underflanding 
inftru6i:s  me,  and  as  mine  honefly  puts  it  to  utter- 
ance* 

Cam.  Sicilia  cannot  fliew  himfelf  over  kind  to 
Bohemia.  They  were  trained  together  in  their 
childhoods ;  and  there  rooted  betwixt  tliem  then 
fuch  an  affe^lion,  which  cannot  chufe  but  branch 
now.    Since  their  more  mature  dignities,  and  royal 
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necefiities,  made  feparation  of  their  fociety,  their 
endbunters,  though  not  perfonal,  have  been  royally 
attorney'd  with  interchange  of  gifts,  letters,  loving 
embaffies  :  that  they  have  feem'd  to  be  together, 
though  abfent ;  fliook  hands,  as  over  a  vaft  ;  and 
cmbrac'd,  as  it  were,  from  the  ends  of  oppofed 
winds.    The  heavens  continue  their  loves! 

Arch,  I  think,  there  is  not  in  the  world  either 
malice,  or  matter,  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  un- 
fpeakable  comfort  of  your  young  prince  Mamil- 
lius  ;  it  is  a  gentleman  of  the  greateft  promife,  that 
ever  came  into  my  note. 

Com.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes 
of  him  :  It  is  a  gallant  child  ;  one  that,  indeed 
phyftcs  the  fubjeft,  makes  old  hearts  frefli  ;  they, 
that  went  on  crutches  ere  he  was  born,  defire  yet 
their  life,  to  fee  him  a  man. 

Arch,  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam,  Yes  ;  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  w^hy 
they  fhould  defire  to  live. 

Arch,  If  the  king  had  no  fon,  they  would  defire 
to  live  on  crutches  till  he  had  one. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  of  State, 
Enter  Leontes,  Hermione,  Mamillius^  Polixgits^  Ca- 
millo^  and  Attendants. 

Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  wat'ry  fhar  hath  been 
The  fhepherd's  note,  fince  we  have  left  our  throne 
Without  a  burden  :  time  as  loner  apain 
Would  be  fill'd  up,  my  brother,  with  oUr  thanks  ; 
And  yet  we  fhould,  for  perpetuity, 
Go  hence  in  debt  :  And  therefore,  like  a  cypher, 
Yet  ffinding  in  rich  place,  I  multiply, 
With  one  we  thank  you,  many  thoufands  mere 
That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while  ; 
And  pay  them  when  you  part. 
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Pol,  Sir,  that's  to-morrow. 
I  am  queRion'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chance. 
Or  breed  upon  our  ab fence :  That  may  blow 
No  fneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  fay, 
This  is  put' forth  too  truly  !  Bcfides,  I  have  fhay'd 
To  tire  your  royahy. 

Leo,  We  are  tougher,  brother. 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 

Pol,  No  longer  ftay. 

Leo,  One  feven-night  longer, 

Pol,  Very  footh,  to-morrow. 

Leo,  We'll  part  the  time  bctween's  then  :  and  in 
that . 

I'll  no  gain-faying, 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befeech  you,  f o  ; 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves  ;  none,  none  i'  the 
world. 

So  foonas  yours,  could  win  me  :  fo  it  fiiould  now, 
Were  there  necelTity  in  your  requefh,  although 
'Twere  needful  1  deny'd  it.     My  affairs 
Do  even  di-ag  mc  homeward  :  which  to  hinder 
Were,  in  your  love,  a  wd-up  to  me  ;  my  ftay, 
To  you,  a  charge,  end  trouble:  to  favc  both. 
Farewell,  our  brolhcr. 

Leo,  Tongue-ty'd,  our  queen  ?  ipeak  you. 

her,  I  had  thought,  fir,  to  have  held  my  peace, 
|MfntiI 

You  hacmrawn  oaths  from  him,  not  to  day.  You,  fir. 
Charge  him  too  coldly  :  Tell  him,  you  are  fure, 
All  in  Bohemia's  well  :  this  fatisfattion 
The  by-gone  day  proclaim 'd  ;  fay  this  to  him, 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  ward. 
Leo,  Well  faid  Hermione. 

}:er.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  fon,  were  illjpng  : 
But  let  him  fiy  fo  then,  and  let  him  go"; 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  Hidi  not  flay, 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  difLaffs. — 
Yet  of  your  royal  prefencc  I'll  adventure 

\To  Polixcrics. 

Y^chlll.  Y 
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The  borrow  of  a  week.    V/hen  at  Bohemia 

Y ou  take  my  lord,  I'll  give  you  my  commiffion, 

To  let  him  there  a  m.onth,  behind  the  geft 

Prefixed  for  his  parting:  yet,  good  deed,  Leontes, 

I  love  thee  not  ajar  o'the  clock  behind 

What  lady  fhe  her  lord.  You'll  Hay  ? 

FoU  No,  madam. 

H^r.  Nay,  but  you  will  ? 

Pol,  I  may  not,  verily. 

Htr,  Verily  ! 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows  :  But  I, 
Though  you  w^ould  feek  to  unfphere  the  flars  with 
oaths, 

Should  yet  fay,  «S'ir,  no  going.  Verily, 
You  fhall  not  go;  a  lady's  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.    Will  you  go  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner. 
Not  like  a  gucft  ;  fo  you  fhall  pay  your  fees, 
When  you  depart,  and  lave  your  thanks.    How  fay 
you  ? 

My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily, 
One  of  th-em  you  Pnall  be. 

Fol,  Your  gueft  then,  madam  : 
.  To  be  your  prifoner,  fhould  import  offending; 
''^^^Tiich  is  for  mie  Icis  eaiy  to  coramit, 
TMan  you  to  punifh. 

Etr.         your  gaoler  thep,  IHI 
But  your  kind  hollefSi    "Com.e,  Til  quel^B  ycu 
Of  my  lord's  tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys  ; 
Tou  were^retty  lordlings  then. 

Pol,  We  were,  fair  queen, 
Tv/o  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day, 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Ecr.  Was  not  my  lord  the  verier  wag  o'the  two? 

PoL  Wc  were  as  twinn'd  lambs,   that  did  frifli 
i'  the  fun. 

And  bleat  the  cue  at  the  other  :   what  wc  cliang'd- 
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Was  innocence  for  innocence ;  we  knew  not 
The  do6lrine  of  ill  doing,  no,  nor  dream*d 
That  any  did  :  Had  we  purfu'd  tliat  life, 
And  our  weak  fplrits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  IJood,    we  fliould  have  anfwer^d 
heaven 

Boldly,  Not  guilty  J  the  impofnion  clear 'd, 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her,  By  this  we  gather, 
You  have  tripp'd  fmce. 

Pol.  O  my  mofl  facred  lady, 
Temptations  have  fince  then  been  born  to  us :  for 
In  thofe  unfledg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl  ; 
Your  precious  felf  had  then  not  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  play-fellow. 

Her,  Grace  to  boot ! 
Of  this  make  no  conclufion ;  left  you  fay, 
Your  queen  and  I  are  devils :  Yet,  go  on  ; 
The  offences  we  have  made  you  do  we'll  anfwer  ; 
If  you  firft  finnM  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault,  and  that  you  flipp'd  not 
With  any  but  with  us, 

Leo,  Is  he  won  yet? 

Her,  He'll  flay,  my  lord. 

Leo,  At  my  requeft,  he  would  not. 
Hermione,  my  dcarefl,  thou  never  fpok'il 
To  better^burpofe. 

Her.  mvzY  ? 

Leo,  Never,  but  once. 

Her,  What  ?  have  I  twice  faid  well  ?  when  was't 
before  ? 

I  pr'ythee,  tell  me  ;  Cram  us  with  praifc,  and  make  ■ 
us 

As  fat  as  tame  things  :  One  good  deed,  dving  tongue 
lefs, 

Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages  :  You  may  ride  us 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 
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With  fpur  we  heat  an  acre.    But  to  the  goal ; — 
My  laft  good  deed  was,  to  entreat  his  flay 
What  was  my  firfl:  ?  It  has  an  elder  fifter, 
Or  1  miflake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace! 
But  once  before  I  fpoke  to  the  purpofe  :  When  ? 
Nay,  let  me  have 't  ;  I  long. 

Leo,  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbedmonths  hadfour'd  themfelves  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand, 
And,  clap  thyfelf  my  love  ;  then  didfl  thou  utter, 

I  am  yours  for  ever.'* 

Her,  It  is  grace,  indeed. — 
Why,  lo  you  now,  I  have  fpoke  to  the  purpofe  twice: 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  hufband  ; 
The  other,  for  fome  while  a  friend. 

[^Giving  her  hand  to  Polixenes, 

Leo,  Too  hot,  too  hot :  [  Afide, 

To  mingle  friendfnip  far,  is  mingling  bloods, 
1  have  tremor  cordis  on  me  ; — my  heart  dances ; 
.But  not  for  joy, — not  joy. — This  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  :  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  fertile  bofom, 
And  well  become  the  agent :  it  may,  I  grant : 
But  to  be  padling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers, 
As  nov/  they  are  ;  and  making  pra6lis'd  fmiles, 
As  in  a  looking-glafs  ; — and  then  to  figh,  as  'twere 
The  m.ort  o'  the  deer ;  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows. — Mamillius, 
Art  thiou  my  boy? 

Mam,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

I  to,  rfccks? 
Wl;.y,  that's  iny  bawcock.    What,  haft  fmiUtch'd 
thy  ncfe  ? — 

I'l  cy  l^y,  it's  a  copy  out  of  mine.    Come,  captain, 
We  mufl  be  neat;  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain  : 
And  yet  the  fleer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf, 
Arc  ail  call;d,  neat.— Still  virginalling 

[Ohfcrving  P'jlixenes  and  Hermione, 
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Upon  his  palm  ? — How  now,  you  wanton  calf? 
Art  thou  my  calf  ? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  lord. 

Lto*  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  pafh,  and  the  Pnoots 
that  I  have, 
To  be  full  like  me  : — yet,  they  fay,  we  arc 
Almofl  as  like  as  eggs  ;  women  fay  fo, 
That  will  fay  any  thing:  But  were  they  falfe 
As  o'er-dy'd  blacks,  as  winds,  as  waters ;  falfe 
As  dice  are  to  be  wifh'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  bourn  'twixt  his  and  mine  ;  yet  v/ere  it  true 
To  fay  this  boy  were  like  me — Come,  fir  page, 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin-eye:  fwcct  villain  ! 
Mofl:  dear'fl !  my  coUop  !  Can  thy  dam  ?  may't  be  ? 
AfPeftion  !  thy  intention  fLabs  the  center. 
Thou  dofh  make  pofiible  things  not  fo  held, 
Communical'ft  with  dreams. — How  can  this  be?  — 
With  what's  unreal  ;  thou  coattive  art. 
And  fellow'iL  nothing  :  Tlien,  'tis  very  ci  edc.nt. 
Thou  may' fl  CO -join  with  fomething  ;  and  vhou  dofl", 
And  that  beyond  commiiTion  *,  and  I  find  it, 
And  that  to  the  infection  of  my  brains, 
And  hardning  of  my  b:  v)ws., 

PoL  What  means  Sicilia  ? 

Btr,  He  fomething  feeins  urifeltlc J, 

Pol.  H^w  ?  my  lord  ? 

Lto.  Wnat  cheer  ?  how  is't  v/ith  you,befl:,  brcihcr  ? 

Her,  You  look. 
As  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  diftraclion  : 
Are  you  mov'd,  my  lord? 

Lto,  No,  in  good  earncfl:. — 
IIov/  fomxtimes  nfiture  will  betray  its  folly, 
It's  tcndcrncfs  ;  and  make  itfclf  a  pafl.im.e 
1\)  harder  bofoms ! — Looking  on  the  hnrs 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methoughi  ,  1  did  recoil 
Twenty-three  years  ;  and  law  myfelf  unbref:ched3 
\\\  my  green  velvet  coat ;  my  dagger  muzzled, 
Left  it  fhould  bite  itsmafler,  and  fo  prove, 

Y  2 
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As  ornament  oft  does,  too  dangeroii?* 
How  like,  metbought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel, 
Thisfquafh,  this  gentleman  : — Mine  honed  friend. 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  money? 

Mam,  No,  my  lord,  I'll  fight. 

Le&,  You  will  ?  v.'hy,  happy  man  be  his  dole  t — 
My  brother, 
Are  you  fo  fond  of  ycur  young  prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 

Pol,  If  at  home,  fir, 
He's  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter ; 
Now  my  (worn  friend,  and  then  mane  enemy  ; 
My  parafitc,  my  foldier,  ftates-man,  all  : 
lie  makes  a  July's  day  fhort  as  December; 
And,  with  his  varying  childnefs,  cures  in  mx 
1  houghts  that  would  thick  my  blood. 

Leo,  So  fhands  this  fquire  t 
Oftic'd  with  me  :  We  two  will  walk,  my  lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  (leps. — Hermione, 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  fliew  in  our  brother's  welcome  ; 
l.ct  what  is  dear  in  Sicily,  be  cheap  : 
Next  to  thyfelf,  raid  my  young  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Htr,  If  you  would  feek  us, 
We  are  your's  i'  the  garden  :  Shall's  attend  you  there  ? 

Leo,  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you  ;  you'll  be 
foundy 

Be  you  beneath  the  fky  : — I  am  angling  now, 
Though  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  line  ; 

[/i/zJe,  obferving  Hermione^ 

Go  to,  go  to  ! 

How  fhc  holds  up  the  neb,  the  bill  to  him ! 
And  arms  h^r  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 

\^Exeunt  Polixcnes,  Hermione^  and  attendants. 
To  her  allowing  hufband  !  Gone  already  ; 
Inch-thick,  knee-deep  !  o'er  head  and  ears  a  fork'd 
one. — 

Go,  play,  boy,  play  ; — thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too.}  but  To  difgrac'd  a  part,  as  iffuc 
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Will  hifs  nic  to  my  grave;  contempt  and  clamour 
Will,  be  my  knell. — Go,  play,  boy,  play  : — There 
have  been, 

Or  I  am  much  cleceiv\.l,  cuckolds  ere  now  ; 
And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  p^e^Gn^, 
Now,  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  thearm, 
That  little  thinks  (lie  hath  been  iluic'd  in  his  abfcnce, 
And  his  pond  fifh'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  SiTiiie,  his  neighbour:  nay,  there's  comfort  in't, 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates  ;   and  thcfe  gates 

open'd,  ' 
As  mine,  againft  my  will:  Should  all  defpair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.    Phyfic  for't  there  is  none  ; 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  (trike 
Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  pov/erfid.  think  it^ 
Fromeafl;,  weft,  north,  and  fouth  :  be  it  concluded, 
No  barricade  for  a  belly  ;  know  it  ; 
It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enem.y, 
With  bag  and  baggage  :  make  a  thoufand  of  us 
Have  the  difeafe  and  feel't  not. — How  now,  boy  ? 

I  am  like  you,  they  lay. 
Leo,  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. — 
What  ?  Camillo  there  ? 
Cain,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leo,  Go,  play?  Mamillius ;-  thou'rt  an  honeft 
man. — ■  \'Exit  3'lamillius. 

Camillo,  this  great  fir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 

Cam,  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold ; 
When  you  caft  out,  it  ftill  came  home, 

Leo,  Didft  note  it  ! 

Cam,  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  petitions:  made 
His  bufmefs  m.ore  material. 

Leo,  Didft  perceive  vt  ? 
They're  here  Vv-ith  me  already  ;  whifpering,  round- 
ing. 

Sicilia  b  a  fo-forth  :  'Tis  far  gone. 

When  I  ihali  guft  it  laft,— How  camc't,  Ccmilo, 

That  he  did  ftay  ? 
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Cam,  At  the  good  queen's  entreat3^ 

Leo»  At  the  queen's,  be't :  good,  fhould  be  per- 

^  tinent  ; 

"But  To  it  is,  it  is  not.    Was  this  taken 
By  any  underftanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks:  Not  noted,  is't. 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  fome  feverals, 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  melTes, 
Perchance,  are  to  this  bulinefs  purblind  :  fay. 

Cam,  Bufmefs,  my  lord  ?  I  think,  mod  under- 
fland 

Bohemia  flays  here  longer. 
Leo.  Ha? 

Cavi,  Stays  here  longer. 
Leo,  Ay,  but  why  ? 

Cam,  To  fatisfy  your  highricfs,  and  the  entreaties 
Of  our  rnoft  gracious  miftiefs. 

Leo*  Satisfy 
The  entreaties  of  your  maiRrefs  ? — fatisfy  ?— 
Let  that  fuffice.    1  have  trufted  thee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  nearefl  things  to  my  heart,  as  well 
My  chamber-councils :  wherein,  priell-Hke,  thou 
Hafl  cleans'd  my  bofom  ;  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reformed  :  but  we  have  been 
Deceived  in  thy  integrity,  deceived 
In  that  which  ieems  ib. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord  ! 

Leo,  To  bide  upon 't : — Thou  art  not  hone'fl :  or, 
If  thou  inciin'fl:  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward  ; 
Which  boxes  honefhy  behind,  retraining 
From  courie  requir'd  :  Or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant,  grafted  in  my  ferious  truft. 
And  therein  negligent  ;  or  elfe  a  fool ; 
That  feefl  a  game  play'd  home,  the  rich  ftakc 

drawn, 
And  tak'ft  it  ail  for  jeft. 

Cam,  My  gracious  lord. 
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I  may  be  negligent,  foolifh,  and  fearful ; 

In  every  one  of  tliefe  no  man  as  free, 

But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 

Amongft  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world, 

Sometimes  puts  forth  :  In  your  affairs,  my  lord. 

If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent, 

It  was  my  folly;  if  indafiirioufly 

I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence, 

Not  weighing  well  the  end  ;  if  ever  fearful 

To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  iffuc  doubted, 

Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 

Agalnft  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 

Which  oft  infefts  the  wifefl: :  thefe,  my  lord. 

Are  fuch  allowed  infirmities,  that  honedy 

Is  never  free  of.    But  'befeech  your  grace. 

Be  plainer  with  me  ;  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 

By  its  own  vifage  :  if  1  then  deny  it, 

'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo»  Have  not  you  feen,  Camillo, 
(But  that's  paR:  doubt :  you  have  :  or  your  cye-gla 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn)  or  heard, 
(For,  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought,  (for  cogitation 
Refides  not  in  that  man,  that  does  not  think  it) 
My  wife  is  flippery  ?  If  thou  wilt,  confefs  ; 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  negative. 
To  have  nor  eyes  nor  ears,  nor  thought :  Then  fa 
My  wife's  a  hobby-horfe  ;  deferves  a  name 
As  rank  as  anj  flax-wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-pnght :  fay  it,  andjuftify  it. 

Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  ftander-by,  to  hear 
My  fovereign  miftrcfs  clouded  fo,  without 
My  prefent vengeance  taken:  'Shrew  my  heart, 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this ;  which  to  reiterate,  were  iin 
As  deep  as  that,  though  true. 

Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  nofes  ? 
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Kifnng  with  infide  lip  ?  topping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  figh  ?  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefhy  ;)  horfmg  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  corners  ?  wifliing  clocks  more  fwift  : 
Hours,  minutes  ?  the  noon,  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  v/eb,  but  theirs,  theirs  only, 
That  would  unfeen  be  wicked  ?  is  this  nothing  ? 
Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't,  is  nothing; 
The  covering  ficy  is  nothing  :  Bohemia  nothing  : 
My  wife  is  nothing;  nor  nothing  have  thefe  no- 
things, 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cayn,  Good  my  lord,  be  cured 
Of  this  difeas'd  opinion,  and  betimes  , 
For  'tis  mofh  dangerous. 

iTeo,  Say,  it  be;  *tis  true. 

Cavi,  No,  no,  my  lord. 

Leo*  It  is ;  vou  lie,  you  lie  : 
I  fay,  thou  Heft,  Cam.illo,  and  I  hate  thee ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lowt,  a  mindlefs  flave  ; 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canft  vviih  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil, 
Inclining  to  them  both  :  Were  my  wife's  liver 
Infe£led  as  her  life,  flie  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glafs. 

Cam,  Who  does  infetl  her  ? 

Leo,  VvHiy  he,  that  wears  her  like  his  medal, 
hanging 

About  his  neck,  Bohemia  : — Who,  if  I 

Had  fervants  true  about  me ;  that  bare  eyes 
To  feek  alike  mine  honour  as  their  profits, 
Their  own  particular  thrifts,— they  would  do  that 
Which  fliould  undo  more  doing:  Ay,  and  thou, 
His  cup-bearer, — whom  I,  from  m.eaner  form 
Have  bench'd  and  rear'd  to  worfhip  ;  who  may'fh 
fee 

Plainly,  as  heaven  fees  earth,  and  earth  fees  heaven. 
Plow  I  am  gall'd, — thou  might' ft  be-fpice  a  cup, 
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To  give  mine  enemy  a  lafling  wink  ; 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam,  Sir,  my  lord, 
I  c©uld  do  this  ;  and  that  with  no  rafh  potion, 
But  with  a  lingering  dram.,  tliat  fhould  not  work 
MaliciouHy,  like  poifon  ;  But  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  miftre fs. 
So  fovereignlv  being  honourable. 

Leo.  1  have  lov'd  thee — Make  that  thy  queftion, 
and  go  rot  ! 
Doft  think,  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfettled, 
To  appoint  myfelf  in  this  vexation  ?  fully 
The  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  fheets, 
Which  to  preferve,  is  fleep  :  which  being  fpotted. 
Is  goads,  thorns,  nettles,  tails  of  wafps  ? 
Give  fcandal  to  the  blood  o'the  prince  my  fon, 
Who,  I  do  think,  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine. 
Without  ripe  moving  to't  ?  Would  I  do  this  ? 

Could  man  fo  blench  ? 

Cam,  I  mufh  believe  you,  fir; 

I  do  ;  and  will  fetch  ofl"  Bohemia  for't  : 

Provided,  that  when  he's  remov'd,  your  highncfs 

Will  take  again  your  queen,  as  yours  at  fir  ft  ; 

Even  for  your  fon's  fake;  and,  thereby,  for  fcaling 

The  injury  of  tongues,  in  courts  and  kingdoms 

Known  and  ally'd  to  yours. 
Leo,  Thou  doft  advife  mc. 

Even  fo  as  I  m.inc  own  courfe  have  fct  down  : 

ril  give  no  blemifh  to  her  honour,  none. 
Cam,  My  lord, 

Go  then  ;  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 

As  friend fhip  wears  at  feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 

And  with  your  queen  :  I  am  his  cup-bearer  ; 

If  from  me  he  have  wholefcme  beverage, 

Account  me  not  your  fervant. 
Leo,  This  is  all  : 

Do't  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart  ; 

Do't  not  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 
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Cam.  I'll  do't  my  lord. 

Leo.  I  will  fcem  friendly,  as  thou  liaft  advis'd 
me.  [_Rxit. 

Cam,  O  niiferablc  Indy  !  — But,  forme, 
What  cafe  fLand  I  in  ?  I  niuft  be  the  poifoncr 
Of  good  Pclixenes  :  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  i.^c.l-rnce  to  a  m.ailer';  one. 
Who,  ill  icbellion  v/illi  himfelf,  will  have 
All  that  are  liis,  fo  too. — To  do  this  deed, 
Promotion  follows  :  If  I  could  find  example 
Of  thoufands,  that  had  ftruck  anointed  kings, 
And  flourifh'd  after,  I'd  not  do't  :  but  fmce 
Norbrafs,  nor  ftone,  nor  parclimcnt,  bears  not  one. 
Let  villainy  itfelf  forfwear't.     I  mull 
Forfake  the  court  :  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.     Happy  flar,  reign  now  ; 
PIcre  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes, 

Pol,  This  is  ftrange  !  methinks. 

My  favour  here  begins  to  v/arp.     Not  fpcak  ?  

Good-day,  Camillo. 

Cam,  Plail,  mofh  royal  fir  ! 

Pol,  V/hat  is  the  news  i'  the  court  ? 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  lord. 

Pol,  The  king  hath  on  him  fuch  a  countenance, 
As  he  had  loft  iome  province,  and  a  region, 
Lov'd  as  he  loves  hiriilelf :  even  now  I  met  him* 
With  cuftomary  complim.ent  ;  when  he, 
W^afting  his  eyes  to  the  contrary,  and  falling 
A  lip  of  fuch  cmircmpt,  fpeeds  from  me  ;  and 
So  leaves  nie,  to  confider  what  is  breeding, 
That  changes  tliis  his  manners. 

Cam,  1  dare  not  know,  my  lord. 

Pol,  How  !   dare  not  ?   do  not  ?   do  you  knov/, 
and  dare  not  ? 
Ee  intelligent  to  m^e  ?  'Tis  thereabouts  ; 
For,  to  yourfclf,  what  you  do  know,  you  muu; 
And  Cannot  fay.  you  dire  not.     Good  Camiilc.. 
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Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror, 
Which  fhews  me  mine  chang'd  too  :  for  I  muft  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
Myfelf  thus  alter'd  with  it. 

Cam.  There  is  a  ficknefs 
"Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  diftemper;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe  ;  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you,  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol,  How  !  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  ms  not  fighted  like  the  bafilifk  : 
I  have  look'd  on  thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  better 
By  my  regard,  but  kill'd  none  fo.     Cam i Ho,  ■ 
As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman  ;  thereto 
Clerk-like,  experienc'd,  which  no  lefs  adorns 
Our  gentry,  than  our  parents'  noble  names, 
In  whofe  fuccefs  we  are  gentle, — I  befeech  you, 
If  you  know  aught  which  does  behove  my  know- 
ledge 

Thereof  to  be  inform'd ;  im.priibn  it  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 
Cam,  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pol,  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well ! 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd. — Doft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee,  by  all  the  parts  of  man. 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge, — whereof  the 
leaft 

Is  not  this  fuit  of  mine, — that  thou  declare 

What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 

Is  creeping  toward  me  ;  how  far  off,  how  near  ; 

Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be  ; 

If  not,  how  beft  to  bear  it. 

Cam,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  ; 
Since  I  am  charg'd  in  honour^  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable  :   Therefore,  mark  mv 
counfel  ; 

Which  muft  be  even  as  fwiftly  followM,  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;  or  both  yourfelf  and  me 
Cry,  lojl.^  and  fo  good-night. 
V0I.  III.  Z 
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Pol.  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam.  I  am  appointed  Him  to  murder  you, 

Pol.  By  whom,  Camillo  ? 

Cam.  By  the  king. 

Pol,  For  what  ? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he 
fwears 

As  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  inftrumcnt 

To  vice  you  to't, — that  you  have  touch'd  his  queen 

Forbiddenly. 

Pol.  Oh,  then  my  bed  blood  turn 
To  an  infefted  jelly  ;  and  my  name 
Be  yok'd  with  his,  that  did  betray  the  bed! 
Turn  then  my  frefhefl:  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dullefl:  noflril 
Where  I  arrive:  and  my  approach  be  fhun'd, 
Nay,  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  infeftion 
That  e'er  was  heard,  or  read  ! 

Cam,  Swear  his  thought  over 
By  each  particular  flar  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences,  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  Tea  for  to  obey  the  moon, 
As  or,  by  oath,  remove,  or  counfel,  fhake 
The  fabrick  of  his  folly  ;  whofe  foundation 
Is  pil'd  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  ftanding  of  his  body. 

Pol.  How  fhould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  I  know  not :  but,  I  ara  fure,  'lis  fafer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honefty,-— . 
That  lies  inclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd, — away  to-night. 
Your  followers  1  will  whifper  to  the  buhnefs  ; 
And  will,  by  twos  and  tVuees,  at  feveral  pofhernSj 
Clear  them  o'  the  city  :  For  myfelf,  I ^11  put 
My  iV?  tunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here 
By  ■  "    '      '  '  not  uncertain  ; 


Ja  II. 


THE  winter's  tale. 


Have  utter'd  truth  :  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 

I  dare  not  ftand  by  ;  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer 

Than  one  condemn'd;  by  the  king's  own  mouth 

thereon, 
Is  execution  fworn. 

Pol,  I  do  believe  thee : 
I  faw  his  heart  in  his  face.    Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  fhall 
Still  neighbour  mine  :  My  fhips  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  expe8:  my  hence  departure 

Two  days  ago.  This  jealoufy 

Is  for  a  precious  creature :  as  fhe's  rare, 

Muft  it  be  great,  and,  as  his  perfon's  mighty, 

Muft  it  be  violent;  and  as  he  does  conceive 

He  is  difhonour'd  by  a  man  which  ever 

Profefs'd  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  muft 

In  that  be  made  more  bitter.    Fear  o'er-fhades  me  : 

Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 

The  gracious  queen,  part  of  his  theme,  but  nothing 

Of  his  ill-ta'en  fufpicion  !  Come,  Camillo  ; 

I  will  refpe6l  thee  as  a  father,  if 

Thou  bear' ft  my  life  off  hence  :  Let  us  avoid. 

Cam,  It  is  in  mine  authority,  to  command 
The  keys  of  all  the  pofterns  :  Pleafe  your  highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  hour :  come,  fir,  away.  [_Excunt 


ACT     II.        S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Palace. 
Enter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and  Ladies. 
Her.  np  A  K  E  the  boy  to  you  :  he  fo  troubles  me, 
X         'Tis  paft  enduring. 
1  Lady.  Come,  my  gracious  lord, 
Shall  I  be  your  play-fellow  ? 
Mam.  No,  I'll  none  of  you. 
1  Lady,  Why,  my  fweet  lord  ? 
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Mam,  You'll  kifs  me  hard  ;  and  fpeak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  love  you  better. 

2  Lady,  And  why  fo,  my  lord? 

Mam,  Not  for  becaufe 
Your  brows  are  blacker  ;  yet  black  brows,  they  fay, 
Become  fome  women  befl ;  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle, 
Or  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

2  Lady,  Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  women's  faces.  Pray 

now 

What  colour  are  your  eye-brows? 

1  Lady,  Blue,  my  lord. 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock  :  1  have  feen  a  lady's 
nofe 

That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows, 

2  Lady.  Hark  ye  ; 

The  queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace :  we  fhall 
Prefent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  prince, 
One  of  thefe  days  :  and  then  you'd  wanton  with  us. 
If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  bulk  :  Good  time  encounter  her  ! 

Htr,  What  wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you?  Come 
fir,  now 

I  am  for  you  again  :  Pray  you,  fit  by  us, 
And  tell  us  a  tale. 

Mam,  Merry,  or  fad,  fhall  it  be  ? 

Htr,  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  A  fad  tale's  beft  for  winter  : 
I  have  one  of  fprights  and  goblins. 

Her,  Let's  have  that,  good  fir. 
Come  on,  fit  down  : — Come  on,  and  do  your  beft 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights ;  you're  powerful 
at  it. 

Mam,  There  was  a  man  

Ller.  Nay,  come,  fit  down  ;  then  on. 
Mam,  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard : — I  will  tell  it 
foftly; 
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Yon'  crickets  fhall  not  hear  it. 
Her,  Come  on  then, 

And  give*t  me  in  mine  ear. 

Enter  Leontes^  Antigonus,  Lords,  and  others, 
Leo,  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train?  Camillo  with 
him  ? 

Lord,  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them  :  never 
Saw  I  men  fcour  fo  on  their  way  :  I  ey'd  them 
Even  to  their  fhips. 

Leo,  How  bleft  am  I 
In  my  jud  cenfure  ?  in  my  true  opinion  ? — 
Alack,  for  lefTer  knowledge? — liow  accurs'd. 
In  being  fo  bleft  ! — There  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  fpider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink;  depart. 
And  yet  partake  no  venom ;  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infefted  :  but  if  one  prefent 
The  abhor 'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  fides, 

With  violent  hefts  :-  1  have  drunk,  and  fecn  the 

fpider.  

Camillo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  paudar:  

There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,  my  crown  ; 

All's  true,  that  is  miftrufted  : — that  falfe  villain, 

Whom  I  employed,  was  pre-employed  by  him ; 

He  hath  difcover'd  my  defign,  and  I 

Remain  a  pinch'd  thing  ;  yea,  a  very  trick 

For  them  to  play  at  will  : — How  came  the  pofcrns 

So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord,  By  his  great  authority  ; 
V/hich  often  hath  no  lels  prevailed  than  fo. 
On  your  command. 

Leo,  I  know't  too  v/ell.— 
Give  me  the  boy  ;  \_To  Hermiontf\  I  am  glad,  you 

did  not  nui Te  him  : 
Though  he  does  bear  lome  figns  of  me,  ytt  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Htr,  What  is  this  ?  fport  ? 
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Leo,  Bear  the  boy  hence,  he  fhall  not  come  about 
her; 

Away  with  him  : — and  let  her  [port  herfelf 
With  that  file's  big  with  ;  for  'tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  Pd  fay,  he  had  not, 
And,  I'll  be  fworn,  you  would  believe  my  fayingi 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  the  nayward. 

Leo.  You  my  lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well  ;  be  but  about 
To  fay,  fne  is  a  goodly  lady,  and 
Thejuftice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
'Tis  pity,  Jhe's  not  hcnejl,  honourable: 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form, 
(Which,  on  my  faith,  deferves  high  fpeech)  and 
ftraight 

The  fhrug,  the  hum,  or  ha  ;  thefe  petty  brands, 
That  calum.ny  doth  ufe  : — Oh,  I  am  out, 
That  mercy  does  ;  for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  itfelf : — thefe  fhrugs,  thefe  hums,  and  ha's, 
When  you  have  faid,  fhe's  goodly,  come  between, 
Ere  you  can  fay  fhe's  honefh  :  but  be  it  known, 
From  him  that  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  fhould  be. 
She's  an  adultrefs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo, 
The  moft  replenifh'd  villain  in  the  world, 
He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  you,  my  lord, 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook,  my  lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes.    O  thou  thing, 
Which  I'll  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place, 
Left  barbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent, 
Should  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees, 
And  mannerly  diftinguifhment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar  ! — I  have  faid, 
She's  an  adultrefs  ;  I  have  laid,  with  whom  : 
More,  fhe's  a  traitor ;  and  Camillo  is 
A  federary  with  her ;  and  one  that  knows 
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What  fhe  fhould  fhamc  to  know  hcrfelf, 
But  with  her  moft  vile  principal,  that  (he's 
A  bed-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 
That  vulgars  give  bold' 0:  titles;  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  efcape. 

Her,  No,  by  my  life, 
Privy  to  none  of  this  ;  How  will  this  grieve  you, 
When  you  fhallcome  to  clearer  knowledge,  that 
You  thus  have  publifh'd  me  ?  Gentle  my  lord, 
Youfcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miftake. 

Leo,  No ;  if  I  miflake 
In  thofe  foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
The  centre  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchool-boy's  top. — Away  with  her  to  prifon  : 
He,  who  fhall  fpeak  for  her,  is  afar  off  guilty, 
But  that  he  fpeaks. 

Her,  There's  fome  ill  planet  reigns  : 
I  mufb  be  patient,  till  the  heavens  look 
W^ith  an  afpeft  more  favourable.— Good  my  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  w^eeping,  as  our  fex 
Commonly  are  ;  the  want  of  which  vain  dew, 
Perchance,  fhall  dry  your  pities  :  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodged  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drown  :  'Befeech  you  all,  my  lords. 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  beft  in,R;ru6l  you,  meafuremej  and  fo 
The  king's  will  be  perform'd!  

Leo,  Shall  I  be  heard  ?  [To  the  Guards, 

Her,  Who  is't,  that  goes  with  me  ? — 'befeech 
your  highnefs, 
My  women  may  be  with  me  ;  for,  you  fee, 
My  plight  requires  it.    Do  not  weep,  good  fools; 

[To  her  ladies. 

There  is  no  caufe ;  when  you  fhall  know,  your 
miftrefs 

Has  defervM  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears, 
As  I  come  out  ;  this  aftion,  I  now  go  on, 
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Is  for  my  better  grace. — Adieu,  my  lord  ; 
I  never  wifh'd  to  fee  you  lorry ;  now, 
I  truft,  I  fl'iall. — My  women,  come  ;  you  have  leave* 
Leo,  Go,  do  our  bidding  ;  hence. 

[Exeunt  O^ueen  and  Ladies. 
Lord,  'Befeech  your  highnefs,  call  the  queen 
again. 

Ant,  Be  certain  what  you  do,  fir*,  left  your 
juftice 

Prove  violence  ;  in  the  which  three  great  ones  fufFer, 
Yourfelf,  your  queen,  your  fon. 

Lord,  For  lier,  my  lord, — 
T  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  fir, 
Pleafe  you  to  accept  it,  that  the  queen  is  fpotlefs 
I'  the  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  ;  I  mean, 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her. 

Ant,  If  it  prove 
She's  otherw^fe,  I'll  keep  my  ftablc  where 
I  lodge  my  wife  ;  I'll  go  in  couples  with  her  ; 
Than  when  I  feel,  and  fee  her.  no  further  truft  her  ; 
For  every  inch  of  w^oman  in  the  world, 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  flefli,  is  falfe, 
If  flie  be. 

Leo,  Hold  your  peaces. 

Lord,  Good  my  lord,  

Ant,  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,   not  for  ourfelves  : 
You  are  abus'd,  and  by  fome  putter-on, 
That  will  be  damn'd  fcr't:  'would  1  knew  the  villain, 
I  would  land-damn  him:  Be  fhe  honour-flaw'd, — 
I  have  three  daughters ;  the  eldeft  is  eleven  ; 
The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine, .  and  fome  five  ; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't :  by  mine  honour, 
I'll  geld  them  all ;  fourteen  they  {hall  not  fee, 
To  bring  falfe  generations  :  they  are  co-heirs ; 
And  I  had  rather  glib  myfelf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  iffue. 

Leo,  Ceafe  ;  no  more ; 
You  fmell  this  buHnefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
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As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe:  but  I  do  fce't,  and  feePt 

As  you  feel  doing  thus,  and  fee  withal 

The  inftruments  that  feel.         ^Striking  his  brows. 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo, 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honefhy ; 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leo.  What?  lack  I  credit? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack,  than  I,  my  lord, 
Upon  this  ground  :  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  true,  than  your  fufpicion  ; 
Be  blamed  for't  how  you  might. 

Leo.  Why,  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  of  this  ?  but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  inftigation  ?  Our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels ;  but  our  natural  goodnefs 
Imparts  this:  which,  if  you  (or  ftupified, 
Or  feeming  fo  in  fkill)  cannot,  or  will  not, 
Relifh  as  truth,  like  us;  inform  yourfelves, 
We  need  no  m.ore  of  your  advice  :  the  matter, 
The  lofs,  the  gain,  the  ordering  on't,  is  all 
Properly  ours. 

Ant.  And  I  wifh,  my  liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgement  try'd  it, 
Without  more  overture. 

Leo,  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age, 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  fool.    Camillo's  flight. 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 

(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touched  conje6lure  ; 

That  lack'd  hght  only,  nought  for  approbation, 

But  only  feeing,  all  other  circumfhances 

Made  up  to  the  deed)  do  puili  on  this  proceeding  : 

Yet,  for  a  greater  confirmation, 

(For,  in  an  a6l  of  this  importance,  'twere 

Moft  piteous  to  be  wild)  I  have  difpatch'd  in  poft, 

To  facred  Delphos,  to  Apollo's  temple, 

Cleomenes  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 

Of  ftuff'd  fufficicncy ;  Now,  from  the  oracle 
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They  will  bring  all :  whofe  fpiritual  counfel  had, 
Shall  flop,  or  fpur  me.    Have  I  done  well  ? 
Lord.  Well  done,  my  lord. 

Leo.  Though  I  am  I'atisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know,  yet  fhall  the  oracle 
Give  reft  to  the  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  the  truth  :  So  have  v;e  thought  it  good, 
From  our  free  perfon  (he  Hiould  be  conFiu'd  ; 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence, 
Be  left  her  to  perform.    Come,  follow  us  ; 
We  are  to  fpcak  in  public :  for  this  bufiners 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Ant,  [A/ide.']  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it. 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
A  Prifon. 
Enter  Paulina,  and  Gtntkman. 

PauL  The  keeper  of  the  prifon, — call  to  him  ; 

\^Exit  Gentleman. 

Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am. — Good  lady  ! 

No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee, 

What  doft  thou  then  in  prifon  ?— Now,  good  fir, 

Re-enter  Geritleman,  with  the  Keeper. 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Keep.  For  a  worthy  lady, 
And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

PauL  Pray  you  then, 
Conduft  me  to  the  queen. 

Keep.  I  may  not,  madam ;  to  the  contrary 
I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

PauL  Here's  ado, 
To  lock  up  honefty  and  honour  from 
The  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors  ! — Is  it  lawful, 
Pray  you,  to  lee  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ? 
Emilia  ? 

Keep.  So  pleafe  you,  madam. 
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To  put  apart  thefe  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Paul,  I  pray  you  now, 
Call  her  :  Withdraw  yourfelves.       [^Exeunt  Gent. 

Keep,  And^  tnndarxi,  I  muft 
Be  prefent  at  your  conference. 

Paul,  Well,  be  it  fo,  pr'ythee.    Here  is  fuch  ado, 

\_Exit  Keeper, 
To  make  no  (lain  a  ftain,  as  paffes  colouring. 

Re-enter  Keeper^  with  Emilia, 
Dear  gentlewoman,  how  fares  our  gracious  lady  ? 

Emil,  As  well  as  one  fo  great,  and  fo  forlorn, 
May  hold  together :  On  her  frights,  and  griefs, 
fWhich  never  tender  lady  hath  borne  greater) 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  time,  delivered. 

Paul,  A  boy.? 

E77iil,  A  daughter  ;  and  a  goodly  babe, 
Lufly,  and  like  to  live:  the  queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't ;  fays  My  poor  prifoner^- 
I  am  innocent  as  you, 

Paul,  I  dare  be  fworn  !  

Thefe  dangerous  unfafe  lunes  o'  the  king !  befhrew 
them  ! 

He  muft  be  told  on't,  and  he  fhall :  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  bcft  :  I'll  take't  upon  me  : 
If  I  prove  honey -mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  blifter  ; 
And  never  to  my  red-look 'd  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more  :  Pray  you,  Emilia, 
Commend  my  beil  obedience  to  the  queen  ; 
If  fhe  dares  tr-ift  me  v/ith  her  little  babe, 
PU  fhew't  the  king,  and  undeitake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th'  loudeft  :  We  do  not  know 
Hov/  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o*  the  child ; 
The  filence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades,  when  fpcaking  fails. 

Emil,  Moft  worthy  madam, 
Your  honour,  and  your  goodnefs,  is-fo  evident, 
1  hat  your  fre?  un'^7rf>ikin^>;  csnnot  mif^ 
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A  thriving  ifliie:  there  is  no  lady  living, 

So  meet  for  this  great  errand  :  Pleafe  your  ladyfhip 

7'o  vifit  the  next  room,  I'll  prefently 

Acquaint  the  queen  of  your  moft  noble  offer; 

Who,  but  to-day,  hammered  of  this  d^fign  ; 

But  durfh  not  tempt  a  minifler  of  honour. 

Left  fhe  fhould  be  deny'd. 

Paul,  Tell  her,  Emilia, 
I'll  ufe  that  tongue  I  have  :  if  wit  flow  from  it, 
As  boldnefs  from  my  bofom,  let  it  not  be  doubted 
1  fhall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  bleft  for  it  ! 
ril  to  the  queen  :  pleafe  you,  come  fomething  nearer. 

Keep.  Madam,  iPt  pleafe  the  queen  to  fend  the 
babe, 

I  know  not  what  I  fhall  incur  to  pafs  it, 
Having  no  warrant. 

Paul,  You  need  not  fear  it,  fir  : 
The  child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb  ;  and  is. 
By  law  and  procefs  of  great  nature,  thence- 
Freed  and  enfranchised:  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  king  ;  nor  guilty  of, 
If  any  be,  the  trefpafs  of  the  queen. 

Keep,  I  do  believe  it. 

PduL  Do  not  you  fear  :  upon  mine  honour,  I 
Will  (land  'twi-xt  you  and  danger.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
The  Palace, 

Enter   Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords,  and  other  At- 
tendants, 

Leo,  Nor  night,  nor  day,  nor  reft  :  It  is  but 
weaknefs 

To  bear  the  matter  thus  ;  mere  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being; — part  o'  the  caufe. 
She,  the  adultrefs  ; — for  the  harlot  king 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm,  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  train,  plot-proof:  but  (he 
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I  can  hook  to  me :  Say,  that  fhe  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  come  to  me  again, — Who's  there  ? 

Enter  an  Attendant » 

Atten.  My  lord  ? 

Leo,  How  does  the  boy  ? 

Atten,  He  took  good  reft  to-night ;  'tis  hop'd. 
His  ficknefs  is  difcharg'd 

Leo.  To  fee  his  noblenefs  ! 
Conceiving  the  diftionour  of  his  mother. 
He  ftraight  declined,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply  ; 
Faften'd  and  fix'd  the  fhame  on't  in  himfelf : 
Threw  off  his  fpirit,  his  appetite,  his  fleep, 
And  downright  languifh'd. — Leave  me  folely  :  go, 

\^Exit  Attendant, 

See  how  he  fares.— Fye,  fye  !  no  thought  of  him  ;~ 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoil  upon  me  :  in  himfelf  too  mighty  ; 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance,— Let  him  be, 
Until  a  time  may  ferve  :  for  prefent  vengeance, 
Take  it  on  her.    Camillo  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  at  me  ;  make  their  paftime  at  my  forrow  ; 
They  fliould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them  ;  nor 
Shall  file,  within  my  power. 

Enter  Paulina,  with  a  Child^ 
Lord,  You  muft  not  enter. 

Paul,  Nay  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  fecond  to 
me  ; 

Fear  you  his  tyrannous  paflion,  more,  alas! 
Than  the  queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  foul  ; 
More  free,  than  he  is  jealous. 
u^nt.  That's  enough. 

Atten.  Madam,  he  hath  not  ftept  to-ftight :  com- 
manded 
None  fhould  come  at  him. 

Paul.  Not  fo  hot,  good  fir. 
I  come  to  bring  him  fleep.    'Tis  fuch  as  you, — 
That  creep  like  fhadows  by  him,  and  do  figli 
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At  each  his  needlefs  heavings, — fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking  :  I  ^ 
Do  come  with  words  as  med'cinal  as  true ; 
Honeft,  as  either  ;  to  purge  him  of  that  humour, 
That  prefles  him  from  fleep. 
Leo,  What  noife  there,  ho? 

Paul,  No  noife,  my  lord  ;  but  needful  conference 
About  fome  go  flips  for  your  highnefs, 

Leo,  How  ?  

Away  with  that  audacious  lady !— Antigonus, 

1  charg'd  thee,  that  fhe  fhould  not  come  about  me  \ 

I  knew,  fhe  would. 

Ant,  I  told  her  fo.  my  lord, 
On  your  difpleafure's  peril,  and  on  mine. 
She  fhould  not  vifit  you. 

Leo»  What,  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

Paul,  From  all  difhonefty,  he  can  :  in  this, 
(Unlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done, 
Commit  me,  for  committing  honour)  truft  it. 
He  fhall  not  rule  mc. 

Ant,  Lo  you  now  ;  you  hear ! 
When  fhe  will  take  the  rein,  I  let  her  run  ; 
But  fhe'U  not  ftumble. 

Paul,  Qood  my  liege,  I  come,-— 
And,  Ibefcech  you,  hear  me,  who  profefs 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  phyfician, 
Your  moft  obedient  counfellor  ;  yet  that  dares 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
Than  fuch  as  mofl:  feem  yours -I  fay,  I  come 
From  your  good  queen. 

Leo,  Good  queen  ! 

Paul,  Good  queen,  my  lord,  good  queen !  I  fay 
good  queen  ; 

'  And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  fo  were  I 
A  man,  the  worft  about  you. 
Leo,  Force  her  hence. 

Paul,  Let  him,  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes, 
Firft  hand  me  :  on  mine  own  accordj  I'll  off  | 
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But,  firft,  PU  do  my  errand.-— The  good  queen, 
For  fhe  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter  ; 
Here  'tis  ;  commends  it  to  your  blelFing. 

\_Layiag  dozen  the  child, 

Leo.  Out  ! 

A  mankind  witch  I  Hence  with  her,  out  o'  door  :~ 
A  mod  intelligencing  bawd  ! 

Paul.  Not  fo  : 
I  am  as  ignorant  in  that,  as  you 
In  fo  intitling  me ;  and  no  lefs  honefl: 
Than  you  are  mad ;  which  is  enough,  PU  warrant 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pafs  for  honefl, 

Leo.  Traitors ! 
Will  you  not  pufli  her  out  P'give  her  the  baftard  : — 

[To  Antigonus^- 
Thou,  dotard,  thou  art  woman-tir'd,  unroofted 
By  thy  dame  Partlet  here. — take  up  the  baftard ; 
Tak't  up,  I  fay  ;  give*t  to  thy  crone, 

Paul.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Tak'ft  up  theprincefs,  by  that  forced  bafenefs 
Which  he  has  put  upon't ! 

Leo.  He  dreads  his  wife. 

Paul.  So,  I  would,  you  did ;  then,  'twere  paffc 
all  doubt, 
You*d  call  your  children  yours. 

Leo.  A  neft  of  traitors  I 

Ant.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 

Paul.  Nor  I ;  nor  any, 
But  one,  that's  here  ;  and  that's  himfelf :  for  he 
The  facred  honour  of  himfelf,  his  queen's, 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babes,  betrays  to  flander, 
Whofe  fting  is  fharper  than  the  fword's,  and  will  not 
(For,  as  the  cafe  now  ftands,  it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  be  compell'd  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten, 
As  ever  oak,  ©r  ftone,  was  found. 

Leo.  A  callat. 
Of  boundlefs  tongue  \  who  late  hath  beat  her  hufband, 
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And  now  baits  me  ! — This  brat  is  none  of  mine  ; 
It  is  the  iflfue  of  Polixenes : 
Hence  with  it ;  and,  together  with  the  dam, 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Paul.  It  is  yours  ; 
And,  might  we  lay  the  old  proverb  to  your  charge, 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worfe. — Behold,  my  lords. 
Although  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father  :  eye,  nofe,  lip, 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his  forehead  ;  nay,  the  valley, 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek  ;  his 
fmiles  ; 

The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger  : — 
And,  thou,  good  goddefs  nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongft  all  colours 
No  yellow  in't :  left  fhe  fufpeft,  as  he  does, 
Her  children  not  her  hufband's  ! 

Leo.  A  grofs  hag  !  

And,  lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd, 
That  w^ilt  not  ftay  her  tongue. 

^nt.  Hang  all  the  hufbands, 
That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourfelf 
Hardly  one  fubje6l, 

Leo.  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

Paul.  A  moft  uuworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo.  I'll  have  the  biirnt. 

Paul.  I  care  not  : 
It  is  an  heretic,  that  makes  the  fire, 
Not  fhe,  which  burns  in't.    I'll  not  call  you  tyrant  ; 
But  this  moft  cruel  ufage  of  your  queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy)  fomething  £i' 
vours 

Of  tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you, 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  world. 
Leo.  On  your  allegiance, 
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Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.    Were  I  a  tyrant, 
Where  were  her  life  ?  fhe  durfh  not  call  me  fo, 
If  fhe  did  know  me  one.    Away  with  her. 

Paid.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me ;  I'll  be  gone.  - 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord  ;  'tis  yours  :  Jove  fend 
her 

Abetter  guiding  fpirit!— What  needthefe  hands?  

/You,  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  his  follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  fo  : — Farewell  ;  we  are  gone. 

Leo,  Tliou,  traitor,  haft  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this. — . 
My  child?  away  with't ! — even  thou,  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence. 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire ; 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.    Take  it  up  ftraight : 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  'tis  done, 
(And  by  good  teftimony)  or  I'll  feize  thy  life, 
With  what  thou  elfe  call'ft  thine  :   If  thou  rcfufc,  , 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo ; 
The  baftard  brains  with  thefe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dafh  out.     Go,  take  it  to  the  fire ; 
For  thou  fett'ft  on  thy  wife,  - 

Ant.  I  did  not,  fir : 
Thefe  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe,  • 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lord,  We  can  ;  my  royal  liege,  - 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leo,  You  are  liars  all. 

Lord,  'Befeech  your  highnefs,  give  us  better  credit: 
We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you  ;  and  befeech 
So  to  efteem  of  us  :  And  on  our  knees  we  beg, 
(As  recompence  of  our  dear  fervices, 
Paft  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofe; 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  iffue :  We  all  kneel. 

Leo,  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows  :— 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?  better  burn  it  now, 
Aa  2 
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Than  curfe  it  then.    But,  be  it ;  let  it  live  : 
It  fhall  not  neither. — You,  fir,  come  you  hither  : 

[7b  Antigqnus, 
You,  that  have  been  To  tenderly  officious 
With  lady  Margery,  your  midwife,  there, 
To  fave  this  baftard's  life : — for  'tis  a  baftard, 
So  furc  as  this  beard's  grey, — what  will  you  adveri- 
ture 

To  fave  thk  brat's  life  ? 

Ant,  Any  thing,  my  lord, 
That  my  ability  may  undergo, 
And  noblenefs  impofe  :  at  leaft,  thus  much  ; 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left, 
To  fave  the  innocent  :  any  thing  polTible. 

Leo,  It  (hall  be  pofiible  :  Swear  by  this  fword, 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Ant.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Leo.  Mark,  and  perform  it  !   (feeft  thou  ?)  for 
the  fail 

Of  any  point  in't  fhall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thyfelf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  wife  ; 
Whom,  for  this  time,  we  pardon.    We  enjoin  thee. 
As  thou  art  liegeman  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  baflard  hence  ;  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  fome  remote  and  defert  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  dominions  ;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it. 
Without  more  mercy,  to  its  own  proteftion. 
And  favour  of  the  climate.    As  by  flrange  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  jufhice  charge  thee, — 
On  thy  foul's  peril,  and  thy  body's  torture, — . 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place, 
Where  chance  may  nurfe,  or  end  it  :   Take  it  up. 
Ant,  1  fwear  to  do  this;  though  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful. — Come  on,  poor  babe  : 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inflruft  the  kites  and  ravens, 
To  be  thy  nurfes !  Wolves,  and  bears,  they  fay^ 
Caftlng  their  favagenefs  afide,  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity. — Sir^  be  prcfperous 
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In  more  than  this  deed  does  require!  and  blofTiag, 
Againfl  this  cruelty,  fight  on  thy  Gde, 
Poor  thing,  condcmn'd  to  loTs! 

with  the  chiLL 

Leo,  No,  ril  not  rear 
Another's  iffue. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef.  Pleafe  your  highnels,  pofls, 
From  thofe  you  fcnt  to  the  oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  fince  :  Cleomcnes  and  Dion, 
Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 
Hailing  to  the  court. 

Lord,  So  pleafe  you,  fir,  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  account, 

Leo,  Twenty-three  days 
They  have  been  abfent  :  'Tis  good  fpeed  ;  foretels^ 
The  great  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.    Prepare  you,  lords ; 
Summon  a  fefTion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  moil  difloyal  lady  ;  for,  aa  fhe  hath 
Been  publicly  accus'd,  fo  fhall  fhe  have 
A  juft  and  open  trial.    Vv^hile  flie  lives, 
My  heart  will  be  a  burden  to  me.    Leave  me  ; 
And  think  upon  my  bidding,  [^Excuni^ 


ACT     HI.       SCENE  L 
A  part  oj  Sicily^  near  the  Sca-fide. 
Enter  Cleomenesy  and  Dion, 
Cleo,         H  E  climate's  delicate;  the  air  mofl  fweet; 
X       Fertile  the  iflc  ;  the  temple  much  fur- 
pafTing 

The  common  praife  it  bears. 

Dion.  I  Ihall  report, 
For  mofl  it  caught  me,  the  cdeftial  habits, 
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(Methinks,  I  fo  fhould  term  them)  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.    O,  the  facrifice  ! 
How  ceremonious,  folemn,  and  unearthly- 
it  was  i'  the  offering  ! 

Cko,  But,  of  all,  theburft 
And  the  ear-deafning  voice  o'the  oracle, 
Kin  to  Jove's  thunder,  fo  furpriz'd  my  fenfe, 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dion,  If  the  event  o'the  journey 
Proves  as  fuccefsful  to  the  queen, — O,  be't  fo  ! — 
As  it  hath  been  to  us  rare,  pleafant  fpeedy, 
The  time  is  worth  the  ufe  on't. 

Cleo,  Great  Apollo, 
Turn  all  to  the  beft !  Thefe  proclamations, 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
1  little  like. 

Dion,  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end,  the  bufinefs  :  When  the  oracle, 
(Thus  by  Apollo's  great  divine  feal'd  up) 
Shall  the  contents  difcover.  fome  thing  rare, 
Even  then,  will  rufh  to  knowledge. — Go, — frefh 
horfes ; 

And  gracious  be  the  iffue  !  ^Exeunt* 
'      SCENE       II.  ^ 
A  Court  of  Jufiice. 
Leontes,  Lords,  and  OJicers,  appea  r  properly  feated, 

Leo,  This  fefiion(to  our  great  grief,  we  pronounce)\ 
Even  pufhes  againil  our  heart  :  The  party  try'd. 
The  daughter  of  a  king  ;  our  wife  ;  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd. — Let  us  be  cleared 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  juffice  ;  which  fhali  have  due  courfe, 

Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation.  

Produce  the  prifoner. 

Ojff-,  It  is  his  highnefs'  pleafure,  that  the  queen 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  court, — ^Silence  ! 
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Hcrmione  is  brought  in^  guarded :  Paulina  and  Ladies 
attending, 

Le0.  Read  the  indiftment. 

Off^,  "  Hermione,  queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes, 
king  of  Sicilia,  thou  art  here  accufed  and  ar- 
raigned  of  high  treafon,  in  committing  adultry 
with  Polixenes,  king  of  Bohemia  ;  and  confpi- 
ring  with  Camillo  to  take  away  the  life  of  our 
fovereign  lord  the  king,  thy  royal  hufband  : 
the  pretence  whereof  being  by  circumftances 
partly  laid  open,  thou,  Hermione,  contrary  to 
the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a  true  fubjefl:,  didfl 
counfel  and  aid  them^  for  their  better  fafety  to 

"  fly  away  by  night." 

Her,  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  muft  be  but  that 

Which  contradifts  my  accufation  ;  and 

The  teflimony  on  my  part,  no  other 

But  what  comes  from  myfelf ;  it  fhall  fcarce  boot 
me 

To  fay,  Not  Guilty :  mine  integrity, 

Being  counted  falfehood,  fhall,  as  I  exprefs  it, 

Be  fo  receiv'd.    But  thus, — if  powers  divine 

Behold  our  human  aftions,  (as  they  do) 

I  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  fhall  make 

Falfe  accufation  blufh,  and  tyranny 

Tremble  at  patience. — You,  my  lord,  beft  know, 

(Who  lead  will  feem  to  do  fo)  my  pafl  life 

Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafte,  as  true, 

As  I  am  now  unhappy  ;  which  is  more 

Than  hiftory  can  pattern,  though  devis'd, 

And  play'd  to  take  fpeftators :  For  behold  me, — 

A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe 

A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  king's  daughter, 

The  mother  to  a  hopeful  prince, — here  (landing, 

To  prate  and  talk  for  life,  and  honour,  'fore 

Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.    For  life,  I  prize  it 

As  1  weigh  grief,  which  I  would  fpare  :  for  honour, 
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*Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine, 

And  only  that  I  ftand  for,    I  appeal 

To  your  own  confcience,  fir,  before  Polixenes 

Came  to  your  court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace, 

How  merited  to  be  fo  :  Since  he  came, 

With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I 

Have  ftrain'd,  to  appear  thus?  if  one  jot  beyond 

The  bound  of  honour ;  or,  in  a6l,  or  will, 

That  way  inclining;  hardened  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near*ft  of  kin 

Cry,  Fye  upon  my  grave! 

Lto,  I  ne'er  heard  yet, 
That  any  of  thefe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gainfay  what  they  did, 
Than  to  perform  it  firft. 

Htr,  That's  true  enough  ; 
Though  'tis  a  faying,  fir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leo.  You  will  not  own  it. 

htr.  More  than  miftrefs  of,  ^ 
Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  not 
At  all  acknowledge.    For  Polixenes, 
(With  whom  I  am  accus'd)  I  do  confefs, 
I  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  required  ; 
With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 
A  lady  like  me  ;  with  a  love,  even  fuch. 
So,  and  no  other,  as  yourfelf  commanded  : 
Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think,  had  been  in  me 
Both  difobedience  and  ingratitude. 
To  you,  and  towards  your  friend  ;  whofe  love  had 
fpoke. 

Even  fince  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely, 

That  it  was  yours.    Now,  for  confpiracy, 

I  know  not  how  it  taftes  ;  though  it  be  difh'd 

For  me  to  try  how  :  all  I  know  of  it, 

Is,  that  Camillo  was  an  honeft  man; 

And,  why  he  left  your  court,  the  gods  themfelves, 

Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant, 

Lto,  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  underta'en  to  do  in  his  abfence. 
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Her,  Sir, 

You  fpeak  a  language  that  I  underfland  not  ; 
My  life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams, 
Which  I'll  lay  down. 

Leo,  Your  aftions  are  my  dreams : 
You  had  a  bafhard  by  Polixenes, 
And  1  but  dream'd  it :  — As  you  were  pafl  all  fhamc, 
(Thofe  of  your  faft  are  fo)  fo  paft  all  truth  ; 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails  :  for  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  itfelf 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is,  indeed, 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  it)  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  juflice  ;  in  whofe  eafieft  paflage, 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  death. 

Her,  Sir,  fpare  your  threats  ; 
The  bug,  which  you  will  fright  me  with,  I  feek. 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity  : 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  favour, 
I  do  give  loft ;  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 
But  know  not  how  it  went  ;  My  fecond  joy. 
And  firil-fruits  of  my  body,  from,  his  prefence 
I  am  barr'd,  like  one  infe6lious  :  My  third  comfort, 
Starr'd  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  breaft, 
The  innocent  milk  in  its  mofh  innocent  mouth, 
Hal'd  out  to  murder  :  Myfelf  on  every  pofh 
Proclaim'd  a  fhrumpet  ;  with  imraodeft  hatred. 
The  child-bed  privilege  deny'3,  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  fafhion  : — Laftly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i' the  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limit.    Now,  my  liege. 
Tell  me  what  blelTings  I  have  here  alive. 
That  I  fhould  fear  to  die  ?  Therefore,  proceed  : 

But  yet  hear  this  ;  miftake  me  not !         No  !  life, 

I  prize  it  not  a  jflraw  : — but  for  mine  honour, 
(Which  I  would  free)  if  1  fhould  be  condemned 
Upon  furmifes  ;  all  proofs  flceping  eife, 
But  what  "your  jealoufies  awake,  I  tell  you, 
'Tis  rigourj  and  not  law^ — Your  honours  all. 
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I  do  refer  me  to  the  oracle  ; 
Apollo  be  my  judge. 

Enter  Dion  and  Clcemcnes^ 

Lord.  This  your  requefl 
Is  altogether  jufl:  therefore,  bring  forth, 
And  in  Apollo's  name,  his  oracle. 

Her,  The  Emperor  of  RufiTia  was  my  father  : 
Oh,  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  trial !  that  he  did  but  fee 
Tlie  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  ;  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge  ! 

Off.  You  here  fliall  fwear  upon  the  fword  of 
juflice, 

That  you,  Cleomcnes  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both   at    Delphos ;  and  from  thence  have 
brought 

This  feal'd-up  oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver'd 
Of  great  Apollo's  priefl;  and  that,  fmce  then, 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  fcal, 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't. 

Cleo,  Dion,  All  this  we  fwear. 
Leo,  Break  up  the  feals,  and  read. 
Ofi,  "  Hermione  is  chafte,  Polixenes  blamelefs, 
Camillo  a  true  fubjeft,  I.eontes  a  jealous  tyrant, 
his  innocent  babe  truly  begotten  :  and  the  king 
fhall  live  without  an  heir,  if  that^  which  is  loft, 
"  be  not  found." 

Lords,  Now  bleffed  be  the  great  Apollo  ! 
Jier,  Prai'fed  ! 

Leo,  Haft  thou  read  truth  ? 

OJi.  Ay,  my  lord  ;  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down, 

Leo,  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'  the  oracle  ; 
The  feftion  (hall  proceed ;  this  is  mere  falfehood. 
Enter  Servant, 

Scrv,  My  lord  the  king,  the  king  ! 

Leo,  What  is  the  bufmefs  ? 

Ser,  O  ftr,  1  fhall  be  hated  to  report  it  r 
The  prince  your  fon,  with  mere  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  queen's  fpeed,  is  gone. 


Aa  HI. 


THE  winter's  tale* 


§01 


,   Leo,  How  !  gone  ? 
Serv,  Is  dead. 

Leo,  Apollo's  angry  ;  and  the  heavens  themfelves 

To  flrike  at  my  injuftice.-  How  now  there  ? 

\_Her.mione  faints. 
PauL  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  queen Look 
down, 

And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo.  Take  her  hence  : 
Her  heart  is  but  o'ercharg'd  ;  (he  will  recover.— 
[^Exeunt  Paulina  and  Ladies^  with  h'ermione. 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpicion 
'Befeech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life.— Apollo,  pardon 

My  great  profanenefs  'gaind  thine  oracle  !  ^ 

I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes  * 

New  woo  my  queen  ;  recall  the  good  Camillo  ; 

Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  oT  mercy  : 

For,  being  tranfported  by  my  jealoufies 

To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revengCj  I  chofe 

Camillo  for  the  minifter,  to  poifon 

IVly  friend  Polixenes  :  which  had  been  done^ 

But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardy'd 

My  fwift  command  ;  though  I  with  death,  and  with 

Reward,  did  threaten  and  encourage  him^ 

Not  doing  it,  and  being  done  :  he,  mod  humane. 

And  fill'd  with  honour,  to  my  kingly  guefh 

Unclafp'd  my  praftice  ;  quit  his  fortunes  here. 

Which  you  knew  great  ;  and  to  the  certain  hazard 

Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended, 

No  richer  than  his  honour  :~How  he  gliders 

Through  my  dark  ruft!  and  how  his  piety 

Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ! 

Re-enter  Paulina. 

PauL  Woe  the  while! 
O,  cut  my  lace  ;  left  my  heart,  cracking  it. 
Break  too  ! 

Lord,  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 
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Paul,  What  fludied  torments,  tyrant,  haft  for  me, 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires?  What  flaying  ?  boiling? 
In  leads,  or  oils  ?  what  old,  or  newer  torture 
Mull  1  receive  ;  whofe  every  word  deferves 
To  taftc  of  thy  nioft  worft  ?  Thy  tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  jealoufies, — 
Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine  ! — O,  think,  what  they  have  done, 
And  then  run  mad,  indeed  ;  ftark  mad  !  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries,  were  but  fpices  of  it. 
That  thou  betray 'dft  Polixenes,  *twa^  nothing  ; 
That  did  but  fhew  thee,  of  a  fool,  ineonftant, 
And  damnable  ungrateful :  nor  was't  much, 
Thou  would' ft  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo's  honour. 
To  have  him  kill  a  king  ;  poor  trefpafler. 
More  monftrous  ftandingby:  whereof  I  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter. 
To  be,  or  none,  or  little  ;  though  a  devil 
Would  have  fhed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't ; 
Nor  is't  dire6lly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  , the  young  prince;  whofe  honourable  thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tendi^r)  cleft  the  heart, 
That  could  conceive,  a  grofs  and  foolifh  fire 
Blemifh'd  his  gracious  dam  :  this  is  not,  no, 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer;  but  thelaft, — O,  lords. 
When  I  have  faid,  cry  Vv'oe  ! — the  queen,  the  queen, 
The  fweeteft,  dcareft  creature's  dead;  ai?d  venge-* 

ance  for't 
Not  dropp'd  down  yet. 

Lord,  The  higher  powers  forbid  ! 

Paul,  I  fay,  (he's  dead  ;  I'll  fwear  it :  if  word,  nor 
oath, 

Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  :  if  you  can  bring 
Tinfture,  or  luftre,  in  her  lip,  her  eye. 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  I'll  ferveyou 
As  I  would  do  the  gods. — But,  O  thou  tyrant ! 
Do  not  repent  thefe  things  ;  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir:  therefore  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  defpair.    A  thoufand  knees, 
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Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  fafting, 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  ftill  winter 
In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  gods 
To  look  that  way  thou  wert, 

Leo,  Go  on,  go  on  ; 
Thou  canft  nat  fpeak  too  much  :  I  have  defer v'd 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord,  Say  no  more  ; 
Howe'erthe  bufmefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
I'  thcboldnefs  of  yourfpeech. 

Paul,  I  am  forry  for't ; 
All  faults  I  make,  when  1  fhall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent  :  Alas,  I  have  fhew'd  too  much 
The  rafhnefs  of  a  woman  ;  he  is  touch'd 
To  the  noble  heart. — What's  gone,  and  what's  paft 
help 

Should  be  pad  grief :  Do  not  receive  aliliclion 

At  my  petition,  I  bcfeech  you ;  rather 

Let  me  be  punifh'd,  that  I  have  minded  you 

Of  what  you  fhould  forget.    Now,  good  my  liege, 

Sir,  royal  fir,  forgive  a  foolifh  woman  ; 

The  love  I  bore  your  queen, — lo,  fool  again  ! — 

I'll  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children  ; 

I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  lord, 

Who  is  lofl  too :  Take  your  own  patience  to  you,. 

And  I'll  fay  nothing. 

Leo,  Thou  did  ft  fpeak  but  well, 
When  mofh  the  truth  ;  which  I  receive  much  better 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.    Pr'ythee,  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  queen,  and  fon  : 
One  grave  fhall  be  for  both.    Upon  them  fball 
The  caufes  of  their  death  appear,  unto 
Our  fhame  perpetual :  Once  a  day,  I'll  vifit 
The  chapel  where  they  lye  :  and  tear?,  fhed  there, 
Shall  be  my  recreation.    So  long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife, 
So  long  I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.  Come, 
And  lead  me  to  thcfe  forrows.  [^Exeunt,- 
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SCENE  III. 

Bohemia,    A  defert  Country  near  the  Sea, 
Enter  Antigomis  with  the  Child,  and  a  Mariner, 

Ant,  Thou  art  perfeft  then,  our  fhip  hathtouch'd 
upon 

The  deferts  of  Bohemia? 

Mar,  Ay  my  lord  ;  and  fear, 
We  have  landed  in  ill  time  ;  the  fkies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.    In  my  confcience, 
The  heavens  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon  us. 

Ant,  Their  facred  wills  be  done!  Go,  getaboa^-d; 
Look  to  thy  bark  :  PU  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar,  Make  your  beft  hafle  ;  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'  the  land  :  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather : 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. 

y^nt.  Go  thou  away  : 
I'll  follow  inftantly 

Mar,  I  am  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'  the  bufinefs.  \Jlxit, 

Ant,  Come  poor  babe  :  

I  have  heard,  (but  not  believed)  the  fpirits  of  the 
dead 

May  walk  again  :  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appeared  to  me  lafi:  night :  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.    To  me  comes  a  creature, 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 
I  never  faw  a  veffel  of  like  forrow. 
So  fill'd,  and  fo  becoming  :  in  pure  white  robes, 
Like  very  fanftity,  fhe  did  approach 
My  cabin  where  I  lay  ;  thrice  bow'd  before  me  ; 
And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 
Became  two  fpouts  :  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her:  ^'  Good  Antigonus,-^ — 
Since  fate,  againfl  thy  better  dilpofition, 
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Hath  made  thy  perfon  for  the  throwcr-out 
"  Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath,— 
"  Places  remote  enougrh  are  in  Bohemia, 
"  There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying ;  and  for  the  babe 

Is  counted  loft  for  ever,  Perdita, 
"  I  pr'ythee,  call  't :  for  this  ungentle  bufinefs, 

Put  on  thee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  fhalt  fee 

Thy  wife  Paulina  more :  " — and  fo,  with  fhriekSj. 
She  melted  into  air.    AfFrighted  much, 
I  did  in  time  colleft  myfelf;  and  thought 
This  was  fo,  and  no  llumber.    Dreams  are  toys  : 
Yet  for  this  once,  yea,  fuperftitioufly, 
I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe, 
Hermione  hath  fufFer'd  death  ;  and  that 
Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  iffue 
Of  king  Polixenes,  it  fhould  here  be  laid,. 
Either  for  life,  or  de-ath,  upon  the  earth 
Of  its  right  father. — BlofTom,  fpeed  thee  well  ! 

[_Layi ng  dozun  a  child i 
There  lie:  and  there  thy  charader:  there  thefe  ; 

\_Laying  djwn  the  bundle^.. 
Which  may,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pret- 
ty one. 

And  ftill  reft  thine. — The  ftorm  beg-ins  :  Poor 

wretch. 

That,  for  thy  mother's  fault,  art  thus  expos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow  ! — Weep  I  cannot. 
But  my  heart  bleeds:  and  moft  accurs'd  am  J, 

To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this.-  Farewell ! 

The  day  frowns  more  and  more;  thou  art  like  to 
have 

A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 
The  heavens  fo  dim  by  day. — A  favage  clamoui:  !  — 
Well  may  I  get  aboard  \- — This  is  the  chace  ; 
I  am  gone  for  ever.  \_£xit,  purfucd  by  a  bcai\ 

Enter  an  old  Shepherd, 
Shcp,  I  would,  there  were  no  age  between  ten. 
and'  three  and  twenty  ;  or  that  youth  would  llecp' 
Bb  2 
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out  the  reft  :  for  there  is  nothing  in  the  btttoecn 
but  getting  wenches  with  child,  wronging  the  an- 
cientry, ftealing,"  fighting.—  Hark  you  now  ! — 
Would  any  hut  thefe  boil'd  brains  of  nineteen,  and 
two  and  twenty,  hunt  this  weather  ?  They  have 
fcar'd  away  two  of  my  beft  fheep ;  which,  I  fear, 
the  w^olf  will  fooner  find,  than  the  mafter :  if  any 
where  I  have  them,  *tis  by  the  fea-fide,  brouzing 
of  ivy.  Good  luck,  an't  be  thy  will  !  what  have 
we  here  ?  \ Taking  up  the  childJ]^  Mercy  on's,  a 
barne  !  a  very  pretty  barne  !  A  boy,  or  a  child,  I 
wonder  ?  A  pretty  one  ;  a  very  pretty  one  :  Sure 
fome  'fcape  :  though  I  am  not  bookifn,  yet  I  can 
read  waiting-gentlewoman  in  the  'fcape.  This  has 
been  fome  ftair-work,  fome  trunk-work,  fome  be- 
hind-door  work  :  they  were  warmer  that  got  this, 
than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  Pll  take  it  up  for 
pity:  yet  Til  tarry  till  my  fon  come  ;  he  halloo'd 
but  even  now.    Whoa,  ho  hoa  ! 

Enter  Clown, 
Clo,  Hilloa,  loa  ! 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near  ?  If  thou'lt  fee  a  thing 
to  talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come 
hither.    What  ail'ft  thou,  man  ? 

Clo,  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  fea,  and  by 
land  ; — but  I  am  not  to  fay,  it  is  a  fea,  for  it  is  now 
the  fky  ;  betwixt  the  firmament  and  it,  you  cannot 
thruft  a  bodkin's  point. 

Shep.  Why,  boy,  how^  is  it  ? 

Clo.  I  would,  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes, 
how  it  rages,  how  it  takes  up  the  fhore  !  but  that's 
not  to  the  point :  Oh,  the  moft  piteous  cry  of  the 
poor  fouls!  fometinies  to  fee  'em,  and  ^lo-t  to  fee 
'em  :  now  the  fhip  boring  the  moon  with  her 
main-maft  ;  and  anon  fwallow'd  with  yeft  and 
froth,  as  you'd  thruft  a  cork  into  a  hogfhead.  And 
then  for  the  land  fervice, — To  fee  how  the  bear 
tore  out  his  fhoulder-bone ;  how  he  cry'd  to  me 
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for  help,  and  fliid,  his  name  was  Antigonus,  a 
nobleman  : — But  to  make  an  end*  of  the  (hip  : — 
to  fee  how  the  fea  flap-dragon'd  it  : — but,  firfl:, 
how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd,  and  the  fea  mock'd 
them  ; — and  how  the  poor  gentleman  roar'd,  and 
the  bear  mock'd  him,  both  roaring  louder  than  the 
fea  or  weather, 

Shep,  'Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 

Clo.  Now,  now  ;  I  have  not  wink'd  fince  I  faw 
thefe  fights :  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water, 
nor  the  bear  half-din'd  on  the  gentleman  ;  he's  at 
it  now. 

Shep,  Would  I  had  been  by,  to  have  help'd  the 
old  man. 

Clo,  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  fliip  fide,  to 
have  help'd  her  ;  there  your  charity  would  have 
lack'd  footing.  \_AfLdt, 

Shep.  Heavy  matters!  heavy  matters!  but  look 
thee  here,  boy.  Now  blefs  thyielf  ;  thou  mett'ft 
with  things  dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here's 
a  fight  for  thee  ;  look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a 
fquire's  child  !  Look  thee  here ;  take  up,  take  up, 
boy  ;  open't.  So,  let's  fee  : — It  was  told  me,  I 
fliould  be  rich  by  the  fairies  :  this  is  fome  change- 
ling :  open't :  What's  within,  boy  ? 

Cb.  You're  a  made  old  man  :  if  the  fins  of  your 
you^h  are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.  Gold  ! 
all  gold! 

Shep.  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  'twill  prove  fo: 
up  with  it,  keep  it  clofe  ;  home,  home,  the  next 
way.  We  arc  lucky,  boy  ;  and  to  be  fo  ftill  re- 
quires nothing  but  fecrecy. — Let  my  fheep  go  :— 
Come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home. 

Clo,  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings  ; 
I'll  go  fee  if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman, 
and  how  much  he  hath  eaten  :  they  are  never  curft, 
but  when  they  are  hungry  :  if  there  be  any  of 
him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 
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Shep.  That'  a  good  deed :  If  thou  may'ft  difcern 
by  that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me 
to  the  fight  of  him. 

Clo.  Many,  will  I;  and  you  fh.dl  help  to  put 
him  i'  the  ground. 

S.hep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy  ;  and  we'll  do  good 
deeds  on't.     '  [^Exeunt,. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  7wie^  as  Chorus. 

Time.   T  THAT  pleafe  fome,  try  all ;  both  joy, 

X  and  terror. 

Of  good  and  bad  ;  that  make,  and  unfold  error, — • 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Tim.e, 
To  ufe  my  wings.     Impute  it  not  a  crime, 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  pafTage,  that  I  llide 
O'er  fixteen  years,  and  leave  the  growth  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap  ;  fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'erthrow  law,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant  and  o'erwhelm  cufEom  :  Let  me  pafs 
The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancient'fh  order  was. 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd  :  I  wilnefs  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in  ;  fo  fhall  I  do 
To  the  irefhefl  things  now  reigning  ;  and  make  ftalc 
The  gliiliering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  tale 
Now  feems  to  it.    Your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glafs ;  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growing: 
As  you  had  flept  between.    Leontes  leaving 
The  effe6ls  of  his  fond  jealoufies  ;  fo  grieving, 
That  he  Ihuts  up  himfelf :  Imagine  me. 
Gentle  fpeftators,  that  I  now  may  be 
In  fair  Bohemia  ;  and  remember  well, 
I  mentioned  a  fon  o'the  king's,  which  Florizcrl 
I  now  name  to  you ;  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 
To  fpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace- 
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Equal  with  wond'ring  ;  What  of  her  enfucs, 
1  lift;  not  prophecy  ;  but  let  Time's  news 
Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth  : — a  fhepherd's 
daughter 

And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after, 

Is  the  argument  of  Time  :  Of  this  allow, 

If  you  have  ever  fpent  time  worfe  ere  now  ; 

If  never  yet,  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay, 

He  wifhes  earneflly,  you  never  may.  [_Exit, 

SCENE  I. 

The  Court  of  Bohe^nia. 
Enter  Polixenes  and  Camilla. 

Pol,  I  pray  thee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  im- 
portunate :  'tis  a  ficknefs,  denying  thee  any  thing  ; 
a  death,  to  grant  this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years,  fince  I  faw  my  country  : 
though  I  have,  for  the  mofl  part,  been  aired  abroad, 
I  defire  to  lay  my  bones  there.  Befides,  the  peni- 
tent king,  my  mafter,  hath  fent  for  me  :  to  whofe 
feeling  forrows  I  might  be  fome  allay,  or  I  o'erween 
-to  think  fo  ;  which  is  another  fpurto  my  departure, 

Pol.  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camillo,  wipe  not  out 
the  reft  of  thy  fervices,  by  leaving  me  now  :  the 
need  I  have  of  thee,  thine  own  goodnefs  hath 
made ;  better  not  to  have  had  thee,  than  thus  to 
want  thee:  thou,  having  made  me  bufmeiTes  which 
none,  without  thee,  can  fufficiently  manage,  rauft 
either  ft?y  to  execute  them  thyfelf,  or  take  away 
with  thee  the  very  fervices  thou  haft  done:  v;hich 
if  I  have  not  enough  confider'd,  (as  too  much  I 
cannot)  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee,  fliall  be  my 
ftudy  ;  and  my  profit  therein,  the  heaping  friend- 
fhips.  Of  that  fatal  country  Sicilia,  pr'ythee  fpeak 
no  more  :  whofe  very  naming  punifhes  mc  with  the 
remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as  thou  call'ft  him, 
and  reconciled  king,  my  brother  ;  whofe  lol's  of  his 
mofl  precious  queen,  and  children,  are  even  now 
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to  be  afrefh  lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  faw'fh  thou 
the  prince  Fiorizel  my  Ton  ?  Kings  are  no  lefs  un- 
happy, their  ilTue  not  being  gracious  ;  than  they  are 
inlofmgthemywhenthey  have  approved  their  virtues.. 

Cam,  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fince  I  faw  the  prince  : 
VN'^hat  his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown: 
but  I  have,  miflinglv,  noted,  he  is  of  late  much 
retired  from  court;  and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  princely 
exercifcs,  than  formerly  he  hath  appeared. 

PoL,  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo  ;  and 
with  fom.e  ca»e  ;  fo  far,  that  1  have  eyes  under  my 
fervice,  which  look  upon  his  removednefs  ;  from 
whom  I  have  this  intelligence :  That  he  is  feldom 
from  the  houfe  of  a  mo  ft  homely  fhcpherd  ;  a  man, 
they  fay,  that  from  very  nothing,  and  beyond  the 
imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is  grown  into  an 
unfpeakable  eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  fir,  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath 
a  daughter  of  moft  rare  note :  the  report  of  her  is 
extended  more,  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from 
fuch  a  cottage. 

Pol,  That's  likewife  part  of  my  intelligence. 
But,  I  fear  the  angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither^ 
Thou  fhalt  accompany  us  to  the  place  ;  where  we 
will,  not  appearing  what  we  are,  have  fome  quef- 
tion  with  the  fhepherd  ;  from  whofe  fimplicity,  I 
think  it  not  uneafy  to  get  the  caufe  of  my  fon's 
refort  thither.  Pr'ythee,  be  my  prefent  partner  in 
this  bunnefs,  and  lay  afide  the  thoughts  of  Sicilia. 

Cam,  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

Pol,  My  beft  Camillo!— We  muft  difguife  our- 
felves.  [_ExeiLnt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Coimtry. 
Enter  /lutolicus  finging, 

IVhen  dajfodils  begin  to  peer,  ■ 

Withf  heigh!  the  doxy  over  the  dale,  ^ 
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Why^  then  comes  in  the  fioeet     the  year  ; 
For  the  red  blood  nigns  in  the  winter's  pale. 

The  white  Jheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge,  

With^  hey  I  the  fweet  birds,  0,  how  they  fing  J — 
Doth  Jet  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge  ; 
For  a  quart  oj  ale  is  a  diJJifor  a  king. 

The  lark,  that  tirra-lirra  chaunts,  

With,  hey  !  with,  hey  I  the  thrujh  and  the  jay  :  

Are  fumvier  Jongs  for  me  and  my  aunts, 
While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay, 
I  have  (erv'd  prince  Florizel,  and  in  my  time,  wore 
three-pile  ;  but  now  am  out  of  fervice  : 

But  Jhall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear? 

The  pale  moon  Jiines  by  night  ; 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there, 
1  then  .do  go  mojt  right. 

If  tinkers  may  have  have  to  live. 
And  bear  the  Jow-Jkin  budget  ; 
Then  my  account  I  well  may  give, 
y^nd  in  the  Jocks  avouch  it. 
My  trafEck  is  (heets  :  when  the  kite  builds,  look 
to  lefler  linen.    My  father  nam'd  me  Autolicus  ; 
who  being,  as  1  am,  litter'd  under  Mercury,  was 
likevf  ife  a  fnappe'r-up  of  unconiider'd  trifles  : .  With 
die,  and  drab,  I  purchas'd  this  caparifon  ;  and  my 
revenue  is  the  filly  cheat :  Gallow^s,  and  knock,  are 
too  powerful  on  the  high-way  :  beating,  and  hang- 
ing, are  terrors  to  me ;  for  the  life  to  come,  I  fleep 

out  the  thought  of  it.  A  prize  !  a  prize  ! 

Enter  Clown, 
Clo,   Let  me  fee : — Every  'leven  weather-tods 
every  tod  yields  pound  and  odd  fhilling  :  fifteen 
hundred  fhorn, — What  comes  the  wool  to  ? 

Ant,  If  the  fpringe  hold,  the  cock's  mine.  [_AJde, 
Clo,  I  cannot  do't  without  counters. — Let  me  fee; 
what  am  I  to  buy  for  our  fheep-fhearing  feafl  ? 
Three  ^ound  ojjugarj  Jive  pound  oJ  currants  ;  rice — 
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What  will  this  fifter  of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  But  my 
father  hath  made  her  miftrefs  of  the  feaft,  and  fhe 
lays  it  on.  She  hath  made  me  four  and  twenty 
nofe-gays  for  the  (hearers  :  three-man-fong-men-all, 
and  very  good  ones;  but  they  are  mod  of  them  means 
and  bafes:  but  one  puritan  among  them,  and  he 
fmgs  pfalms  to  horn-pipes*  I  muft  hzsfcfafron,  to 
colour  the  warden-pies  ;  mace — dates — none  ;  that's 
out  of  my  note:  nutmegs^  f even :  a  race  or  two^  of 
ginger  j — but  that  I  may  beg  ; — -^our  pound  of  prunes^ 
and  as  many  raifins  o'  the  fun, 

Aut.  Oh,  that  ever  1  was  born  ! 

[Groveling  on  tke ground. 

Clo,  V  the  name  of  me,*^  

Aut,  Oh,  help  me,  help  me  !  pluck  but  off  thefe 
rags;  and  then,  death,  death! 

Clo,  Alack,  poor  foul ;  thou  haft  need  of  more 
rags  to  lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 

Aut,  Oh,  fir,  the  k^athfomenefs  of  them  ofFends 
me,  more  than  the  ftripes  I  have  received;  which 
are  mighty  ones,  and  millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  man  !  a  million  of  beating  may 
come  to  a  great  matter, 

Aut.  I  am  robb'd,.  fir,  ^nd  beaten  ;  my  ^money 
and  apparel  ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable 
things  put  upon  me* 

Clo,  What,  by  a  horfe-man,  or  a  foot-man  ? 

Aut,  A  foot-man,  fweet  fir,  a  foot-man. 

Clo.  Indeed,  he  fhould  be  a  foot-man,  by  the 
garments  he  hath  left  with  thee  ;  if  this  be  a  horfe- 
man's  coat,  it  hathfeen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me 
thy  hand.  Til  help  thee :  come,  lend  me  thy  hand. 

[Helping  him  up. 

Aut,  Oh !  good  fir  :  tenderly,  oh ! 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  foul. 

Aut.  O  good  fir,  foftly,  good  fir :  I  fear,  fir,  my 
fhoulder-blade  is  out. 

Clo,  How  now  ?  canft  {land? 
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Ant.  Softly,  dear  fir;  \  Picks  his  pocket']  good  i\r^ 
foflly  :  you  ha'  done  me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo,  Dofl  lack  any  money  ?  1  have  a  little  money 
for  thee. 

Ant,  No,  good  fweet  fir,  no,  I  befeech  you,  fir : 
I  have  a  kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile 
hence,  unto  whom  I  was  going  *,  1  fhall  there  have 
money,  or  any  thing  I  want :  Offer  me  no  money, 
1  pray  you  ;  that  kills  my  heart. 

Clo.  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb*d 
you? 

ylnt,  A  fellow,  fir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  a- 
bout  with  trol-my-dames :  I  knew  him  once  a  fer- 
vant  of  the  prince  ;  I  cannot  tell,  good  fir,  for 
which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly 
whipp'd  out  of  the  court. 

Clo.  His  vices,  you  would  fay;  there's  no  virtue 
whipp'd  out  of  the  court  :  they  cherifh  it,  to  make 
it  flay  there ;  and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

ylnt.  Vices  I  would  fay,  fir.  I  know  this  man 
well:  he  hath  been  fince  an  ape-bearer;  then  a 
procefs-ferver,  a  bailiff ;  then  he  compafs'd  a  mo- 
tion of  the  prodigal  fon,  and  married  a  tinker's 
wife  within  a  mile  where  my  land  and  living  lies  ; 
and,  having  flown  over  m^my  knavifh  profefTions, 
he  fettled  only  in  a  rogue  :  fome  call  him  Autolicus, 

Clo,  Out  upon  him  I  Prig,  for  ray  life,  prig:  he 
haunts  wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Aut.  Very  true,  fir;  he,  fir,  he;  that's  the  rogue, 
that  put.  me  into  this  apparel. 

Clo,  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemia  ; 
if  you  had  but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd 
have  run, 

Aut,  1  mufh  confefs  to  you,  Hr,  I  am  no  fighter: 
1  am  falfe  at  heart  that  way  ;  and  that  he  knew,  I 
warrant  him. 

Clo.  I  low  do  you  now  ? 

yfut.  Sweet  fir,  much  better  than  I  was;  I  can 
Vol.111.  Cc 
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ftand,  and  walk  :  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you, 
and  pace  foftly  towards  my  kinfman's. 

67(7.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut,  No,  good  fac'd  fir  ;  no,  fweet  fir. 

Clo,  Then  fare  thee  well ;  I  mufh  go  to  buy  fpices 
for  our  (heep-fliearing,  \_Exit^ 

Aut,  Profper  you,   fweet  fir!  Your  purfe  is 

not  hot  enough  to  purchafe  your  fpice.  I'll  be  with 
you  at  your  flieep- fhearing  too  :  If  I  make  not  this 
cheat  bring  out  another;  and  the  fhearers  prove 
fheep,  let  me  be  unroU'd,  and  my  name  put  into 
the  book  of  virtue  ! 

jo^  on,  jog  on,  the  foot-path  way^ 

And  merrily  hent  the  fiile-a  : 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day^ 

Your  fad  tires  in  a  mile- a.  [^Exit. 

S    C    E    N    E  III. 

yf  Shepherd's  Cot. 

^^nter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

Flo.  T^p^ie  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of  you 
Do  give  a  life ;  no  fliepherdefs ;  but  Flora, 
Peering  in  April's  front.    This  your  fheep-fhearing 
Is  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods. 
And  you  the  queen  on't. 

Per,  Sir,  my  gracious  lord. 
To  chide  at  your  extremes,  it  not  becomes  me ; 
Oh,  pardon,  that  I  name  them:  your  high  felf, 
The  gracious  mark  o'the  land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  fwain's  wearing :  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid, 
Moft  goddefs-like  prank'd  up  :   But  that  our  feafts 
In  every  m.efs  have  folly,  and  the  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom,  I  fhould  blufh 
To  fee  you  fo  attir'd ;  fworn,  I  think, 
To  fhew  my  felf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time, 
When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  acrofs 
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Thy  father's  ground, 

Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  eaufe  !' 
To  me,  the  difl'erence  forges  dread  ;  your  greatnefs 
Halh  not  been  us'd  to  fear»     Even  now  1  tremble 
To  think,  your  father,  by  fome  accident. 
Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did  :  Oh,  the  fates  ! 
How  would  he  look,  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble, 
Vilely  bound  up  ?  What  would  he  fay  ?  Or  how 
Should  I,  in  thefe,  my  borrow 'd  flaunts,  behold 
The  fternnefs  of  his  prefence  ? 

F[o.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity.     The  gods  themfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  fhapes  of  beafts  upon  them  ;  Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,,  and  bellow 'd  :  the  green  Neptune 
A  ram,-  and  bleated  ;  and  the  fire-rob'd  god. 
Golden  Appollo,  a  poor  humble  fwain, 
As  I  feem  now  :  Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer  ; 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chafte :  fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour  ;  nor  my  lulls 
Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Per.  O  but,  dear  fir, 
Your  refolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  muft  be,  by  the  power  o'  the  king  : 
One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  neceffities, 
Which  then  will  fpeak  ;  that  you  muft  change  this 

purpofe, 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.  Thou  deareft  Perdita, 
With  thefe  forc'd  thoughts,  I  pr'vthcc,  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'  the  feaft :  Or  Til  be  thine,  my  fair, 
Or  not  my  father's  :  for  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine  ;  to  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 
Though  deftiny  fay,  no.    Be  merry,  gentle; 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.  Your  guefts  are  coming. 
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Lift  up  your  countenance  ;  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  fhall  come, 

r^er.  O  lady  fortune, 
Stand  you  aufpicious  ! 

Enter  Shepherd^  Cloton^   Mop/a,  Dorcas.^  Servants,  j 
with  Polixenes,  and  Camillo,  difguis'd. 

Clo,  See,  your  guefts  approach  ; 
Addrefs  yourielf  to  entertain  them  fprightly, 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  Fye,  daughter!  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
This  day,  fhe  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook  ; 
Both  dame  and  fervant :  welcomM  all ;  ferv'd  all  ; 
Would  fing  her  fong  and  dance  her  turn  ;  now  here 
/  At  upper  end  o'the  table,  now,  i'the  middle  ; 
On  his  fhoulder,  and  his  ;  her  face  o*fire 
With  labour  ;  and  the  thing,  fhe  took  to  quench  it^ 
She  would  to  each  one  fip  :  You  are  retir'd, 
As  if  you  were  a  feafled  one,  and  not 
The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting:  Pray  you,  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to  us  welcome  ;  for  it  is 
A  w^ay  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  blufhes;  and  prefent  yourfelf 
That  which  you  are,  miflrefso'  the  feafh :  Come  on, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  fheep-fhearing. 
As  your  good  flock  fnall  profper. 

Per,  Sir,  welcoms  ?  [75  Pol,  and  Cam, 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  fnould  take  on  me 
The  hoftcfsfnip  o'  the  day: — You're  welcome,  fir} 
Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorcas. — Revered  firs^ 
ibr  you  there's  rofemiuvy,  and  rue  ;  thefe  keep 
Seeming.,  and  fav^our,  all  the  winter  long: 
Grace,  and  remembrance,  be  to  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  fheaiing  ! 

PoL  Sheperdefs, 
(A  fair  one  are  you)  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 
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Per,  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient,  

Nor  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
Of  trembling  winter — the  faireft  flowers  o'  the  feafon 
Are  our  carnations,  and  flreak'd  gilly-flowers, 
Which  fome  call,  nature's  baftards:  of  that  kind 
Our  ruflick  garden's  barren  ;  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  them. 

PoL  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden, 
Do  you  negleft  them  ? 

Per,  For  I  have  heard  it  faid, 
There  is  an.  art,  which,  in  their  piednefs,  fhares 
With  great  creating  nature. 

Pol.  Say,  there  be  ; 
Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mc^^n, 
But  nature  makes  that  mean  :  fo,  o'er  that  art 
Which,  you  fay,  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes.    You  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry* 
A  gentler  cyon  to  the  wildcfl:  fhock  ; 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafcr  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race  :  This  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature:  change  it  rather :  but 
The  art  itfelf  is  nature. 

Per,  So  it  is. 

PoL  Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  gUly  -  flowers, 
And  do  not  call  them  baftards. 

Per,.  I'll  not  put 
The  dibble  in  earth  to  f^t  one  flip  of  them  : 
No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  I  would  wifh 
This  youtii  flibuld  fay,  'twere  well  ;  and  only 
therefore 

Defire  to  breed  by  me. — Here's  flowers  for  you  : 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  favoury,  marjoram; 
The  marigold,  that  goes  to  bed  with  the  fun, 
And  with  him  rifes  wccn^ing:  thefe  are  flowers 
Of  middle  fummcr,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age  :  You  are  very  welcome. 

Cam.  I  fhould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  ilock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 
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Per.  Out,  alas! 
You'd  be  fo  lean,  Tnat  blafts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through  — Now,  my 

fa  ire  ft  friend, 
I  would,  I  had  fome  flowers  o'  the  '  ^v'-  ' ■:  ht 

Become  your  time  of        :  ph:]  ,  .    ^  ._a'S  ; 

That  wear  upon  your  virgin  br.inc'.cs  yet 
Your  maidenheads  growing: — O  Pioierpina, 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'fh  fall 
From  Dis's  waggon  !  dafFodils, 
That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty,  violets  dim, 
But  fweetcr  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes. 
Or  Cytherea's  breath  ;  pale  primrofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  flrength,  a  malady 
Mofb  incident  to  maids  ;  gold  oxlips,  aiid 
The  crown-imperial :  liilies  of  all  kinds. 
The  fleur-de-lis  being  one  !  O,  thefe  I  lack, 
To  make  you  garlands  of;  and,  my  fweet  friend, 
To  ftrow  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flo.  What !  like  a  corfe  ? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on  ; 
Not  like  a  corfe:  or  if, — not  to  be  buried, 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.    Come,  take  your 
flowers  : 

Methinks,  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 

In  Whitfun'  paftorals  ;  fure,  this  robe  of  mine 

Does  change  miy  difpofition.  ^ 

ilo.  Wliat  you  do, 
Still  betters  what  is  done.  When  you  fpeak,  fweet, 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever :  when  you  fmg, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo ;  fo  give  alms  ; 
Pray  fo  :  and,  for  the  ordering  your  affairs, 
To  fmg  them  too  :  When  you  do  dance,  I  wifh  you 
A  wave  o'  the  fea,  that  you  miight  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that  ;  move  fliill,  ftill  fo. 
And  own  no  other  £un6lion  :  Each  your  doing. 
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So  fmgular  in  each  particular, 

Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  prefcnt  dccds^ 

That  all  your  afts  a.f  ;  queens. 

Per,  O  Doricles, 
Your  praifes  are  too  large  :  hut  that  your  youth, 
And  the  true  blood,  which  peeps  fairly  through  it, 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  fhcpherd  ; 
With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles, 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 

Flo.  I  think  you  have 
As  little  fl^ill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't. — But  come  ;  our  dance,  I  pray  : 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita  :  fo  turtles  pair, 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per,  I'll  fwear  for  'em. 

Pol.  This  is  the  prettieft  low-born  lafs,  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green-fward  :  nothing  flie  does,  or  feems, 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  herfelf ; 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam^  He  tells  her  fomething, 
That  makes  her  blood  look  out :  Good  footh,  flie  is 
The  queen  of  curds  and  cream, 

Clo.  Come  on,  fhrike  up. 

Dor,  Mopfa  mufh  be  your  miflrefs  :  marry,  garlick, 

To  mend  her  killing  with.  

Mop.  Now,  in  good  time  1 

Clo,  Not  a  word,  a  word :  we  ftand  upon  our 
manners. — 
Come,  flrike  up. 

Here  a  Dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfes. 

Pol,  Pray,  good  flrepherd,  what 
Fair  fwain  is  tliis,  which  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

Shep,  They  call  him  Doricles  ;  and  he  boafts  himlelf 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  :  but  I  have  it ; 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it  : 
He  looks  like  footh.    He  f^iys  he  loves  my  daughter  ; 
I  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  ftand,  and  read. 
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As  'twere,  my  daughter's  eyes  :  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  think,  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe, 
Who  loves  another  bed:. 
Pol,  She  dances  featly. 

Shep.  So  fhe  does  any  tb.ing  ;  though  I  report  it,. 
That  fliould  be  filent  :  if  young  Dor'cles 
Do  light  upon  her,  {lie  fliali  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  dreams  (^f. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  O  mafler,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedlar  at 
the  door,  you  would  never  donee  again  after  a  tabor 
and  pipe:  no,  the  bag-pipe  could  not  move  you  :. 
he  fings  (cvcral  tunes,  fafhcr  tl-r.n  you'll  tell  m.oney  ; 
he  utters  them  as  he  had  eaten  balla  Js,  and  all  men's 
cars  grew  to  his  tunes, 

Clo,  He  could  never  come  better  :  he  fiiall  come 
in  :  I  love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well  ;  if  it  be 
doleful  matter,  merrily  let  down,  or  a  very  pleafant 
think  indeed,  and  fung  h  merit  ably. 

Ser,  He  hath  longs,  for  n^an,  or  woman,  of  all 
fizes  ;  no  milliner  can  io  fit  his  cuPiomers  with  gloves  : 
he  has  the  prettiefl:  love  fongs  for  maids  ;  lo  with- 
out bawdry,  which  is  flrange ;  with  fuch  delicate 
burdens  of  dil-do^s  Tind  /aiding s  ;  jiiwp  her  and  thump 
her  ;  and  where  fome  ftretch-mouth'd  rafcal  would, 
as  it  were,  mean  mifchief,  and  break  a  foul  gap  into 
the  matter,  he  miakes  the  maid  to  aniwer,  Whoops 
da  me  no  harm,  good  man  ;  puts  him  off,  flights  him, 
with  Whoops  do  me  no  harm,  good  man, 

Pol,  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clo,  Believe  me,  thou  talkefl  of  an  admirable 
conceited  fellov/.    Has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser,  He  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'  the  rain- 
bow ;  points,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia 
can  learnedly  handle,  though  they  come  to  him  by 
thegrofs;  inkles,  caddiffes,  cambricks,  lawns :  why. 
he  fings  them  over,  as  they  were  gods  or  goddeffes  : 
you  would  think,  a  fmock  were  a  fhe-angel ;  he  fo 
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chants  to  tlic  Heevc-hand,  and  the  work  about  the 
fquare  on't. 

Clo,  Pr'ythee,  bring  him  in  ;  and  let  him  approach 
finging. 

Per,  Forewarn  him,  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrilous 
words  in  his  tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  pedlars,  that  have  more 
in  'em  than  you'd  think,  fifter. 

Per,  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 
Enter  Autolicus,  finging. 
Lazun,  as  white  as  driven  fnozu  ; 
Cyprus,  black  as  e'er  was  crow  ; 
Gloves,  as  fweet  as  damapi  rofes  ; 
Majks  for  faces,  and  for  nofes  j 
Bugle  bracelet,  neck-lace  amber  ; 
Perfume  for  a  lady's  chamber  : 
Golden  quoifs,  and  fiomachers, 
For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears  ; 
Pins,  and  poking' flicks  of  fteeU 
What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel : 
Come,  buy  of  me,  come:  come  buy,  come  buy  : 
Buy,  lads,  or  elfe  your  lajfes  cry  : 
Come  buy,  &c. 
Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  v/ith  Mopfa,  thou 
fhould'ft  take  no  money  of  me  ;  but  being  enthrall'd 
as  I  am,  it  will  alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  rib- 
bons and  gloves. 

Mop,  1  was  promis'd  them  againfb  the  feaft  ;  but 
they  come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor,  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  thfih  that,  or 
there  be  liars. 

Mop,  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you  :  may 
be,  he  has  paid  you  more ;  which  will  fliame  you 
to  give  him  again. 

Clo,  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will 
they  wear  their  plackets,  where  they  fhould  bear 
their  faces  ?  Is  there  not  milking-time,  when  you 
are  going  to  bed,  or  kill-hole,  to  whiille  off  thele 
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fccrets;  but  you  muft  be  tittle-tattling  before  all 
our  guefts  ?  'Tis  well  they  are  whifpering  :  Cla- 
mour your  tongues,  and  not  a  word  more. 

Mop,  I  have  done.  Come,  you  promis'd  me  a 
tawdry  lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweet  gloves, 

Clo,  Have  I  not  told  thee,  how  I  was  cozen'd  by 
the  way,  and  loft  all  my  money  ? 

Aut,  And,  indeed^  fir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad  ; 
therefore  it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo,  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  fhalt  lofe  nothing 
here. 

Aut,  I  hope  fo,  fir;  for  I  have  about  me  many 
parcels  of  charge. 

Clo.  What  haft  here?  ballads? 

Mop.  Pray  now,  buy  fome  :  I  love  a  ballad  in 
print,  a'-life  ;  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

Aut,  Here's  one,  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  How  an 
ufurer's  wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty-mo- 
ney-bags at  a  burden  ;  and  how  fhe  long'd  to  eat 
adders'  heads,  and  toads  carbonado'd. 

Mop^  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

Aut,  Very  true  ;  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor,  Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  ufurer  ! 

Aut,  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to 't,  one  mif- 
trefs  Taleporter ;  and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives  that 
were  prefent :  Why  fhould  I  carry  lies  abroad? 

Mop,  Pray  you  now,  buy  it. 

Clo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  :  And  let's  firft  fee  more 
ballads  ;  we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon, 

^H^'lfeere's  another  ballad.  Of  a  fifh,  that  ap^ 
pear'd  upon  the  coaft,,  on  Wednefday  the  fourfcore 
of  April,  forty  thoufand  fathom  above  water,  and 
fung  this  ballad  againft  the  hard  hearts  of  maids : 
it  was  thought,  flie  was  a  woman,  and  was  turn'd 
into  a  cold  fiOi,  for  fhe  would  not  exchange  flefh 
with  one  that  lov'd  her:  The  ballad  is  very  piti- 
ful, and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  ? 
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Aut,  Five  juftices'  hands  at  it ;  and  witncITesj 
more  than  my  pack  will  hold. 
Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  :  Another. 

Aut.  This  is  a  merry  ballad ;  but  a  very  pretty 
one.  %'v 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 

Aut.  Why,  this  is  a  pa  (Ting  merrry  one  ;  and  goes 
to  the  tune  of,  Tzoo  maids  wooing  a  vian  :  there's 
fcarce  a  maid  wefhward,  but  fhe  fings  it;  'tis  in  re- 
queft,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop,  We  can  both  fmg  it ;  if  thou'lc  bear  a  part, 
thou  fhalt  hear;  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  tune  on't  a  month  ago. 

Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part;  you  mufl:  know,  'tis 
my  occupation  :  have  at  it  with  you,  ^ 

SONG. 

A.  Get  you  hence,  for  I  mufl  go  ; 
Where,  it  Jits  not  you  to  knozo. 

D.  Whither?     M.  0,  Whither?-  Whither? 
M.  It  becomes  thy  oath  full  zcell^ 
Thou  to  me  thy  fecrets  tell  : 

D.  Me  too,  let  me  go  thither. 
M.  Or  thou  go' fi  to  the  grange,  cr  mill : 
D,  If  to  either^  thou  clojl  ill. 

A.  Neither.  D.  What,  neither  ?  A.  Neither. 
D.  Thou  hajl  fzmrn  my  love  to  he  ; 
M.  Thou  hafi  fzoorn  it  more  to  me:  |^ 

Then,  zuhither  go'Ji  ?  fay,  whither  ?^ 

»  Clo.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  ourfelves : 
My  father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and 
we'll  not  trouble  them  :  come,  bring  away  thy  pack 
after  me.  Wenches,  I'll  buy  for  you  both  ; — Pedlar, 
let's  have  the  firft  choice, — Follow  me,  girls. 

Aut^  And  you  fliall  pay  well  for 'em.  \_^^fLdc, 

Will  you  buy  any  tape. 
Or  lace  for  your  cape, 
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'■'    '      'xdurh,  my  dear-a? 
■IK  f';>7v  thread, 
A /id  toys  for  your  head^ 
OJ  the.  new'f^^  and  hn'Jl^  fi'^'fi  ^^-'^^^-^  / 
Comt  to  the  pedlzr  ; 
Money's  a  rrieddlir, 
That  doth  utter  all  men's  zoare-a, 
\_Exit  Clotun,  Avtolicus,  Dorcas,^  and  Mop/a, 
Enter  a  Servant, 
Ser,  Mafter,  there  are  three  carters,  three  fhep- 
herds,    three  neat-herds,  three  fwine  herds,  that 
have  made  themlelvcs  rdl  men  of  hair?  they  call 
therrifelves,  f9ltlers  :  and  they  have  a  dance,  which 
the  wenches  fay  is  a  gallimaufry  of  gambols,  becaufe 
they  are  not  in't  ;  but  they  themfelves  are  o'  the 
mind,( — if  it  bdKiot  too  rough  for  fome,  that  know 
little  but  bowling)  it  will  pleafe  plentifully. 

Shep,  Aw^ay  !  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too 
much  homely  foolery  already  : — I  know,  fir,  we 
weary  you. 

PoL  You  weary  thofe  that  refrefh  us  ;  Pray,  let's 
fee  thefe  four  threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser,  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report, 
fir,  hath  danc'd  before  the  king;  and  not  the  worft 
of  the  three,  but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by 
the  fquare. 

Shep,  Leave  your  prating ;  #nce  thefe  good  men 
sre  plej^d,  let  them  come  in  ;  but  quickly  now. 
Ser,  why,  they  flay  at  door,  fir. 

Here  a  dance  oJ  twelve  Satyrs, 
PoL  \_Afide']  O,   father,  you'll  know  more  of 

that  hereafter.  

Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ? — 'Tis  timae  to  part  them. — 
Pie's  fimple,  and  tells  much. —  How  nov/,  fair  fhep- 
herd  ? 

Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  doth  take 
Y'our  mJnd  from  feafbing.  Sooth,  when  I  was  young. 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 
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To  load  my  fhe  with  knacks  :  I  would  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedlar's  filken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance;  you  have  let  him  go, 
And  nothing  marted  with  him  :  If  your  lafs 
Interpretation  fhould  abufe ;  and  call  this, 
Your  lack  of  love,  or  bounty  ;  you  were  ftraitcd 
For  a  reply,  at  leaft,  if  you  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo,  Old  fir,  I  know, 
She  prizes  not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are : 
The  gifts,  flie  looks  from  me,  are  pack'd,  and  lock'd. 
Up  in  my  heart ;  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  not  delivcr'd. — O,  hear  me  breathe  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  fir,  who,  it  fnould  feem, 
Hath  fomctime  lov'd  :  I  take  thy  1iand  ;  this  hand. 
As  foft  as  dove's  dow-n,  and  ns  white  as  it ; 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  fnow. 
That's  bolted  by  tlie  northern  blafhs  twice  o'er, 

PoL  What  follows  this?  

How  prettily  the  young  Twain  feems  to  wafh 
The  hand,  'twas  fair  before  I — I  have  put  you  out  :— 
But,  to  your  proteilation  ;  let  me  hear 
Wh^^t  you  profefs. 

Flo,  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't. 

Pol,  And  this  m.y  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo,  And  he,  ,  and  more 
Than  he,  and  men  ;  th? earth,  the  he.wens,  and  all 
That, — were  I  crown'd  the  mofl  imperial  moiSarch 
Thereof  mod:  worthy  ;  were  I  the  faireft  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  fwcrve  ;  had  force,  and  know 
ledge, 

More  than  was  ever  man's, — I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love  ;  for  her,  employ  them  all ; 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them,  to  her  fervicc 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

PoL  Fairly  oiTer'd. 

Cam,  This  fliews  a  found  affcftlon. 

Shtt?,  But  my  daughter, 

Vol.  III.  ^Dd 
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Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per,  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  lo  well  :  no,  nor  mean  better  : 
By  the  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shcp,  Take  hands,  a  bargain   , 

And  friends,  unknown,  you  fhall  bear  witnefs  to't : 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo,  O,  that  muft  be 
I'  the  virtue  of  your  daughter;  one  being  dead, 
I  fhall  hav(!  moi  e  than  you  can  dream  of  yet ; 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder:  But,  come  on 
Contrail  us  'fore  thefe  witnefics, 

Shep,  Come,  your  hand  ; — 
And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pel,  Soft,  fwain,  a  while,  'befccch  you  ; 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo,  I  have  f  But  what  of  him  ? 

Pol,  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo,  He  neitiier  does,  nor  fliall. 

Pel.  Methinks,  a  father 
Is,  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon,  a  gued 
That  bed  becomes  the  tabic.  Pray  you,  once  more ; 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonable  affairs  ?  is  he,  not  ftupid 
With  2ge,  and  altering  ihf^m.s?    Can  he  fpeak? 
hear? 

Know  man  frcm  man  ?  difpute  his  own  eflate  ? 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid  ?  and  again  docs  nothing, 
But  v/hat  he  did  being  childifh  ? 

Flo,  No,  goodlir; 
He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  ftrength,  indeed. 
Thanm.ofh  have  of  his  age. 

Pol,  By  ray  v/hite  beard, 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :  Reafon,  my  fon 
Sliouldchufe  himfelf  a  wife;  but  as  good  reafon. 
'i  hc  father  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfe 
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But  fair  poderity)  ftiould  hold  fome  counfel 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Flo,  I  yield  all  this  ; 
But,  for  fome  other  reafons,  my  grave  fir. 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufinefs, 

Pol,  Let  him  know't. 

Flo,  Heniallnot. 

Pol,  Pr'yihee,  let  him. 

Flo.  No,  he  mufl  not. 

Shep.  Let  him,  my  fon  ;  he  fnall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo,  Come,  come,  he  mud  not: 
Mark  our  contraft, 

PoL  Mark  your  divorce,  young  dr, 

[  D  if  covering  himfelf. 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call;  thou  art  toobafe 
To  be  acknowledge!  :  Thou  a  fcepter's  heir, 
That  thus  affeft'ft  a  fheep-hook  ! — Thou  old  traitor, 
I  am  forry,  that,  by  hanging  thee,  I  can  but 
Shorten  thy  life  one  v^^eek. — ^And  thou,  frefli  piccr 
Of  excellent  witchcraft;  who,  of  force,  mAifh  know^ 
The  royal  fool  thou  cop 'ft  Vv^ith  ^  

Shep,  O,  my  heart ! 

PoL  I'll  have  thy  beauty  fcrateh'd  with  briarSj 
and  made 

More  homely  than  thy  Rate.— For  tliee,  fond  boy, — 
If  I  may  ever  know,  thou  doft  but  figh, 
That  thou  no  more  fhalt  never  fee  this  knack,  (as 
never 

I  mean  thou  fhalt)  we'll  bar  thee  from  fucceflion 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no  not  our  kin, 
Far  than  Deucalion  ofF:  Mark  thou  my  words; 
Follow  us  to  the  court  — Thou  churl,  for  this  lime, 
Though  full  of  our  difplejifure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it.— ^i^nd  you,  enchantment, — 
Worthy  enough  a  herdfman";  yea,  him  too. 
That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  honour  therein, 
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Unworthy  thee. — if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 
Thefc  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 
Or  hoop  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 
I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee, 
As  thou  art  tender  to  it. 

Per,  Even  here  undone !  [£;ci>, 
I  was  not  much  afcard  ;  for  once,  or  twice, 
I  was  about  to  fpeak  ;  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  felf-fame  fun,  that  fhines  upon  this  court, 
Hides  not  his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike. — Wilt  pleafeyou,  fir,  be  gone? 

[To  FlorizeL 

I  told  you,  what  would  come  of  this:  *Befeech  you. 
Of  your  own  ftate  take  care  ;  this  dream  of  mine, — 
Being  now  awake,  I'll  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam,  Why,  how  now,  father? 
Speak,  ere  thou  diefl. 

Shep^  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dar^  to  know  that  which  I  know. — O,  fir, 

[To  FlorizeL 
You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore  three, 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet ;  yea, 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd. 
To  lye  clofe  by  his  honeft  bones  ;  but  now 
Some  hangman  muft  put  on  my  fhroud,  and  lay  mc 
Where  no  prieft  fhovels-in  dull, — O  curfed  wretch  ! 

[To  Perdita. 

Thatknew'ft  this  was  the  prince,  and  would'ft  ad- 
venture 

To  mingle  faith  with  him. — Undone  !  undone  ! 
If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  1  have  liv'd 
To  die  when  I  defne. 

Flo,  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afeard ;  delayed, 
But  nothing  alter'd  :  What  I  was,  I  am  : 
More  ftraining  on.  for  plucking  back  ;  not  following 
My  leafh  unwillingly. 
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Cam»  Gracious  my  lord, 
You  know  your  father's  temper  ;  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpecch, — which,  I  do  gueis, 
You  do  not  purpol'e  to  him  :— and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  light  as  yet,  I  fear : 
Then,  till  the  fury  of  his  highnefs  fettle, 
Come  not  before  him.  - 

Flo,  I  not  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  lord. 

Per.  How  often  have  I  told  you,  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  laft 
But  till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith;  And  then 
Let  nature  cruHri  the  fides  o'  the  earth  together, 
And  mar  the  feeds  within  !— Lift  up  thy  looks  ;  — 
From  my  fuccelFion  wipe  me,  father  !  I 
Am  heir  to  my  a{fc£tion. 

Cam,  Beadvis'd. 

Flo,  I  am  ;  and  by  my  fancy  ;  if  my  rcafon 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  rcafon  ; 
If  not,  my  fenfes,  better  pleas'd.  w  ith  madncfi-. 
Do  bid  it  welcome, 

Ccnn,  This  is  defperatc,  fu  . 
Flo,  So  call  it  ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  "s^ow  ; 
I  needs  muft  think  it  hoiiefty.  Camillo, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  tlie  pom^p  that  may 
Be  thereat  glcan'd  ;  for  all  the  fun  fvies,  or 
The  clofe  earth  w^ombs,  or  the  profound  fea  hides 
In  unknown  fathoms,  will  IL)reak  ni)  (K^t1i 
'i'o  this  m.y  fair  bclov'd  :  Thcrefc^ic.  I  pray  you, 
,  As  you  have  ever  been  my  faiher's  friend, 
•  When  he  fhall  mifs  me  (as,  in  faith,  I  mean  not 
To  fee  him  any  more},  call  your  good  counlcls 
^"*Upon  his  piiTion  :  Let  myfelf,  and  fortune 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.    This  you  may  know^ 
And  to  deliver.  I  am  put  to  fea 
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With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  fhore  ; 
And  mofl  opportune  to  our  need,  I  have 
A  velTcl  rides  fafl  by,  but  not  prepared 
For  this  defign.    What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O  my  lord  ! 
I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice, 
Or  ftronger  for  your  aeed. 

Flo.  Hark,  Peidita-  

I'll  hear  you  by  and  by.  [_To  Camillo. 

Cam.  [AJdcJ]  He's  irremovcable, 
Refolv'd  for  flight :  Now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  fervc  my  turn  ; 
Save  him.  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour  ; 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  unbappy  king,  my  mafter,  whom 
1  fo  much  third  to  fee. 

Flo.  Now,  good  Camillo, 
I  am  fo  fraught  v/ith  curious  bufinefs,  that 
1  leave  out  ceremony. 

Cam,  Sir,  I  think, 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  fervices,  i'  the  love 
That  I  have  borne  your  father  ? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd  ;  it  is  my  father's  mufic. 
To  fpeak  your  deeds  ;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompens'd,  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  king ; 
And,  through  him,  what  is  neareft  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf:  embrace  but  my  direftion, 
(If  your  more  ponderous  and  fettled  projeft 
May  fuffeif  alteration  )  on  mine  honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  fhall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  (hall  become  your  highnefs:  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  mifhrefs  ;  from  the  whorri,  I  fee, 
There's  no  disjun£lion  to  be  made,  but  by 
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(As,  heavens  forefend  !)  your  ruin  :  Marry  her ; 
And  (with  rny  beft  endeavours  in  your  abfence  ) 
Your  difcontenting  father  I'll  drive  to  qualify, 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  Now,  Camillo, 
May  this,  almofta  iniracle,  be  done? 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man, 
And,  after  that,  trufl:  to  thee. 

Cam,  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place,  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo,  Not  any  yet : 
But  as  the  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
To  what  we  wildly  do  ;  fo  we  profefs 
Ourfelves  to  be  the  flaves  of  chance,  and  fiics 
Of  every  wind  that  blovv^s. 

Cam,  Then  lift  to  me  : 
This  follows, — if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofc. 
But  undergo  this  flight  : — Make  for  Sicilia; 
And  there  prefent  yourfelf,  and  your  fair  princefs^ 
(For  fo,  I  fee,  fhe  rnuft  be)  'fore  Leontes  ; 
She  fhall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.    Methinks,  I  fee 
Leontes,  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth  ;  afks  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefs, 
As  'twere  i'  the  father's  perfon  ;  kilTei  the  hands 
Of  your  frefh  princefs  ;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him  ^ 
'Twixt  his  unkindnefs  and  his  kindnefs  ;  the  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow, 
Fafter  than  thought,  or  time. 

Flo,  Worthy  Camillo, 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation  fliall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  king  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.  Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  father,  fhall  deliver. 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  writeyoudown: 
The  which  fhajl  point  you  forth,  at  every  iittingj 
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What  you  mufl  fay  ;  that  he  fliall  not  perceive, 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  bofom  there, 
And  fpeak  his  very  Ireart. 

Flo,  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  foine  fap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  yourfeives 
To  unpath'd  waters,  undream'd  fh-ores  *,  mofl  certain. 
To  miferies  enough  ;  no  hope  to  help  you  ; 
But.  as  you  fhake  off  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain  as  your  anchors  ;  who 
Do  their  befl  office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be  :   Behdes,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love  ; 
Whofe  frefn  complexion  and  whcfc  heart  together 
AfPiiftion  alters. 

Per,  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think,  affliftion  may  (ubduc  the  check, 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Civn,  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  fhall  not,  at  your  father's  houfe,  thefe  fcvcn 
years. 

Be  born  another  fuch. 

Flo,  My  good  Camillo, 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
She  is  i'  the  rear  of  birth. 

Cain,  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  pity 
She  lacks  inilru8.ions ;  for  flie  feems  a  m-iflrefs 
To  mofl:  that  teach. 

Per,  Your  pardon,  fir,  for  this  ;  • 
I  blufh  you  thanks. 

Flo,  My  prettiell  Perdita.  

^u.t,  oh,  the  thorns  we  fl:and  upon  ! — Camillo, — 
*  Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me ; 
The  medicine  of  our  houfe  I — how  fhall  we  do  ? 
*We  are  not  furnifn'd  like  Bohemia's  fon  ; 
Nor  fhall  appear  in  Sicily  

Cam,  My  lord^ 
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Fear  none  of  this :  1  think,  you  know,  my  fortunes. 
Do  all  lie  there  ;  it  fhall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  fee nc,  you  play,  were  mine.    For  infhance,  fir, 
That  you  may  know  you  fhall  not  want, — one  word, 

[^They  talk  afidc. 

Enter  Aiitolicvs, 
Aut,  Ha,  ha !  what  a  fool  honefty  is  !  and  truft, 
his  fworn  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman  !  I  have 
fold  all  my  trumpery ;  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not 
a  ribbon,  glafs,  pomander,  brooch,  tablebook,  bal- 
lad, knife,  tape,  glove,  fh(?)e-tie,  bracelet,  horn-ring, 
to  keep  my  pack  from  fading ;  they  throng  who 
fhould  buy  ilrft  ;  as  if  my  trinkets  ha'd  been  hal- 
lowed, and  brought  a  benediftion  to  the  buyer  ;  by 
which  means,  1  faw  whofe  purfe  was  beft  in  pic- 
ture ;  and,  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I  remem- 
bered. My  clown  (who  wants  but  fomething  to  be 
a  reafonableman)  grew  fo  in  love  with  the  wenches' 
long,  that  he  would  not  ftir  his  pettitoes,  till  he 
had  both  tune  and  words  ;  which  fo  drew  the  reft 
of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  other  fenfes  ftuck 
in  ears;  you  might  have  pinch'd  a  placket,  it  was 
ienfelefs ;  'twas  nothing,  to  geld  a  codpiece  of  a 
purfe ;  I  would  have  filed  keys  off,  that  hung,  in 
chains ;  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  fir's  fong, 
and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.  So  that,  in  this 
time  of  lethargy,  I  pick'd  and  cut  moft  of  their 
feftival  purfes  :  and  had  not  the  old  man  come 
in  with  a  whoo-bub  againft  his  daughter  and  the 
king's  fon,  and  fcar'd  my  choughs  from  the  chaff, 
I  had  not  left  a  purfe  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

[_CamiUo,  Florizet  and  Pcrdita^  come  fortuard. 
Cam,  Nay,  but  my  letters  by  this  means  being 
there, 

So  foon  as  you  arrive,  fliall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo,  And  thole  that  youMl  procure  from  king; 
Leontes,— « 
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Cam,  Shall  fatlsfy  your  father. 

Per,  Happy  be  you  ! 
AIL  that  you  fpeak,  fnews  fair. 

Cam,  Who  have  we  here  ?- —    \Seciy:g  Autotilus, 
We'll  make  an  infhrumcnt  of  this  ;  omit 
Nothing,  may  crive  us  aid. 

^ut.  If  they  have  over-heard  mc  now, — why 
hanj^ing.  {AJidc, 

Cam,  How  now,  good  fellow  ?  Why  fliakeft 
thou  fo  ?  Fear  not,  man  \  here's  no  harm  intended 
to  thee. 

Aid,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  fir. 

Cam,  Why,  be  fo  ftill  ;  here's  nobody  will  fteal 
that  from  thee  :  Yet,  for  the  outfide  of  thy  poverty, 
we  mufl  make  an  exchange;  therefore,  difcafe  thee 
infhantly,  (thou  muft  think,  there's  neceflity  irf't) 
and  change  garments  with  this  gentleman  : 
Though  the  pennyworth,  on  his  fide  be  the  worft, 
yet  hold  thee,  there's  fome  boot. 

y^ut,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  fir  :  I  know  ye  well 
enough.  Afide, 

Cam,  Nay,  pr'ythee,  difpatch  ;  the  gentleman  is 
half  flead  already. 

Aut.  Are  you  in  earnefh,  fir  ? — I  fmell  the  trick 
of  it. —  [_Afide. 

Flo,  Difpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

^ut.  Indeed,  I  have  had  earnefh ;  but  I  cannot 
with  confcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  mifhrefs,- — let  my  prophecy 
Come  home  to  you  ! — you  muft  retire  yourfelf 
Into  fome  covert ;  take  your  fweet-heart's  hat 
And  pl^ck  it  o'er  your  brows  ;  muffle  your  face  ; 
-  Difmantie  you  ;  and  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  truth  of  your  own  feeming  ;  tliat  you  may 
(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you)  to  fliip-board 
Get  undefcry'd 

Per,  I  fee,  the  play  fo  lies. 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 
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Cam^  No  remedy. 
Have  you  done  there  ? 

Fb.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  fliall  have  no  hat  : 
Come,  lady,  Come.- —  Farewell,  my  friend. 

Aiit.  Adieu,  fir. 

Flo,  O  Perdita,  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
Pray  you,  a  word. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next,  fhall  be,  to  tell  the  king 

Of  this  efcape,  and  whither  thev  are  bound  ; 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail. 
To  force  him  after  :  in  whofe  company 
I  fhall  review  Sicilia;  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman's  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us! — 
Thus  we  fet  on,  Camillo,  to  the  fea-fide. 

Cam.  The  Iwifter  fpeed,  the  better. 

{_Exeiint  Flo.  Per.  and  Cam. 

Aut.  I  underfland  thebufmcfs,  I  hear  it :  To  have 
an  open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is 
neceffary  for  a  cut-purfe ;  a  good  nofe  is  requiiite 
alfo,  to  fmell  out  work  for  the  other  fenfes.  I  fee, 
this  is  the  time  that  the  unjufl:  man  doth  thrive. 
What  an  exchange  had  this  been,  without  boot? 
vjhsxt  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange  ?  Sure,  the- 
gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do  any 
thing  extempore.  The  prince  himfelf  is  about  a 
piece  of  iniquity  ;  ftcaling  away  from  his  father,  with 
his  clog:  at  his  heels  :/  If  I  thouo-ht  it  were  not  a 
piece  of  honefhy  to  acquaint  the  king  withal,  I 
would  do't :  I  hold  it  the  more  knavery  to  conceal 
it  ;  and  therein  am  I  conPcant  to  my  profcGlon. 

Etittr  Clown  and  Shepherd. 
Afidc,  afide ; — here's  miore  matter  for  a  hot  brain  : 
Every  lane's  end,  every  fliop,  church,  feflion,  hang- 
ing, yields  a  careful  m^an  v/ork. 
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Clo,  See,  fee ;  what  a  man  you  are  now  !  there  is 
no  other  way,  but  to  tell  the  king  (lie's  a  change- 
ling, and  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood. 

Shep,  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Cio.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Shep.  Go  to  then. 

Clo,  She  being  none  of  your  fiefh  and  blood,  your 
flefh  and  blood  has  not  offended  the  king  ;  and,  fo, 
your  flefii  and  blood  is  not  to  be  punifhM  by  him. 
Shew  thofe  things  you  found  about  her ;  thofe  fecret 
things,  all  but  what  fbe  has  with  her :  This  being 
done,  let  the  law  g^o  whiflle,  I  warrant  you. 

Shep,  I  will  tell  the  king  all,  every  word,  yea, 
and  his  fon's  pranks  too;  who,  I  msy  fay,  is  no 
honefh  man  neither  to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go 
about  to  make  me  the  king's  brother-in-l^w. 

C/o,  Indeed,  brother-in-law  was  the  fartheft  off 
you  could  have  been  to  him:  and  then  your  blood  had 
been  the  dearer,  by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 

Aut,  Ve^y  wifely  ;  puppies!  [^Afidg, 

Shep,  Well  ;  let  us  to  the  king  ;  there  is  that  in 
this  farthel,  will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Aut.  I  know  not,  what  impediment  this  complaint 
may  be  to  the  flight  of  my  mafter. 

C/o,  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  the  palace. 

Aut.  Though  I  am  not  naturally  honefl,  I  am  fo 

fometimes  by  chance  ;  Let  me  pocket  up  my 

pedlar's  excrement.  How  now,    rufhicks  ? 

Wiiither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep.  To  the  palace,  an  it  like  your  worfhip. 

Aut.  Your  affairs  there  ?  what  ?  with  whom  ?  the 
condition  of  that  farthel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling, 
your  names,  your  ages,  of  what  having,  breeding, 
and  any  thing  that  is  fitting  to  be  known?  difcover. 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  fir. 

ylut,  A  lie  ;  you  are  rough  and  hairy  :  Let  mc 
have  no  lying  ;  it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,  and 
they  often  give  us  foldiers  the  lie  ;  but  we  pay  them 
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for  it  with  ftamped  coin,  not  fhdbbing  dcel ;  there- 
fore they  do  not  give  us  the  lie 

Clo,  Your  worfhip  bad  like  to  have  given  us  one, 
if  you  had  not  taken  yourCelf  w'th  t'le  manner. 
Shep  Are  you  a  courtier^  aii'i  like  you,  fir,? 
Aat.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  courtier. 
Sce'ft  thou  not  the  air  of  the  court,  in  thefe  enfold- 
ings  ?  hatii  not  my  gait  in  it,  the  mcafure  of  the 
court  ?  receives  not  thy  nofe  court-odour  from  me  ? 
rcflc6l  I  not  on  thy  bafenefs,  court-contempt  ? 
Think' ft  thou,  for  tliat  I  iiifmuate,  cr  tozc  from 
thee  thy  bufmefs,  I  am  tliercifore  no  coiu'tier  ?  I  am 
courtier.  Cap-d-pe^  and  one  tliat  v/ili  either  pufh 
on,  or  pluck  back  thy  buhnefs  there;  wdiereupon 
I  command  thee  to  open  thy  affair. 

Shep,  Mv  bufinefs,  fir,  is  to  the  king. 
Aut,  What  advocate  liaft  tliou  to  him  ? 
Shep.  1  know  not,  an*t  hke  you. 
Clo,  Advocate's  the  court-word  for  a  phcafant  ; 
fiiv.  you  have  none. 

Shep.  None,  fir;  I  have  no  plieuLint,  cc^ck,  nor  hen. 
.^ut.  How  bbfs'd  are  v/e  that  are  not  hmple  men  ! 
Yet  nature  mi2;ht  have  n".ade  me  as  thefe  are, 
Therefore  I  v/ill  not  diidain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  i:reat  courtier. 
Shep.  Mis  garments  are  rich.,   bvit  he  wears  them 
not  handiomiCly 

Clo.  He  leems  to  be  tlic  mere  noble  inbciugfan- 
taftical  ;  a  great  man,  Til  warrant  ;  I  know,  by  the 
picking  on's  teeth. 

Aut.  The  farthel  there  ?  what's  i'  tlie  farthel  ? 
Wherefore  tliat  box  ? 

^hep.  Sir,  there  lies  fuch  fecrels  in  this  futhel, 
and  box,  which  none  muft  know  but  the  king  ; 
and  which  he  fliall  know  within  tlrs  hour,  if  1 
may  come  to  the  fpeech  ©f  him. 

u^ut.  Age,  thou  hafl  loft  thy  Lbour. 

Shep,  W  hy,  fir? 

Vol.  ni.  '  Ee 
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Aut,  The  king  is  not  at  the  palace  :  he  is  gone 
aboard  a  new  fhip  to  purge  melancholy,  and  air  him- 
felf :  For,  if  thou  be'fl  capable  of  things  ferious,  thou 
muft  know,  the  king  is  full  of  grief. 

Shep,  So  'tis  faid,  fir ;  about  his  fon,  that  fhould 
have  married  a  fhepherd's  daughter. 

Aut,  If  that  flriepherdbe  not  in  hand-faft,  let  him 
fly  ;  the  curfeshe  fhall  have,  the  tortures  he  fhall  feel, 
will  break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monfter. 

CIo.  Think  you  fo,  fir? 

Aut,  Not  he  alone  fhall  fuffer  what  wit  can  make 
heavy,  and  vengeance  bitter ;  but  thofe  that  are  ger- 
mane to  him,  though  removed  fifty  times,  fliall  all 
come  under  the  hangman  :  which,  though  it  be  great 
pity, yet  it  isneceffary.  An  old  fheep-whiftling  rogue, 
a  ram-tendcr,  to  offer  to  have  his  daughter  come  into 
grace  !  Some  fay,  he  fhall  be  flon'd  ;  but  that  death  is 
too  foft  for  him,  fay  I :  Draw  our  throne  into  a  flieep- 
cote !  all  deaths  are  too  few,  the  fharpefl  too  eafy. 

Clo,  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fon,  fir,  do  you  hear, 
an't  like  you,  fir  ? 

Aut,  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive  ;  then 
'nointed  over  Vv^ith  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's 
nefl ;  then  ftand,  till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram 
dead  :  then  recover'd  again  with  aqua-vitae,  or  fomc 
other  hot  infufion  :  then,  raw^  as  he  is,  and  in  the 
hotteft  day  prognoflication  proclaims ;  fhall  he  be 
fet  again fl  a  brick- wall,  the  fun  looking  with  a  fouth- 
"ward  eye  upon  him;  where  he  is  to  bdiold  him, 
with  flies  blown  to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe 
traitorly  rafcals,  whofe  miferies  are  to  be  fmil'd  at, 
their  offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  me,  (for  you 
feem  to  be  honeft  plain  men)  what  you  have  to  the 
king:  being  fomething  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring 
you  where  he  is  aboard,  tender  your  perfons  to  his 
prefence,  whifper  him  in  your  behall^s ;  and,  if  it 
be  in  man,  befides  the  king,  to  effeft  your  fuits, 
here  is  a  man  fhall  do  it. 
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Clo,  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority  :  clofe  with 
him,   give  him  gold  ;   and  though  Authority  be  a 
ftiibborn  bear,  yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  nofe  with 
gold  :  fhew  the  infide  of  your  purfe  to  the  outfide  Y 
of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado  :  Remember,  fton'd,^  A 
and  flay'd  alive. 

Shep,  An't  pleafe  you,  (ir,  to  undertake  the  bufi- 
nefs  for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have  :  Til  make  it  as 
much  more  *.  and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn, 
till  I  bring  it  you. 

Aut,  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  ? 

Shep.  Ay,  fir. 

Aut,  Well,  give  me  the  moiety  : — Are  you  a 
party  in  this  bufmefs  ? 

Clo.  In  fome  fort,  fir :  but  though  my  cafe  bs  a 
pitiful  one,  I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it, 

Aut.  Oh,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fhepherd's  fon  : — 
Hang  him,  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo.  Comfort,  good  comfort  :  We  mud  to  the 
king,  and  fhew  our  ftrange  fights  !  he  muft  know, 
'tis  none  of  your  daughter,  nor  my  fifter :  we  arc 
gone  elfe. — Sir,  I  will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old 
man  does,  when  the  bufinefs  is  performed ;  and  re- 
main, as  he  fays,  your  pawn,  till  it  be  brought  you. 

Jut.  I  will  truft  you.  Walk  before  toward  the 
fea-fide ;  go  on  the  right  hand  ;  I  will  but  look  up- 
pn  the  hedge,  and  follow  you. 

C/o.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay, 
even  blefs'd. 

Shep,  Let's  before,  as  he  bid  us :  he  was  provi- 
ded to  do  us  good.  [^Exeunt  Shep,  and  Clo, 

Aut,  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee,  fortune 
would  not  fuffer  me  ;  fhe  drops  booties  in  my  mouth, 
I  am  courted  now  with  a  double  occafion  ;  gold, 
and  a  means  to  do  the  prince  my  mafter  good ;  which, 
who  knows  how  that  may  turn  back  to  my  advance- 
ment ?  1  will  bring  thefe  two  moles,  thefe  blind  oncs^ 
aboard  him  :  if  he  think  it  fit  to  fhore  them  again  ^ 
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and  that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the  king  con- 
cerns him  nothing,  let  him  call  me,  rogue,  for  being 
To  far  officious;  for  1  am  proof  againll:  that  title, 
and  what  fhame  elfe  belongs  to't :  To  him  will  I 
prefent  them,  there  may  be  matter  in  it.  Sjixit, 

  .■»«niiiiiiit;«,-a.w»"'^fc-U^^(.l,ifc^i   

A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  LecnteSyCleomenes,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Servants* 
Ck,   O  I  R,  you  have  done  enough,  and  haveper- 

O  form'd 
A  faint-like  forrow  :  no  fault  could  you  make. 
Which  you  have  not  redeem'd  ;  indeed,  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs  :  At  the  laft, 
Do,  as  the  heavens  have  done  ;  forget  your  evil ; 
With  them,  forgive  yourfcif. 

Leo,  Whiifl:  I  remember 
Ker,  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemifhes  in  them  ;  and  fo  ft  ill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  myfelf:  which  was  fo  much^ 
That  heirlefsit  hath  made  my  kingdom;  and 
Deflroy'd  the  fwxet'fl  com.panion,  that  e'er  man 
JSrcd  his  hopes  out  ot. 

Paul.  True,  too  true,  my  lord  : 
If,  one  by  one,  you  wedded  all  the  world, 
Or,  from  the  all  that  are,  took  fomething  good^ 
To  make^a  perfeft  woman  ;  fhe,  you  kili'd, 
Would  be  unparallcl'd. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.  Kiird? 
She  1  kili'd?  I  did  fo  :  but  thou  (Irik'fl  me 
5.  n"cly,  to  fay  1  did  ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  n;y  tliought :  now,  good  now 
Say  fo  but  IcKlorr. 

Cle.  Not  at        good  lady; 
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You  might  have  fpoke  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

Paul,  You  are  one  of  thofe, 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dio.  If  you  would  not  To, 
You  pity  not  the  (late,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  mofl:  fovcreign  name  ;  confider  little, 
What  dangers,  by  his  highnefs'  fail  of  ifTue, 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers  on.    What  were  more  holy. 
Than  to  rejoice,  the  former  queen  is  well? 
What  holier,  than — for  royalty's  repair, 
For  prefent  comfort,  and  for  future  good, — 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  majefty  again 
With  a  fweet  fellow  to't  ? 

Paul.  There  is  none  worthy, 
Refpe6ling  her  that's  gone.    Befides,  the  gods 
Will  have  fulfill'd  their  fecret  purpofes  : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  oracle, 
That  king  Leontes  fhall  noj:  have  an  heir. 
Till  his  loft  child  be  found  ?  which,  that  it  fhall, 
Is  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafon, 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave. 
And  come  again  tome;  who,  on  my  life, 
Did  perifh  with  the  infant.     'Tis  your  counfel, 
My  lord  fhouldtothe  heavens  be  contrary, 
Oppofe  againft  their  wills, — Care  not  for  iffuc  ; 

\^To  the  king 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir  :  Great  Al^ander 
Left  his  to  the  worthieft;  fo  his  fuccelTor 
Was  like  to-be  the  heft. 

Leo,  Good  Paulina, — 
Who  haft  the  memory  of  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour, — O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fqaar'd  me  to  thy  counfel !  then,  even  now, 
1  might  have  louk'd  upon  my  queen's  full  eyes  ; 
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Have  taken  treafure  from  her  lips,  

FauL  And  left  them 
More  rich,  for  wh.U  they  yielded. 

Leo.  Thou  (peak'ft  truth. 
No  more  luch  wives  ;  therefore,  no  wife  ;  one  worfc, 
And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  fainted  fpirit 
Again  poITefs  her  corps;  and,  on  this  fhage, 
(Where  we  offend  her  nowj  appear  foul-vext. 
And  beg'n,      Why  to  me?"  

Paul,  Had  Ihe  fuch  power, 
Shehadjuflfuch  caufe. 

Leo.  She  had;  and  would  inccnfe  me 
To  murder  her  I  married. 

PauL  I  fliould  fo  : 
Were  I  the  ghofl  that  walk'd,  Td  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye  ;  and  tell  m.e,  for  what  dull  part  in 't 
Youchofeher:  then  I'd  fhriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Shou'd  rift  to  hear  me;  and  the  words  that  foUow'd 
Should  be,      Remember  mine." 

Leo,  Stars,  fhars. 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals  !— fear  thou  no  wdfe, 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina. 

FauL  Will  you  fweaf 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leo,  Never,  Paulina;  fo  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit  ! 

PauL  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witucfs  to  his 
oath. 

Cle.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

FauL  Unlefs  another, 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  pi6lure, 
Afficnt  his  eye. 

Cle.  Good  m.adam,  I  have  done. 

PauL  Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry,' — if  you  will,  fir; 
No  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  ofnce 
To  chufe  you  a  queen  :  fhe  fliall  not  be  lo  young 
As  was  your  former  ;  but  fhe  fliall  be  luch. 
As  v/alk'd  your  firfh  queen's  ghofl,  it  Ihould  tak<^joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arm.s. 
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Leo,  My  trae  Paulina, 
We  fhall  not  many,  till  thou  bid'fl  us. 
Paul.  That 

Shall  be,  when  your  fird  queen's  again  in  brcatli  ; 
Never  till  then. 

Enter  a  Gcntltvi^n, 

Gent.  One  that  gives  out  himf::lf  prince  Fiorizel, 
Son  of  Polixenes,  with  his  princefs,  (fiie 
The  fai/eO:  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires 
Accefs  to  your  high  prelcnce. 

Leo,  What  with  him  ?  he  comes  net 
Like  to  his  father's  great nefs  :  his  approach, 
So  out  of  circumftance,  and  fudden,  tells  us, 
'Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need,  and  accident.     Wha.t  train? 

Gent.  But  few. 
And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  His  princefs,  fay  you,  with  him? 

Gent.  Ay  :  the  mofh  pcerlefs  piece  of  earth,  I  think. 
That  e'er  the  fun  Pnonc  bright  on, 

Paul,  Oh  Hermione, 
As  every  prefent  time  dothboafl:  itfelf 
Above  a  better,  gone;  fo^iuft  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,  you  yourfelf 
Have  faid,  and  writ  fo  ;  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme  :  She  had  not  been, 
Nor  was  not  to  be  equaWd^ — thus  your  veric 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once  ;  'tis  fhrevvdly  cbb'd, 
To  fay  you  have  feen  a  better, 

Geni,  Pardon,  madam  : 
The  one  1  have  almoft  forgot ;  (your  pardon) 
The  other,  w^hen  Pne  has  obtain'd  your  eye. 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.    This  is  a  cic.Jture, 
Would  fhe  begin  a  ictl,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profeffors  elfe  ;  make  proiclytes 
Of  who  fhe  but  bid  follow. 

Paul,  How?  not  w^omen  ? 

Gent,  Women  will  love  her,  that  fhe  i^  a  woman 
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More  worth  than  any  man  ;  men,  that  fhe  is 
The  rarefl  of  all  women, 
Leo,  Go,  Cleomenes; 
Yourielf,  aflifled  with  your  honoured  friends, 

[Exit  Cleomenes, 

Bring  them  to  our  embracement.  —  Still  'tis  ftrange, 
He  thus  fhould  (leal  upon  us. 

PauL  Had  our  prince 
(Jewel  of  children)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd 
Well  with  this  lord  ;  there  was  not  a  full  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo,  Pr'ythee,  no  more  ;  ceafc  ;  thou  know'ft, 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of :  fure. 
When  I  fliall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that,  which  may 
Unfurnifli  me  of  reafon. — They  are  come.  

'Enter  Florizel,  Perdita^  Cleomenes^  and  ethers^ 
Your  mother  was  mofh  true  to  wedlock,  prince  : 
For  fhe  did  print  your  royal  father  off. 
Conceiving  you :  Were  I  but  twenty-one, 
Your  father's  image  is  fo  hit  in  you, 
His  very  air,  that  I  fhou^  call  ycu  brother, 
As  I  did  him  ;  and  fpeak  of  fomething,  wildly 
By  us  performed  before.    Moft  dearly  welcome  ! 
And  your  fair  princefs,  goddefs! — O,  alas  I 
I  loft  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  ftood,  begetting  wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  couple,  do  !  and  then  I  loft 
(All  mine  own  folly)  the  fociety, 
Amity  too,  of  your  brave  father  ;  whom. 
Though  bearing  mifery,  I  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on. 

Flo*  Sir,  by  his  command 
Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilia  ;  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  king,  a  friend, 
Can  fend  his  brother  :  and,  but  infirmity 
(Which  waits  upon  worn  times)  hath  fomething 
feiz'd 
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Mis  wifh'd  ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  7)nd  his 
Meafur'd  to  look  upon  you  ;  vvlioni  he  loves 
(He  bade  me  fay  fo)  more  than  all  the  fceptrcs. 
And  thofe  that  beir  then,  living. 

Leo,  Oh,  my  brother  ! 
(Good  gentleman)  the  wrongs  1  have  done  thee,  flir 
AfreH-i  within  mc  :  and  thefc  thy  oHices, 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  (lacknefs  !  —  Welcome -hither. 
As  is  the  fpring  to  the  earth.    And  hath  he  too 
ExposM  this  paragon  to  the  fearful  ufage 
(At  leafl:,  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man  not  worth  her  pains  ;  much  lefs 
The  adventure  of  her  pcrfon  ! 

Flo,  Good  my  lord, 
She  came  from  Libya. 

Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Smalos, 
That  nobl-^,  honour'd  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd? 

Flo.  Mod  royal  fir,  from  tlience  ;  from  him,  whofe 
daughter 

His  tears  proclaimed  his,  parting  with  her  :  thence 

(A  profperous  fouth-wind  friendly)  we  have  crofs'd, 

To  execute  tlie  charge  my  father  gave  me, 

For  vifiting  your  highnefs  :  My  bed  train 

I  have  from  yout  Sicilian  Ihores  difmifs'd  ; 

Who  for  Boliemia  bend,  to  fignify 

Not  only  my  fuccels  in  Libya,  fir. 

But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  fafety 

Here,  where  we  arc. 

Leo,  The  bleifcd  gods 
Purge  all  infe6lion  from  our  air,  whil.ft  you 
Do  climate  here  !  You  have  a  holy  father, 
A  graceful  gentleman  ;  againfh  whofe  perion, 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  fin  : 
For  which  the  heavehs,  taking  angry  nvDte, 
Have  left  me  ilTue-lefs;  and  your  father's  blefs'd 
(As  he  from  heaven  merits  it)  with  you, 
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Worthy  his  goodnefs.    What  might  I  have  been, 
Might  I  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on, 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  ? 

Enter  a  Lord, 

Lord,  Mofl:  noble  fir, 
That,  which  I  fhall  report,  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  fo  nigh.    Pleafe  you,  great  nr, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me  ; 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  Ton  ;  who  has 
(His  dignity  and  duty  both  cafh  off) 
Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  fnepherd's  daughter, 

Leo,  Where's  Bohemia  ?  fpeak. 

Lord.  Here  in  your  city  ;  I  now  came  from  him  : 
I  fpeak  amazedly :  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,  and  my  meflage.    To  your  court 
Whiles  he  was  haftning,  (in  the  chafe,  it  feems, 
Of  this  fair  couple)  micets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  feeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  prince. 

Flo,  Camillo  has  betray'd  me  ; 
Whofe  honour,  and  whofe  honefty,  till  now, 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay  't  fo,  to  his  charge  ; 
He's  with  the  king  your  father, 

Leo.  Who?  Camillo? 

Lord,  Camillo,  fir  ?  I  fpake  with  him;  who  now 
Has  thefe  poor  men  in  queflion.    Never  faw  1 
Wretches  fo  quake  :  they  kneel,  they  kifs  the  earth  : 
Forfwear  themfelves  as  often  as  they  Ipeak  : 
Bohemia  flops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths  in  death. 

Per,  Oh,  my  poor  father  !  

The  heavens  fets  fpies  upon  us  will  not  have 
Our  contraft  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  marry'd  ? 

Flo.  We  arc  not,  fir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be! 
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The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firft : — 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  lord, 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  king  ? 

Flo.  She  is, 
When  once  fhe  is  my  wife. 

Leo,  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  father's  fpeed. 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.    I  am  forry, 
Mofl  forry,  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty  :  and  as  forry, 
Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  worth  as  beauty, 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo,  Dear,  look  up  : 
Though  fortune,  vifible  an  enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  father;  power  no  jot 
Hath  fhe,  to  change  our  loves. — 'Befeech  you,  fir, 
Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  now  :  with  thought  of  fuch  affeftions 
Step  forth  m.ine  advocate ;  at  your  requeft. 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles. 

Leo.   Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious 
mi  ft  re  fs, 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

I^auL  Sir,  my  liege, 
Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't  :  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  queen  dy'd,  fhe  was  more  worth  fuch 
gazes 

Than  what  you  look  on  now, 

Leo.  1  thought  of  her, 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made. — But  your  petition 

[To  FLorizel, 
Is  yet  unanfwer'd  :  I  will  to  your  father  ; 
Your  honour  not  o'erthrown  by  your  defn  es, 
I  am  a  friend  to  them  and  you  :  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him  ;  therefore  follow  me. 
And  mark  what  way  1  make  :  Come,  good  my  lord, 

[^Exeunt. 
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The  fame. 
Enter  Autolycus^  and  a  gentleman. 
Aut,  'Belcech  you,  fir,  were  you  prefcnt  at  this 
relation  ? 

1  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  farthel, 
heard  the  old  fhepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he 
found  it :  whereupon,  after  a  little  amazednefs,  we 
were  all  commanded  out  of  tlie  chamber  :  only  this, 
methouglit,  I  heard  the  (liepherd  fay,  he  found  the 
child. 

yiut.  I  would  mofl  gladly  know  the  ilfae  of  it. 

1  Gent.  1  m.ake  a  broken  delivery  of  the  bufi- 
nefs  — But  the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  king, 
and  Camillo,  were  very  notes  of  admiration  :  they 
fcem'd  almoft,  with  ftaring  on  one  anotlier,  to  tear 
the  cafes  of  their  eyes  ;  there  was  fpcech  in  their 
dumbnefs,  language  in  tlieir  very  ge flare ;  they 
look'd,  as  they  had  heard  of  a  world  ranfom'd  or  one 
deOroy'd:  A  notable  pafTion  of  wonder  appeared  in 
them  :  but  the  wiiefl  beholder  that  knew  no  more 
but  feeing,  could  not  fay  if  the  importance  were 
joy,  or  forrow^ ;  but  in  the  extremity  of  the  one, 
it  muff  needs  be. 

Enter  a  fecon'd  Gentleman, 
Here  comes  a  genileman,    tliat,   happily,  knows 
more  :  The  news,  F.ogero  ? 

2  Gent,  Notli'iig  but  bonfires:  The  oracle  is 
falfiii'd  :  the  kirg's  daughter  is  found  :  fuch  a 
deal  of  wonder  is  broken  out  within  this  hour,  that 
ballad-makers  cnnot  be  able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 
Here  ccmes  the  L  dy  Paulina's  iteward.  he  can  deliver 
you  more. — How  goes  it  now,  fir  ?  this  news,  which 
is  caird  true,  is  Ic^  like  an  eld  tcde,  that  the  verity  of  it 
is  in  flrong  fufpicion  :  Has  the  king  found  his  heir? 

3  Gent.  Mod  true;  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant 
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by  circumflance :  that,  which  you  hear,  you'll 
fvvear  you  fee.  there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs. 
The  mantle  of  queen  Hermione  ;-2-her  jewel  about 
the  neck  of  it  ; — the  letters  of  Antigonus,  found 
with  it,  which  they  know  to  be  his  chara6ler; — 
the  majcfhy  of  the  creature,  in  refemblance  of  the 
mother  ; — the  afFeftion  of  noblenefs,  which  nature 
fhews  above  her  breeding, — and  many  other  evi- 
dences, proclaim  her,  with  all  certainty,  to  be  the 
king's  daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  meeting  of  the 
two  kings  ? 
2  Gent,  No. 

Gent,  Then  have  you  lofb  a  fight,  which  was 
to  be  feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might 
you  have  beheld  one  joy  crown  another;  fo,  and 
in  fuch  manner,  that,  it  feem'd,  forrow  wept  to 
take  leave  of  them;  for  their  joy  waded  in  tears. 
There  was  cafting  up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands  ; 
with  countenance  of  fuch  difhraftion,  that  they 
were  to  be  known  by  garment,  not  by  favour. 
Our  king,  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf  for 
joy  of  his  found  daughter  ;  as  if  that  joy  were  now 
become  a  lofs,  cries,  Oh,  thy  mother,  thy  mother  I 
then  a  Acs  Bohemia  forgivenefs  ;  then  embraces  his 
fon-in-law ;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter, 
with  clipping  her;  now  he  thanks  the  old  fhepherd, 
which  ftands  by,  like  a  weather-beaten  conduit  of 
many  king's  reigns.  I  never  heard  of  fuch  another 
encounter,  which  lames  report  to  follow"  it,  and 
undoes  defcription  to  do  it, 

2  Gent,  What,  pray  you,  became  of  Antigonus, 
that  carry'd  hence  the  child  ? 

3  Gent,  Like  an  old  tale  fhill  :  v/hich  will  have 
matters  to  rehearfe,  though  credit  be  afleep,  and 
not  an  ear  open  :  He  was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear  ; 
this  avouches  the  fhcpherd's  fon  ;  who  has  not  only 
his  innocence  (which  feems  much)  to  juftify  him. 

Vol.  III.  F  f 


350 


THE  V/INTER'S  tale. 


Acl  V. 


but  a  handkerchief,  and  rings,  of  his,  that  Paulina 
knows. 

1  Gent,  What  became  of  his  bark  and  his  followers? 

3  Gent,  Wreck'd,  the  fame  inftant  of  their  mafter's 
death  ;  and  in  the  view  of  the  fhepherd  :  fo  that  all 
the  inftruments,  which  aided  to  expofe  the  child, 
were  even  then  loft,  when  it  was  found.  But,  oh, 
the  noble  combat,  that,  'twixt  joy  and  fc.row,  was 
fought  in  Paulina!  She  had  one  eye  declined  for  the 
lofs  of  her  hulband  ;  another  elevated  that  the  oracle 
was  fulfill'd  :  She  lifted  the  prircefs  from  the  earth  ; 
and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing,  as  if  fhe  would  pin 
her  to  her  heart,  that  fhe  might  no  more  be  in  danger 
of  lofmg. 

1  Gent,  The  dignity  of  this  a£l  was  worth  the  audi- 
ence of  kings  and  Princes;  for  by  fuch  was  it  afted. 

3  Gent,  One  of  the  prettieft  touches  of  all,  and 
that  which  angled  for  mine  eyes,  (caught  the  water, 
though  not  the  fifh)  v/as^  when  at  the  relation  of 
the  queen's  death,  with  the  manner  how  fhe  came 
to  it,  (bravely  confefsM,  and  lamented  by  the  king) 
how  attentivenefs  wounded  his  daughter  :  till,  from 
one  fign  of  dolour  to  another,  fhe  did,  with  an  alas  ! 
I  would  fain  fay,  bleed  tears ;  for,  I  am  fure,  my 
heart  wept  blood.  Who  was  moft  marble  there, 
chang'd  colour ;  fome  fwooned,  all  forrowed  :  if  all 
the  world  could  have  feen  it,  the  woe  had  been  uni- 
verfal. 

1  Gent,  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  ? 

3  Gent,  No  :  The  princefs  blearing  of  her  mother's 
llatue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,— a  piece 
many  years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd  by 
that  rare  Italian  mafter,  Julio  Romano ;  who,  had 
he  himfelfeternity,and  could  put  breath  into  hiswork, 
would  bbguile  nature  of  her  cuftom,  fo  perfeftly  he 
is  her  ape :  he  fo  near  to  Hermione  hath  done  Her- 
mione,  that,  they  fay,  one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and 
ftand  in  hope  of  anfwer ;  thither,  with  all  greedineft 
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of  afFeftion,  are  they  gone ;  and  there  they  intend 
to  fup. 

2  Gtnt,  I  thought,  fhe  had  Tome  great  matter  there 
in  hand  ;  for  Ihc  hath  privately,  twice  br  thrice  a 
day,  ever  fmce  the  death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that 
removed  houfe.  Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our 
company  piece  the  rejoicing  ? 

1  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  be- 
nefit of  accefs  ?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  feme  new 
grace  will  be  born  :  our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty 
to  our  knowledge.    Let's  along.  [_Exeunt, 

Aut,  Now,  had  I  not  the  dafh  of  my  former 
life  in  me,  would  preferment  drop  on  my  head* 
I  brought  the  old  man  and  his  fon  aboard  the  prince; 
told  him,  I  heard  them  talk  of  a  farthel,  and  I  know 
not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time,  over-fond  of  the 
fiiepherd's  daughter,  (fo  he  then  took  her  to  be) 
who  began  to  be  much  fea-fick,  and  himfelf  little 
better,  extremity  of  weather  continuing,  this  myf- 
tery  remained  undifcovered.  But  'tis  all  one  to 
me  ;  for  had  I  been  the  finder-out  of  this  fecret,  it 
would  not  have  relifh'd  among  my  other  difcredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Clown, 
Here  comes  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my 
will,  and  already  appearing  in  the  bloIToms  of  their 
fortune. 

Shep,  Come,  boy ;  I  am  paft  more  children  ;  but 
thy  fons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  born. 

Clo.  You  are  well  met,  fir :  You  denied  to  fight 
with  me  this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentle- 
man born  :  See  you  thcfe  cloaths  ?  fay,  you  fee  them 
not,  and  think  me  fhill  no  gentleman  born  :  you 
were  beft  fay,  thefe  robes  are  not  gentlemen  born. 
Give  me  the  lie  ;  do  ;  and  try  whether  I  am  not 
now  a  gentleman  born. 

Aut,  1  know,  you  are  now,  fir,  a  gentleman  bc^rn. 

Clo.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four 
hours. 


352 


THE  winter's  TALi. 


An  V. 


Shep.  And  fo  have  I,  boy. 

Clo,  So  you  have  : — but  I  was  a  gentleman  born 
before  my  father  ;  for  the  king's  fon  took  me  by  the 
hand,  and  call'd  me  brother;  and  then  the  two 
kings  call'd  my  father,  brother  ;  and  then  the  prince, 
my  brother,  and  the  princefs,  my  fifter,  call'd  my 
father,  father  ;  and  To  we  wept ;  and  there  was  the 
firft  gentleman-like  tears  that  ever  we  fhed. 

Sht'p,  We  may  lire,  fon,  to  flied  many  more. 

Clo.  Ay;  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fo 
prcpoflerous  efcateas  we  are. 

yiut.  I  humbly  befeech  you,  fir,  to  pardon  me  all 
the  faults  I  have  com.mitted  to  your  worfiiip,  and  to 
give  me  your  good  report  to  the  prince  my  mafler. 

Shep,  Tr'ythee,  fon,  do;  for  we  muft  be  gentle, 
now  we  are  gentlemen. 

Clo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life? 

Aut,  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worfliip.  ^ 

Clo,  Give  me  thy  hand :  I  will  fwear  to  the 
prince,  thou  art  as  honefh  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in 
Bohemia. 

Shep,  You  may  fay  it,  but  not  fwear  it. 

Clo.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  Let 
boors  and  franklins  fay  it,  Pll  fwear  it, 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon? 

Clo,  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may 
fwear  it,  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  : — And  I'll 
fwear  to  the  prince,  thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy 
liands,  and  that  thou  wilt  not  be  drunk  ;  but  I  know, 
thou  art  no  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and  that  thou 
wilt  be  drunk  ;  but  I'll  fwear  it  ;  and  I  would, 
thou  wouldTt  be  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Aut.  I  will  prove  fo,  fir,  to  my  power. 

Clo.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow  ;  If 
I  do  not  wonder,  liow  thou  dar'fl  venture  to  be 
drunk,  not  being  a  tall  fellow,  trufh  me  not. — 
Ilaik!  the  kings  and  the  princes,  our  kindred, 
are  goin,^^  to  fee  the  queen's  pi6lure.  Come,  follov/ 
us ;  we'll  be  thy  good  mafters.  [^Exeunt. 
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Paulina's  Houfe. 

Enter  Leojites,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita^  Camilla^ 
Paulina^  Lords  and  Attendants, 
Leo,  O  grave  and  good  Paulina,  the  great  com- 
fort 

That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 

PauL  V'^Kit,  fovereign,  fir, 
I  did  not  veil,  I  meant  well:  All  my  fervices 
You  have  paid  home  ;  but  that  you  have  vouchfaPd, 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  thefe  your  con- 
t  rafted 

Heirs  of  your  kingdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vifit  % 
It  is  a  furplus  of  your  grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  la  ft  to  anfwer. 

Leo.  O  Paulina, 
We  honour  you  with  trouble  :  But  we  came 
To  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  queen  ;  your  gallery 
Have  we  pafs'd  through,  not  without  much  content 
In  many  fingularities  ;  but  we  faw  not 
'I'hat  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
The  ftatue  of  her  mother. 

Paul.  As  fhe  liv'd  peerlefs, 
So  her  dead  likenefs,  I  do  well  believe, 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon, 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done  ;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely,  apart  :  But  here  it  is  ;  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  fleep  mock'd  death;  behold;  and  fay,  'tis  well. 

[  Paulina  undraws  a  curtain^  and  dijcovers  a Jiatue, 
I  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  fhews  off 
Your  wonder  :  But  yet  fpeak  ; — firft  you,  my  liege. 
Comes  it  not  fornething  near? 

Leo.  Her  natural  poftuve  !-- . 
Chide  me,  dear  ftonc  ;  that  I  may  fav,  indeed, 
Thou -ai  t  Hermione ;  or,  rather,  thou  art  fhe, 
In  thy  not  chiding ;  for  fhe  was  as  tender, 
Ff  2 
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As  infancy,  and  grace. — But  yet,  Paulina, 
Plernriione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled  ;  nothing 
So  aged,  as  this  feems. 
Fol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 

Paul,  So  much  ilie  more  our  carver's  excellence  ; 
Which  let's  go  by  Tome  hxteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  (lie  liv'd  now. 

Leo,  As  now  (lie  might  have  done, 
So  m.uch  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.    Oh,  thus  fiic  ftood, 
Even  with  fuch  life  of  majefly,  (warm  life, 
As  now  it  coldly  ftands)  when  firfl  I  woo'd  her ! 
I  am  afham'd  :  Does  not  the  ftone  rebuke  me, 
V'or  being  more  ftone  than  it  ? — Oh,  royal  piece, 
There's  magic  in  tby  majefty ;  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance  ;  and 
From  thy  adm.iring  daughter  took  the  fpirits. 
Standing  like  ftone  with  thee  ! 

Per,  And  give  me  leave  ; 
And  do  not  fay,  'tis  fuperftition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  bleffing. — Lady, 
Dear  queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began. 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours,  to  kifs, 

PauL  Oh,  patience  ; 
The  ftatue  is  but  newly  fix'd,  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  on  j 
Vv  hich  fixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away ; 
So  many  fummers,  dry  ;  fcarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live  ;  no  forrow. 
But  kiird  itfelf  much  fooner. 

PoL  Dear  my  brother, 
Let  him,  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  oft^  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  hinafelf. 

Paul.  Indeed,  my  lord^ 
If  I  had  thought  the  light  of  my  poor  image, 
Would  thus  have  wrougf  •  you,  (for  the  ftone  is 
mine) 
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I'd  not  have  fhew'd  it. 

Leo,  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 
Paul,  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't ;  left  your 
fancy 

May  think  anon,  it  moves, 

L^o,  Let  be,  let.  be. 
Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  methlnks,  already — 
What  was  he,  that  did  make  it  ? — Sec,  my  lord, 
Would  you  not  deem,  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  thofe 
veins 

Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

Pol.  Maflerly  done  ; 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  lip. 

Leo.  The  fixture  of  her  eye  has  motion  in't, 
As  we  are  mock'd  with  art. 

Paul,  rU  draw  the  curtain  ; 
My  lord's  almofl  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon,  it  lives. 

Leo.  O  fweet  Paulina, 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together; 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.    Let't  alone, 

Paul.  1  am  forry,  fir,  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'dyou  ; 
but 

I  could  afflitl  you  further. 

Leo.  Do,  Paulina  ; 
For  this  affliction  has  a  taRe  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort — Still,  methinks, 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.   What  fine  chizzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?  Let  no  man  mock  me. 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  lord,  forbear  : 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet  ; 
You'll  mar  it,  if  you  kifs  it ;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting ;  Shall  I  draw  the  curtain  ? 

Leo,  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 

Per,  So  long  could  I 
'Stand  bvj  a  looker  on. 
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PauL  Either  forbear. 
Quit  prefently  the  chapel ;  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazment  ;  If  you  can  behold  it, 
I'll  make  the  Itatue  move  indeed  ;  defcend, 
And  take  you  by  the  hand  ;  but  then  you'll  think, 
(Which  I  proteil  againft)  1  am  affifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo,  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on  ;  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear ;  for  'tis  as  eafy 
To  make  her  fpeak,  as  move, 

PauL  It  is  required. 
You  do  awake  your  faith  :  Then,  all  ftand  ftill ; 
Or,  thofe,  that  think  it  is  unlaw^ful  bufinefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart, 

Leo,  Proceed  : 
No  foot  fhall  ftir. 

Paul,  Mufic;  awake  her  :  flrike. —  [_Mu/ic, 
'Tis  time;  defcend;  be  ftone  no  more;  approach; 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.    Come  ; 
I'll  fill  your  grave  up  ;  ftir  ;  nay,  come  away  ; 
Bequeath  to  death  your  num.bnefs,  for  from  him 
Dear  life  redecBis  you. — You  perceive,  Oie  ftirs: 

[Hermioyie  comes  down. 
Start  not ;  her  aftions  fliall  be  holy,  as, 
You  hear,  my  fpell  is  lawful ;  do  not  fbun  her, 
Until  you  fee  her  die  again;  for  then 
You  kill  her  double  :  Nay,  prefent  your  hand  : 
When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her :  now  in  age, 
Is  fhe  become  the  fuitor. 

Leo.  Oh,  fhe's  warm  !  [^Einbracing  her. 

If  this  be  magic,  let  it  be  an  art  ^ 
Lawful  as  eating. 

Pol,  She  embraces  him. 

Crim.  She  hangs  about  his  neck  ; 
If  fhe  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol,  Av,  and  mak't  manife ft  where  fhe  has  liv'd, 
Or  how  ftol'n  from  the  dead  ? 
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PauL  That  fhe  is  living, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale  :  but  it  appears,  flie  lives, 
Though  yet  fhe  fpeak  not,    Mark  a  little  while. — 
Pleafeyou  to  interpofe,  fair  madam  ;  kneel, 
And  pray  your  mother's  blelTing. — Turn,  good  lady ; 
Our  Perdita  is  found. 

[_Prefenthig  Perdita,  who  kneels  to  Hermione, 

Her,  You  gods  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon  my  daughter's  head  ! — Tell  me,  mine  own, 
Where  haft  thou  been  preferv'd  ?  where  liv'd? 
how  found 

Thy  father's  court  ?  for  thou  fhalt  hear,  that  I, — 
Knowing  by  Paulina,  that  the  oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  waft  in  being, — have  preferv'd 
My  (elf,  to  fee  the  iftue. 

Paid.  There's  time  enough  for  that ; 
Left  they  defire,  upon  this  pufh,  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation. — Go  together, 
You  precious  winners  all ;  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one  :  I,  an  old  turtle. 
Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough ;  and  there 
My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again. 
Lament  till  I  am  loft, 

Leo.  O  peace,  Paulina ; 
Thou  ftiould'ft  a  hufband  take  by  my  confent, 
As  I  by  thine,  a  wife ;  this  is  a  match. 
And  made  between's  b^  vows.    Thou  haft  found 

mine ;  k% 
But  how,  is  to  be  (j^cftion'd  ;  for  I  faw  her, 
As  I  thought,  dead  ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many^ 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave:  I'll  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  fmd  thee 
An  honourable  hufband  : — Come,  Camillo, 
And  take  her  by  the  hand  ;  whofc  worth,  andhonefly, 
Is  richly  noted;  and  here  juftify'd 
By  us,  a  pair  of  kings, — Let's  from  this  place.-— k 
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What? — Look  upon  my   brother  ? — both  your 
pardonSj 

That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 

My  ill  fufpicion.— This  your  fon-in-law, 

And  fon  unto  the  king  :  who,  heavens  direfting, 

Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.— Good  Paulina, 

Lead  us  from  hence  ;  where  we  may  leifurely 

Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 

Perform'd  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  Imce  firft 

We  werediffeverM ;  Haftily  lead  way.  \_Exeuntomnes* 


NOTE. 

The  ftory  of  this  play  is  taken  from  the  pleafant  Hijlory  of 
Doraftus  and  Fawnui,  written  by  Robert  Greene. 

This  play,  as  Dr.  Warburton  juftly  obferves,  is,  with  all 
its  atffurdities,  very  entertaining.  The  character  o£  Autoli^ 
H*J  is  very  naturally  conceived,  andftrongly  reprefented. 
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TRAGEDT  OF  MACBETH. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duncan,  King  of  Scotland. 

Malcolm,       7  c       .    ^1-    T7  • 

>bons  to  the  Km?. 
j)onaioain,    3  ^ 

Macbeth,       |  Generals  of  the  King's  army. 
Banquo,         )  i>  j 

Lenox, 

Macduff,  j 

^cnteth         ^Noblemen  of  Scotland. 
Angus,  J 
Cathnefs,  J 
Fieance,  Ton  to  Ban  quo. 
Sizvard,  General  of  the  Englifh  forces. 
Young  Sizvard^  his  fon. 
Seyton,  an  ofRcer  attending  on  Macbeth. 
Son  to  Macduff.    An  Englifli  Doftor.    A  Scotch 
Doaor. 

A  Captain.    A  Porter.    An  old  Man. 

Lady  Masbdh. 
Lad}^  Macduff, 

Gentlewoman  attending  on  Lady  Macbeth. 
Hecate,  and  three  Witches. 

Lords,  Gentlemen,  OfFicers,  Soldiers.  Murderers, 
Attendants,  and  Mjjj^cngei'S^ 

The  Ghoflof  Banquo,  and  feveral  other  Apparitions. 

Scene,  in  the  end  of  the  fourth  aft,  lies  in  Eng- 
land ;  through  the  reft  of  the  play,  in  Scotland, 
and  chiefly  at  Macbeth's  caflle. 


MACBETH. 


  ■■Mllll    ..JBIIII  ■IIIWIW   

A  C  T    I.        S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Jliiinder  and  Lightning, 
Enter  three  Witches, 
1  Witch,  T  T  THEN  ihall  we  three  meet  again 
'   V  V  In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain? 

2  Witch,  When  the  hurly-burly's  done. 
When  the  battle's  loft  and  won  : 

3  Witch,  That  will  be  ere  th'  fet  of  fun. 

1  Witch,  Where  the  place  ? 

2  Witch.  Upon  the  heath  : 

3  Witch,  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 
1  Witch,  I  come,  Gray-malkin  ! 

All,  Paddock  calls  :  Anon. — 

Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair  : 

Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air. 

SCENE  n. 

Alarum  toithin,    Ejiter  King  Duncan^  Malcolm,  Da- 
nalbain^  Lenox^  with  Attendants,  meeting  a  bleeding 
'  Captain^ 

King.  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?  He  can  report? 
As  feemeth  by  his  plight,  oMhc  revolt 
The  neweft  flate.  ^ 

3Ial,  This  is  the  ferjeant, 
Who  like  a  good  and  hardy  foldier  fought 
*Gainft  my  captivity  :  Hail,  brave  friend! 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil, 
'  As  thou  didft  leave  it. 

Cap,  Doubtful  it  ftood; 
A -J  two  fpent  fwimmers,  that  do  cling  together, 
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And  choak  their  art.    The  mercilcfs  Macdonel 
(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel ;  for,  to  that. 
The  multiplying  viilanies  of  nature 
Do  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  weflern  ifles 
Of  Kernes  and  Gallow-glalTes  is  fupply'd; 
And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 
Shew'd  like  a  rebel's  whore:   But  all's  too  weak  : 
For  brave  Macbeth,  (well  he  deferves  that  name) 
Difdaining  fortune,  with  his  brandifh'd  fteel, 
Wliich  fmoak'd  with  bloody  execution, 
Like  valour's  minion,  carved  out  his  paffage, 
Till  hefac'd  the  Have: 

And  ne'er  fhook  hands,  nor  bid  farewell  to  him, 
Till  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chops. 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

King,  Oh,  valiant  coufm  !  worthy  gentleman  ! 

Cap,  As  whence  the  fun  'gins  his  reflexion, 
Shipwrecking  florms  and  direful  thunders  break  ; 
So  from  that  fpring,  whence  comfort  feem'd  to  come, 
Difcomfort  fwells.    Mark,  king  of  Scotland,  mark : 
No  fooner  juftice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compell'dthefe  fkipping  Kernes  to  trufb  their  heels; 
But  the  Norweyan  lord,  furveying  vantage, 
With  furbifh'd  arms,  and  new  fupplies  of  men, 
Began  a  frefh  afiault. 

King,  Difmay'd  not  this 
Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Cap.  Yes; 

As  fparrows,  eagles        the  hare,  the  lion. 
If  I  fay  footh,  I  rr^^eport  tliey  were 
As  cannons  over-cnarg'd  with  double  cracks ; 
So  they 

Doubly  redoubled  ftrokes  upcn  the  foe: 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds, 
3r  memorize  another  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  tell :  

But  I  am  faint,  my  gafhes  cry  for  help* 

King,  So  well  thy  words  become  thee,  as  thy 
wounds ! 
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They  fmack  of  honour  both : — Go,  get  him  furgeons. 
Enter  RoJfc, 

Who  comes  here  ? 

Mai.  The  worthy  thane  of  RofTe. 

Len.  What  a  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes  !  So 
fhould  he  look, 
That  feems  to  fpeak  things  fliange. 

Rojfe.  God  fave  the  king! 

Kin^^,  Whence  camTh  thou,  v/ortliy  thane  ? 

Roffe,  From  Fife,  great  king, 
Where  the  Norvveyan  banners  ilout  the  fiiy. 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norwa.y  himfelf,  with  terrible  numbers, 
Affifted  by  that  mofh  dilloyal  traitor 
The  thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  difmal  conflift : 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof, 
Confronted  him  with  felf-comparifons. 
Point  againft:  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainft  arm, 
Curbing  his  laviii  fpirit :  And  to  conclude, 
The  victory  fell  on  us  ;  

King,  Great  happinefs  ! 

Rojfe,  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norways'  king,  craves  compofition ; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men, 
Till  he  difburfed,  at  Saint  Colmes'  inch, 
Ten  thoufand  dollars  to  our  general  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  thane  of  Cawdor  fhall  deceive 
Our  bofom  intereft : — Go,  pronounce  his  prefent 
death, 

And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 
Raffe,  I'll  fee  it  done. 

King.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath 
won.  [^Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches. 

I    1  Witch.  Where  haft  thou  bcenj  fifter? 
I     £  Witch.  Killing  fwine. 
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3  Witch.  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 

1  Witch.  A  failor's  wife  had  chefnuts  in  her  lap. 
And  mouncht,  and  mouncht,  andmouncht: — Give 

Trie,  quoth  I, 
Aroint  thee,  witch  I  the  rump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  hufband'sto  Aleppo  gone,  mailer  o*  the  tyger : 
But  in  a  fieve  I'll  thither  fail, 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
111  do,  1*11  do,  and  I'll  do. 

2  Witch.  rU  give  thee  a  wind. 
1  Witch,  Thou  art  kind. 

3  Witch.  And  I  another. 

1  Witch.  I  myfelf  have  all  the  other; 
And  the  very  points  they  blow, 

All  the  quarters  that  they  know 

I'  the  fhipman's  card. 

I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay  : 

Sleep  fhall,  neither  night  nor  day, 

Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid ; 

He  fhall  live  a  man  forbid  : 

Weary  feven-nights,  nine  times  nine, 

Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine  : 

Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft, 

Yet  it  fhall  betempeft  toft. 

Look  what  I  have. 

2  Witch.  Shew  me,  fhew  me. 

1  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreck'd,  as  homeward  he  did  come,  [_Dru?n  mthin,  \ 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum  ;  1 
Macbeth  doth  come.  ! 

All.  The  weird  fifters,  hand  in  hand,  I 
Pofters  of  the  fea  and  land, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about  ; 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  sgain,  to  make  up  nine; 
Peace  ! — the  charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo. 

Macb,  So  fcul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  feeri,  * 
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Ban,  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Forres? — What  are 
thefe, 

So  v/ither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire; 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't  ? — Live  you  ?  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  queftion  ?  You  feem  to  underftandme. 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  fl^inny  lips: — You  fhould  be  women, 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo. 

Macb,  Speak,  if  you  can  :-~What  are  you  ? 

1  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth  !  hail  to  thee,  thane  of 

Glamis ! 

2  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth!  hail  to  thee,  thane 

of  Cawdor  ! 

3  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth  !  that  fhalt  be  king 

hereafter. 

Ban.  Good  fir,  v*^hy  do  you  ftart :  and  feem  to 
fear 

Things  that  do  found  fo  fair  ? — I'  the  name  of  truth, 
Are  ye  fantafiiical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  (hew  ?  My  noble  partner  ? 
You' greet  with  prefent  grace,  and  great  preditlion 
Of  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope, 
That  he  feems  wrapt  withal ;  to  me  you  fpeak  Hl-  ; 
If  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  time, 
And  fay,  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will 
not  ; 

Speak  tlien  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  fear. 
Your  favours,  nor  your  hate.. 

1  Witch.  Hail! 

2  Witch.  Hail  ! 

3  Witch.  Hail  ! 

1  Witch.  I.effer  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witch.  Thou  fhalt  get  kings,  though  thou  be 

none  : 

So,  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ! 

Gg  2 


3G6 


MACBETH. 


Aa  1. 


1  Witch,  Banquo,  and  Macbeth,  all  hail  ! 

Macb,  Stay,  you  imperfeft  fpeakers,  tell  me  more  : 
By  Siners  death,  I  know,  I  am  thane  of  Glamis  ; 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  profperous  gentleman  ;  and,  to  be  king. 
Stands  not  within  the  profpeft  of  belief, 
No  m.ore  than  to  be  Cawdor.    Say,  from  whence 
You  owe  this  fhrange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blafled  heatli  you  ftop  our  way 
Vvith  fuch  prophetic  greeting? — Speak,  I  charge 
you.  \^Witches  vanijh, 

Bav.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has, 
And  thefe  are  of  them  : — Whither  are  they  vanifh'd, 

Macb,  Into  the  air;  and  what  feem'd  corporal, 
melted 

As  breath  into  the  wind. — 'Would  they  had  (laid  ! 
Ban,  Were  fuch  things  here,  as  we  do  fpeak 
about  ? 

Or  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  root, 
That  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb,  Your  children  fhall  be  kings. 

Ban.  You  fhall  be  king. 

Macb,  Anrl  thane  of  Cawdor  too  ;  went  it  not  fo  ? 
Ban,  To  the  felf-fame  tune,  and  words.  Who's 
here  ? 

Enter  Rojfe  and  Angus, 
Rojfe,  The  king  hath  happily  received,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  fuccefs  :  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  venture  in  the  rebel's  fight, 
His  wonder  and  his  praifes  do  contend. 
Which  fhould  be  thine,  or  his :  Silcnc'd  with  that 
In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'  the  felf-fame  day, 
Kc  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afraid  of  what  thyfelf  didft  make, 
Strange  images  of  death.    As  thick  as  tale, 
Came  poft  with  poft  ;  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence. 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him, 
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Ang.  wllte  fent, 
To  give  thcc,  from  our  royal  mafler,  thanks, 
Only  to  herald  thee  into  his  fight. 
Not  pay  thee. 

Rojfe.  And,  for  an  earnefh  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  tliee  thane  of  Cawdor  : 
In  which  addition,  hail,  moft  worthy  thane  I 
For  it  is  thine. 

Bail,  What,  can  the  devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Macb,  The  thane  of  Cawdor  lives  :  Why  do  you 
drefs  me 
In  borrow'd  robes  ? 

Aug.  Who  was  the  thane,  lives  yet  ; 
But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life, 
Which  he  deferves  to  lofe.    Whether  he  was 
Combin'd  with  Norway  ;  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage  ;  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not ; 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs'd,  and  prov'd, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  Glamis,  and  thane  of  Cawdor  ; 
The  greatefl  is  behind. — Thanks  for  your  pains. — 
Do  you  not  hope  your  children  fhall  be  kings, 
When  thofe  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  trufted  home, 
Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown, 
Befides  the  thane  of  Cawdor.    But  'tis  ftrange : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm. 
The  inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths  ; 
Win  us  with  honeft  trifles,  to  betray  us 
In  deepeft  confequence. — Coufms,  a  word,  I  pray 
you. 

Macb,  Two  truths  are  told. 
As  happy  prologues  to  the  iwxUing  aft 
Of  the  imperial  theme. — I  thank  you,  gentlemen, — 
This  fupernatural  foliciting 
Cannot  be  ill :  cannot  be  good  : — If  ill, 
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"Why  hath  it  given  me  earnefl  of  fuccefs, 

Commencing  in  a  truth  ?  I  am  thane  of  Cawdor  : 

If  good,  wiiy  do  1  yield  to  that  fuggeftion 

Whofe  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  air. 

And  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 

Againfl;  the  ufe  of  nature?  Prefent  fears 

Are  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings: 

My  thought,  whofe  murder  yet  is  but  fantaftical. 

Shakes  fo  my  fingle  (late  of  man,  that  funftion 

Is  fmothcr'd  in  lurmife  :  and  nothing  is. 

But  what  is  not. 

Ban.  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt. 

Macb.  If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why,  chance 
may  crown  me. 
Without  my  flir. 

Ban,  New  honours,  come  upon  him 
Like  our  flrange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould, 
But  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Come  what  come  may, 
Time  and  the  hours  runs  through  the  roughefl  dav. 

Ban,  Worthy  Macbeth,  w^e  fLay  upon  your  Ici- 
fure. 

Macb,  Give  me  your  favour : — my  dull  brain  w^as 
wrought 

With  things  forgotten.  Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regifter'd  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them. — -Let  us  toward  the  king, — 
Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd  ;  and,  at  more  time. 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 
Ban,  Very  gladly. 

Macb,  Till  then,  enough. — Come,  friends, 

\_Exe2irtt, 

SCENE  IV. 
Flour ijh.    Enter  King,  Malcolm^  Donalbain,  Lenox ^ 
and  Attendants, 

King,  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor?  Arc  not 
Thofe  in  commiffion  yet  return'd  ? 
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Mai,  My  liege, 
They  are  not  yet  come  back.    But  I  have  fpoke 
With  one  that  faw  him  die  :  who  did  report, 
That  very  frankly  he  confefs'd  his  treafons  ; 
Implor'd  your  highnefs'  pardon  ;  and  fet  forth 
A  deep  repentance  :  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him,  like  the  leaving  it ;  he  dy'd 
As  one  that  had  been  (ludied  in  his  death. 
To  throw  away  the  deareft  thing  they  ow'd. 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King,  There's  no  art, 
To  find  the  mind's  conflruflion  in  the  face  : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolute  truft, — O  worthieft  coufin  ! 

Enter  Macbeth^  Banquo,  Ro^ffe,  and  Angus. 
The  fin  of  my  ingratitude  even  now 
Was  heavy  on  me  :  Thou  art  fo  far  before, 
That  fwiftefi:  wing  of  recompence  is  flow 
To  overtake  thee.  'Would  thou  hadfl:  lefs  deferv'd  ; 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine  !  only  I  have  left  to  fay, 
More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe, 
In  doing,  pays  itfelf.    Your  highnefs'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties  :  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne  and  fl:ate,  children,  and  fervants ; 
Which  do  but  what  they  fliould,  by  doing  every 
thing 

Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

King,  Welcome  hither  : 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing. — Noble  Banqu©, 
Thou  hafl:  no  lefs  deferv'd,  nor  mufl:  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo,  let  me  enfold  thee. 
And  fiolu'  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban,  There  if  I  grow. 
The  harvefl:  is  your  own. 

King,  My  plenteous  joys, 
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Wanton  in  fuUnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelvcs 
In  drops  of  forrow. — Sons,  kinfmen,  thanes, 
And  you  whofe  places  are  the  nearefl:,  know, 
We  will  eRablifh  our  eflate  upon 
Our  eldeft,  Malcolm  ;  whom  we  name  hereafter, 
The  prince  of  Cumberland:  which  honour  muft 
Not,  unaccompanied,  invefb  him  only^ 
But  figns  of  noblenefs,  like  ftars,  lhall  fhine 
On  all  dcfervers. — From  hence  to  Invernefs, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb,  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for 
you  : 

I'll  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach  j 
So,  humbly  take  my  leave. 
King,  My  worthy  Cawdor! 

Macb,  The  prince  of  Cumberland ! — That  is  a  ftep, 
On  which  1  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'er-leap,[/(y?(i^. 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.    Stars,  hide  your  fires ! 
Let  not  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires : 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand !  yet  let  that  be. 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee. 

King,  True,  worthy  Banquo  ;  he  is  full  To  var 
liant  ; 

And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed  ; 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.    Let  us  after  him, 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome  : 
It  is  a  peerlefs  kinfman.  \_FlouriJh,  Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 
Enter  Macbeth* s  Wife  alone^  with  a  letter. 

Lady,  "  They  met  me  in  the  day  of  fuccefs  ; 

and  I  have  learned  by  the  perfe£left  report,  they 
"  have  more  in  them  than  mortal  knowledge. 
"  When  I  burnt  in  defire  to  queftion  tb'.m  further, 
"  they  made  themfelves — air,  into  which  they 
"  vanifh'd.  Whiles  I  ftood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of 
"  it.  cam®  mi  (fives  from  the  king,  Vv'ho  all-hail'd 
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*^  me,  Thane  of  Cawdor^  by  which  tule,  before, 
thefe  weird  fillers  faluted  me,  and  refcrr'd  me  to 
the  coming  on  of  time,  with,  Hail^  king  ihat 
"  Jhalt  be  I  This  have  I  thought  good  to  deliver 
"  thee,  my  deareft  partner  of  greatnefs ;  that  thou 
miglit'ft  not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejoicing,  by  being 
ignorant  of  what  greatnefs  is  promised  thee.  Lay 
"  it  to  thy  heart,  and  farewell,'* 
Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor  ;  and  flrialt  be 
What  thou  art  promised  : — Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature  ; 
It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindncfs. 
To  catch  the  nearefh  way  :  Thou  would'ft  be  great ; 
Art  not  without  ambition  ;  but  without 
The  illnefs  fhould  attend' it.    What  thou  would'il 
highly, 

That  would'ft  thou  holily ;  would'ft  not  play  falfe, 
And  yet  would'ft  wrongly  win  :  thou'dft  have, 

great  Glamis, 
That  which  cries,  Thus  thou  muji  do,  if  thou  have  itj 
And  that  which  rather  thou  doft  fear  to  do, 
Than  wifheft  fhould  be  undone.    Hie  thee  hither. 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thine  ear  ; 
And  chaflife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round. 
Which  fate  and  metaphyseal  aid  doth  feem 
To  have  thee  crown'd  withal.      ■  What  is  your 
tidings  ? 

jEnter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef,  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady,  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it : 
Is  not  thy  mafter  with  him  ?  who,  wer't  fo, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Mef,  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  :  our  thane  is  coming: 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  ; 
Who,  almofh  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  mellage. 

Lady,  Give  him  tending, 
He  brings  great  news.    The  raven  himfelf  is  hoarfe, 

[_Exit  Mef. 
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That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Under  my  battlements.    Come,  you  fpirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unfex  me  here  ; 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-full 
Of  dh'eft  cruelty!  make  thick  my  blood, 
Stop  up  the  accefs  and  paffage  to  remorfe  ; 
That  no  compun£lious  vifitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpofc,  nor  keep  peace  between 
The  effeft,  and  it !   Come  to  my  woman's  breafts. 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murdering  minifters,  - 
Wherever  in  your  fightlefs  fubftances  * 
You  ,wait  on  nature's  mifchief  !  -Come,  thick  night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmoak  of  hell  ! 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes  ; 
Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark, 
To  cry,  Hold,  hoIdl^Grc^t  Glamis!  woithy  Cawdor! 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter! 
Thy  letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  prefent  time,  and  1  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  inftant. 

Macb.  My  deareft  love, 
Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady,  And  when  goes  hence  ? 

Macb,  To-morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 

Lady.  Oh,  never 
Shall  fun  that  morrow  fee  ! 

Your  face,  my  thane, 'is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters  : — To  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eye. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  :   look  like  the  innocent 
flower. 

But  be  the  ferpent  under  it.    He  that's  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for  :  and  you  fhall  put 
This  night's  great  bufmefs  into  my  difpatch  ; 
Which  fhall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fovereign  fway  and  mafterdom. 
Macb,  We  will  ipeak  further. 
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Lady,  Only  look  up  clear  ; 
To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear  : 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Hauthoys  and  Torches,  Enter  King,  Malcohn,  DovcJ- 
bain^  Banguo,  Lenox^  Macduff.,  Rofe^  Angus^  ann 
y^ttendants. 

King,^  This  caftle  hath  a  plcafant  fc'at  ;  the  air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unto  our  gentle  fcnfcs. 

Ban,  This  gueft  of  lummer. 
The  temple-haunting  m.artlet,  does  approve 
By  his  lov'd  manfionry.  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here  :  no  jutty  frieze, 
Buttrefs,  nor  coigne  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procreant  cradh-  • 
Where  they  moft  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obfcrv'd. 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

King,  See,  fee!  our  honoured  hoftofs !  

The  love  that  follows  us,   fometime  is  our  trouble, 
M^hich  ftill  we  thank  as  love.    Herein  I  teach  you^ 
How  you  fhall  bid  God  yield      for  your  pains, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady,  All  our  fervice 
In  every  point  twice  dor.e,  and  then  done  doubI«, 
Were  poor  and  fmgle  bufiinefs,  to  contend 
Againfh  thofc  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
Your  majefty  loads  our  houfe  :  For  thofe  of  old, 
And  the  iate  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
We  reft  your  hermits. 

King,  M'^here's  the  thane  of  Cawdor  ? 
We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor;  but  he  rides  well  : 
And  his  great  l*ive,  fharp  as  his  fpur,  hath  holn  him 
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To  his  hoine  before  us  :  Fair  and  noble  hoflefs, 
We  are  your  gucfl  to-night. 

Lady,  Your  fcrvants  ever 
Have  theirs,  theml'elves,  and  wh?t  is  theirs^  in  compt 
To  make  their  audit  at  your  highnefs'  pleafure, 
Still  to  return  your  own. 

Kiyig.  Give  me  your  hand  : 
Condu6l  me  to  mine  hoft.  :  w^e  love  him  highly, 
And  fhall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 
By  your  leave,  hoftefs.  '[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Hautboys  and  Torches.  Enter  a  Sezoer^  and  divers 
Servants  with  dijlies  and  Jervice  over  the  Jlage^ 
Then  enter  Macbeth, 

Macb.  If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere 
well 

It  were  done  quichJy  :   If  the  affaflination 
Could  trammel  up  the  confequence,  and  catch, 
With  his  furceafe,  fuccefs  ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  flioal  of  time, — 
We'd  jump  the  life  to  come. — But,  in  thefe  cafes 
We  ftill  have  judgment  here;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftru6lions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor :  This  even-handed  juftice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  oar  poifon'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.    He's  here  in  double  truft  : 
Firft,  as  I  am  his  kinfman  and  his  fubjeft, 
Strong  both  againfl  the  deed  ;  then,  as  his  hofl:, 
Who  fhould  again  ft  his  murderer  fhut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  myfelf.     Befides,  this  Duncan 
Plath  borne  his  faculties  fo  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in. his  great  ofEce,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumipet-tongu'd,  againft 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-off ; 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new«born  babe. 
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Striding  the  blafl:,  or  heaven'^  cherubim,  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightlcfs  couriers  of  the  air, 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye, 
That  te^ars  fliall  drown. the  wind. — I  ha  >'c  no  fpur 
To  prick  the  fides  of  my  intent,  but  o\\\y 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  overleaps  itfblf, 
And  falls  on  the  other — How  now  !  what  news ! 
Enter  Lady. 

Lady,  He  has  almoft  fupp'd  :  Why  have  you 
left  the  chamber  ? 

Macb.  Hath  he  aflc'd  for  me  ? 

Lady,  Know  you  not,  he  has  ? 

Macb,  We  will  proceed  no  farther  in  th^'sbufmefs 
He  hath  honoured  me  of  late  ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  nevvefi:  gloH^, 
Not  cafh  afide  fo  foon. 

Lady .  Was  the  hope  drunk, 
Wherein  you  drefh  yourfelf  ?   hath  it  ilcpt  fmce  ? 
And  Wcikes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  From  this  lime, 
Such  I  account  tViy  love.    Art  thou  afraid 
To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  afl  and  valour, 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  Wouldft  the-;;  1 -ivc  ih  f- 
Which  thou  efleem'fl  the  ornamei.. 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  cii 
Letting  I  dare  not  wait  upon  I  wculd^  * 
Like  the  poor  cat  i*  the  adage  ? 

Macb,  Pr'ythee,  peace  : 
I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  noau 
Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady-  What  beafl  was  it  then, 
That  made  you  break  the  enterprize  to  nu-  ? 
When  you  durfl  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man  ; 
And,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.     Nor  time,  nor  pbcc, 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  botli  : 
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They  have  made  themfelveSjand  that  then-  fitnefs  now 
Docs  unmake  you,     I  have  given  fugk  ;  and  know 
How  tender  'tis,  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me  : 
I  would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  bonelefs  gums. 
And  dafh'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  but  fo  fworrl 
As  you  have  done  to  this, 

Mach.  If  we  fhould  fail,— - 

Lady.  We  fail ! 
But  fcrew  your  courage  to  the  flicking  place, 
And  we'll  not  fail.    When  Duncan  is  afleep, 
(Whereto  the  rather  fhall  his  day's  hard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  with  wine  and  wafTcl  fo  convince, 
That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  brain, 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reafon 
A  limbeck  only  :   When  in  fwinifh  fleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie,  as  in  a  death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
7  he  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  fpungy  officers  ;  Vv'ho  fhall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Ivlacb,  Bring  Forth  men-children  only  ! 
For  thy  undaunted  mettle  fhould  compofc 
Nothing  but  males. 
Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 

When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers, 
That  they  have  don't  ? 

I.acly.  Who  dares  receive  it  other, 
As  wc  riiall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  ro^r 
I' pen  his  death  ? 

Math,  I  am  fettled,  and  bend  up 
K -eh  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
A'v;r',  and  mock  the  time  with  fairefh  Tnow  : 
i  Aic  face  mufl  hide  what  the  fallc  hcait  doth  know. 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T    II.     SCENE  I. 

Eiiter  Ban'^uo,  and  Fleanct^  with  a  torch  before  him. 
Ban.  T  TOW  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

JLl    Fk,  The  moon  is  down  ;  I  have  not 
heard  the  clock. 
Ban,  And  fhe  goes  down  at  twelve. 
Fie,  I  take't,  'tis  later,  fir. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  fword : — There's  hufban- 
dry  in  heaven, 
Their  cnndlcs  are  all  out. — Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  fummons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
A-nd  yet  I  would  not  fleep  :  Mercifid  powers  \ 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curled  thoughts,  that  nature 
Gives  w^ay  to  in  repofe  ! — Give  me  my  fword  ; — 

Enter  Macbeth^  and  a  fervant  with  a  torch. 
Who's  there  ? 

Macb,  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  fir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  The  king's  a-bed  : 
Pie  hath  been  in  unufual  pleafure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largefs  to  your  officers : 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal. 
By  "the  name  of  mod  kind  hoftefs ;  and  fliut  up 
In  meafurelefs  content. 

Mach,  Being  unprepar'd, 
Our  will  became  the  fervant  to  defe6^  ; 
Which  elfe  fhould  free  have  wrought. 

Ban,  All's  well. 
I  dreamt  laft  night  of  the  three  weird  fifters; 
To  you  they  have  flievv'd  fome  truth. 

Much,  1  think  not  of  them  : 
Yet,  when  we  can  intreat  an  liour  to  fcrve, 
We  would  fpcnd  it  in  fome  words  upon  that  bufi- 
nefs, 

If  you  would  grant  tlic  time. 
Ban,  At  your  kind'il  Icifurc. 
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Alach,  If  you  fhall  cleave  to  my  confent,  when 

It  Hiall  make  honour  for  you. 

Ban.  So  I  lofe  none,  » 
In  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 
My  bofom  franchis'd,  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  Hiall  be  counfeird. 

Macb.  Good  rcpofe,  the  while  ! 

Ban.  Thanks,  fir  ;  The  like  to  you  !  [^Exit  Ban.- 

Mach.  Go,  bid  thy  mifhrefs,  when  my  drink  is 
rc;!  dy, 

Slic  rti  ikcupon  the  bell.  Get  thee  to  bed.  [Exit  Serv, 

is  this  a  dagger,  which  I  fee  before  me, 

The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?  Come,  let  me  clutch 

thee :  

I  have  thee  not  :  and  yet  I  fee  thee  flill. 

Art  thou  not,  fatal  vifion,  fenfible 

To  feeling,  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 

A  dagger  of  the  mind  ;  a  falfe  creation, 

Proceeding  from  the  heat-opprelTed  brain? 

I  fee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 

As  this  which  now  I  draw. 

Thou  marfhal'il  me  the  way  that  I  was  going  ; 

And  fuch  an  iiiflrument  I  was  to  ufe. 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  fenfes, 

Or  elfe  worth  all  the  reft :  I  fee  thee  ftill ; 

And  on  thy  blade,  and  dudgeon,  gouts  of  blood, 

Which  was  not  fo  before. — There's  no  fuch  thing: 

It  is  the  bloody  bufmefs,  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes. —  Now  o'er  the  one  half  world 

Nature  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 

The  curtain'd  flcep ;  now  witchcraft  v^elebrates 

Pale  Hecate's  offerings ;  and  withered  murder, 

Alarum'd  by  his  fentinel,  the  wolf, 

Whofe  howl's  his  w^atch,  thus  with  his  fhealthy  pace. 

With  Tarquin's  ravifliing  fhrides,  towards  hisdefign 

Moves  like  a  ghofl. — Thou  fure  and  firmv-fet  earth. 

Hear  not  my  Iteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
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Thy  very  Hones  prate  of  my  whcre-about, 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  nov/  fuits  with  it. — While  I  threat,  he  liver,: 
Words  to^the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

[_A  bell  rings, 
I  go,  and  it  is  done;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan  ;  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  fummons  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell,      [_Exit,  , 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Lady  Macbeth, 
Lady,  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hatli 
made  me  bold ; 
What  hath  quencli'd  them,  hath  given  me  fire  : — 

Hark  ! — Peace  ! 
It  was  the  owl  that  Pnriek'd,  the  fatal  bell-man, 
Which  gives  the  fhern'ft  good-night.  He  is  about  it : 
The  doors  are  open  ;  and  the  furfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores  :  I  have  druggM 

their  polTets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live,  or  die. 

Mach.  [_Withinr\  Who's  there  ? — what,  ho! 
Lady.  Alack  !  1  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 
And  'tis  not  done  : — the  attempt,  and  not  the  deed, 
Confounds  us  : — Hark  ! — I  laid  their  daggers  ready, 
He  could  not  mifs  them.— Had^  he  not  refembled 
My  father  as  he  flept,  I  had  done't. — My  hufband? 
Enter  Macbeth, 
Macb,  I  have  done  the  deed:  — Didft  thou  not 

hear  a  noifc  ? 
Lady,  I  heard  the  owl  fcrcam,  and  the  crickets 
cry. 

Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 
A^Iacb.  When? 
Lady,  Now. 
.Ma'cb,  As  I  dcfcendcd  ? 
lady.  Ay, 
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Alach.  Hark  ! — Who  lies  i'  the  fecond  chamber? 
Lady,  Donalbain. 

Mad,  This  is  a  forry  fight.  \_Looking  on  his  hands. 
Lady,  A  foqlifh  thought,  to  fay  a  fofry  fight. 
Macb,  There's  one  did  laugh  in  his  fleep,  and 
one  cry'd,  murder  ! 
That  they  did  wake  each  other  ;  I  flood  and  heard 
them  : 

But  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addrefs'd  them  • 
Again  to  fleep. 

Lady,  There  are  two  lodg'd together. 

Macb,  One  cry'd,  God  blefs  us  t  and,  Amen,  the 
other : 

As  they  had  fecn  me,  with  thefc  hangman's  hands^ 
Lifliening  their  fear.    I  could  not  fay,  Amen, 
When  they  did  fay,  God  blefs  us. 

Lady,  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb,  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce, 
Amen  ? 

I  had  nioft  need  of  bleffing,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  tkroat. 

Lady,  Thelc  deeds  muR:  not  be  thought 
After  thcfe  ways ;  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb,  Methought,  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  Sleep 
"  no  more  \ 

Macbeth  does  murder  fleep,  the  innocent  fleep  ; 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  fleave  of  care, 
The  death  of  each  day's  life,  fore  labour's  bath, 
"  Balm  of  Imrt  minds,  great  nature's  fecond  courfe, 

Chief  nourifherin  life's  feafl;"  

Lady,  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb,  Still  it  cry'd, Sleep  no  more  !"  to  all  the 
houfe  : 

Glamishathmurder'd  fleep  ;  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  fleep  no  more,  Macbeth  fhall  deep  no  more !" 
Lady,  Who  Vv^as  it,  that  thus  cry'd  ?  Why,  wor- 
thy  thane, 

Y.ou  do  unbend  your  noble  flrength.  to  think 
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So  brain-fickly  of  tilings  : — Go,  get  fome  watet^ 
And  waili  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hand.--*- 
Why  did  you  bring  thef*  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  mufl  lie  there  :  Go,  carry  them  ;  and  fmcar 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb,  I'll  go  no  more  : 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done; 
Look  on't  again,  I  dare  not. 

Lady,  Infirm  of  purpofe  ! 
Give  me  the  daggers:  The  fleeping,  and  the  dead. 
Are  but  as  piftures  :  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood. 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.    If  he  do  bleed, 
Til  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal, 
For  it  mud  feem  their  guilt.  \_Exit.  Knocking  within, 

Macb,  Whence  is  that  knocking  ? 
How  ii't  with  me,  when  every  noife  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?  Ha  !  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes  ! 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wafh  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?  No;  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  fcas  incarnardine, 
Making  the  green — one  red. 

Re  enter  Lady  Macbeth, 

Lady,  My  hands  are  of  your  colour;  but  I  fhama 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white.    I  hear  a  knocking 

[_Knock, 

At  the  fouth  entry  :  retire  we  to  our  chamber  : 

A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed  : 
How  eafy  it  is  then  !  Your  conftancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended, —  Hark  !  more  knocking: 

[Knock, 

Get  on  your  night-grown,  leil  occafion  call  us, 
And  fhew  i:s  to  be  watchers: — Be  not  lofl: 
So  poorJy  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb,   To   know  my  deed, — 'Twere  bcfh  not 

knovv  myielf,  [Knoik, 
Vv^ake  Duncan  with  thy  knocking  I  I  would,  thou 

could'n !  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 
'^l"  Enter  a  Porter, 

t Knocking  Within,']  Por.  Kerens  a  knocking, 
indeed !  If  a  man  were  porter  of  hell-gate,  he  (hould 
have  old  turning  the  key.  [^Knock,']  Knock,  knock, 
knock;  Who's  there,  i'  the  name  of  Belzebub  ? 
Here's  a  farmer,  that  hang'd  himfelf  on  the  expec- 
tation of  plenty:  come  in  time;  have  napkins 
enough  about  you  ;  here  you'll  fweat  fci't.  [^Knock,'] 
Knock,  knock  :  Who's  there  i'the  other  devil's 
name  ?  'Faith,  h«re's  an  equivocator,  that  could 
Iwear  in  both  the  fcales  again  ft  either  fcale  :  who 
committed  trcafon  enough  for  God's  fake,  yet  could 
not  equivocate  to  heaven  :  oh,  com.e  in,  equivoca- 
tor. [Knock.']  Knock,  knock,  knock  :  Who's 
there  ?  'F«ith5  here's  an  Englifh  taylor  come  hither, 
for  ftealing  out  of  a  French  hofe  :  come  in,  taylor ; 
here  you  may  roaft  your  goofe.  [Knock,]  Knock, 
knock  :  never  at  quiet !  What  are  you  ?  But  this 
place  is  too  cold  for  hell,  I'll  devil-porter  it  no 
further :  I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  fomc  of  all 

f>rofenions,  that  go  the  primrofe  way  to  the  ever- 
afting  bonfire,  [Knock,]  Anon,  anon  ;  I  pray  you 
remember  the  porter. 

Enter  Macduff^  and  Lenox, 
Macd,  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed 
That  you  do  lie  fo  late? 

For,  'Faith,  fir,  we  were  caroufing  till  the  fecond 
cock :  and  drink,  fir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three 
things. 

3Iacd,  What  three  things  doth  drink  efpecially 
provoke  ? 

Por,  Marry,  fir,  nofe-painting,  fleep,  and  urine. 
Lechery,  fir,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes  ;  it 
provokes  the  defire,  but  it  takes  away  the  perform- 
ance :  Therefore,  much  drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an 
equivocatov  with  lechery  :  it  makes  him,  and  it 
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mars  him  ;  it  lets  liim  on,  and  it  takes  him  ofF;^  it 
perfnades  him,  and  difheartens  him ;  makes  him 
ftand  to,  and  not  fland  to  :  in  conclufion,  equivo- 
cates him  in  a  flcep,  and,  giving  him  the  lie,  leaves 
him. 

Macd,  I  believe,  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  laft  night. 

For,  That  it  did,  fir,  i'  the  very  throat  o*  me  : 
But  1  requited  him  for  his  lie  ;  and  I  think,  being 
too  ftrong  for  him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs 
fometime,  yet  I  made  a  fhift  to  cafl  him. 

Macd.  Is  thy  mafter  fhirring? 
Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  ;  here  he  comes. 

Len,  Good-morrow,  noble  fir  ! 

Enter  Macbeth. 
.  Macb,  Good-morrow,  both ! 

Macd,  Is  the  king  ftirring,  worthy  thane  ? 

Mach.  Not  yet. 

Mdcd,  He  did  com.mand  me  to  call  timely  on  him ; 
I  have  almofh  flipt  the  hour. 
Macb,  1*11  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd,  I  know,  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  : 
But  yet,  'tis  one. 

Macb,  The  labour  we  delight  in,  phyfics  pain.* 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd,  I'll  make  fo  bold  to  call, 
For  'tis  my  limited  fervice,  [Exit  Macduff^ 

Len,  Goes  the  king  hence  to-day? 

Macb,  He  does  :  he  did  appoint  fo. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  unruly  :  Where  we  lay, 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down  :  and,  as  they  fay, 
Lamentings  heard  i'  the  air  ;  ftrange  fcreams  of  death  ; 
And  prophefying  with  accents  terrible, 
Of  dire  combullion,  and  confus'd  events, 
New  hatched  to  "the  woeful  time:  The  obfcure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  live-long  night :  fomc  fay  the  earth 
Was  feverous,  and  did  fhakc. 
Macb,  'Twas  a  rough  night. 
Len,  My  young  remembrance  cannot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 
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Re-enter  Macduf. 
Macd^  O  horror!  horror!  horror!  Tongue  nor 
heart 

Cannot  conceive,  nor  name  thee ! 

Mad\  and  Lev,  What's  the  matter? 

Macd,  Confufion  now  hath  made  hismafter-plecci 
?^Tofl  facrilegious  murder  hath  broke  up 
The  lords  anointed  tempK",  and  dole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay?  the  life? 

Len,  Mean  you  his  majtfty? 

Macd»  Approach  the  chamber,  and  dcilroy  your 
fight 

W^ith  a  new  Gorgon  : — Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  ; 
See,  and  then  fpeak  yourfelvcs.— Awake  !  awake  !  — 
\_Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
Ring  the  alarum-bell : — Murder  !  and  treafou  ; 
JBanquo,  and  Donalbain  !  Malcolm  !  av/ake  !  • 
Shake  off  this  downy  fieep,  death's  counterfeit, 
And  look  on  death  itfelf  : — up,  up,  and  fee 
The  great  doom's  image! — Malcolm  !  Banquo  ! 
As  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fprights. 

■}  countenance  this  horror  !  Ring  the  bell. 

£dl  rings.    Enter  Lady  Macbeth, 
Lady,  W^hat's  the  bufmefs, 
1  hat  fuch  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 

The  fleepers  of  the  houfe  ?  fpeak,  fpeak,  

Macd,  O,  gentle  lady, 
'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak : 
'J'he  repetition  in  a  woman's  ear, 
Would  murder  as  it  felL — O  Banquo  !  Banquo  ! 

Enter  Banquo, 
Our  royal  mafter's  murder'd  !  , 

L.ady,  Woe,  alas  i 
What,  in  our  houfe  ! 

Ban,  Too  cruel,  any  where.  

Dear  Duff,  I  pr'ythee,  contradi6l  thyfeif, 
And  fay,  it  is  net  fo» 
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Re-enter  Macbeth  and  LenQx, 

Macb.  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
I  had  liv'd  a  blefTcd  time  ;  for,  from  this  inftant, 
There's  nothing  ferious  in  mortality  : 
All  is  but  toys  :  renown  and  grace  is  dead  ; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of.  ' 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Donalhain. 

Don.  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know  it  : 
The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 
Is  flopt ;  the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftopt. 

Macd,  Your  royal  father's  murder'd. 

MaL  Oh,  by  whom  ? 

Len.   Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  it  f^cm'd,  liad 
don't : 

Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood, 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip'd,  v/e  found 
Upon  their  pillows  ;  they  fhar'd  and  v/ere  didrac^ed: 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trufled  with  them. 

Macb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  mc  of  my  fury. 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Macd,  Vi' herefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Macb,  Who  can  be  wife,  amaz'd,  temperate  and 
furious, 

Loyal  and  neutral  in  a  moment  ?  No  man : 

The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 

Out-ran  the  paufer  rcafon. — Here  lay  Duncan, 

His  fuvcr  fkin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood  ; 

And  his  gafii'd  fhabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature, 

For  ruin's  waPccful  entrance:  there,  the  murderers 

Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,  their  daggers 

Unmannerly  brecch'd  with  gore  :  Who  could  refrain, 

That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 

Courage,  to  make  his  love  known  ? 

Lady,  Help  me  hence,  ho  ! 
*•    Macd,  Look  to  the  lady. 

Mai,  Why  do  wg  hold  our  tongues. 
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That  moft  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  What  fliould  be  fpoken  here, 
Where  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augrc-hole, 
May  rufh,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew 'd. 

Mai,  Nor  our  ftrong  forrow 
Upon  the  foot  of  motion. 

Ban.  Look  to  the  lady  : — 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 
That  fufFer  an  expofure,  let  us  meet, 
And  queftion  this  moft  bloody  piece  of  work, 
To  know  it  further.    Fears  and  fcruples  fhake  us  : 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  ftand ;  and,  thence. 
Again  ft  the  undivulg'd  pt  etence  I  jfight 
Of  treafonous  malice. 

Macb.  And  fo  do  L 

AIL  So  all. 

Macb.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  rcadinefs, 
And  meet  i'  the  hall  together. 

AIL  Well  contented.  [^Exeunt. 
MaL  What  will  you  do  ?  Let's  not  confort  with 
them  : 

To  fliew  an  unfelt  forrow,  is  an  office 

Which  the  falfe  man  does  eafy  :  I'll  to  England. 

Do7i.  To  Ireland,  I  ;  our  feparated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  fafer :  where  we  are, 
There's  daggers  in  men's  fmiles  :  the  near  in  blood. 
The  nearer  bloody. 

MaL  This  murderous  fhaft  that's  fliot, 
Hath  not  yet  lighted  ;  and  our  fafeft  way 
Is,  to  avoid  the  aim.    Therefore,  to  horfe; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave-taking, 
But  fhift  away :  There's  warrant  in  that  theft 
Which  fteals  itfclf,  when  there's  no  mercy  left. 

[_Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Roffe,  with  an  Old  Man, 
Old  M<27z.Threefcore  and  ten  1  can  remember  well ; 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time,  I  have  feen 
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Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange ;  but  this  fore 
night 

Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Rofe.  Ah,  good  father, 
Thou  fee'ft,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  a6l, 
Threaten  his  bloody  ftage  :  by  the  clock,  ^tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamp  : 
Is  it  night's  predominance,  or  the  days  fhame, 
That  darknefs  does  the  face  of  the  earth  intomb. 
When  living  light  (hould  kifs  it  ? 

Old  Man,  'Tis  unnatural. 
Even  like  the  deed  that's  done.    On  Tuefday  laft, 
A  faulcon,  tow'ring  in  her  pride  of  place, 
Was  by  a  moufing  owl  hawk'd  at,  and  kill'd, 

Rojfe.  And  Duncan's  horfes,  (a  thing  moft  ftrange, 
and  certain) 

Beauteous,  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out, 
Contending  'gainft  obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  war  with  mankind. 
.  Old  Man,  'Tis  faid,  they  eat  each  other. 

Rojfe.  They  did  fo  ;  to  the  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
Thatlook'dupon't.  Here  comes  the  good  Macduff : — 

Enter  Mac  duf. 
How  goes  the  world,  fir,  now  ? 
Macd,  Why,  fee  you  not  ? 

Roffe,  Is't  known,  who  did  this  more  than  bloody 
deed  ? 

Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  flain. 

Roffe.  Alas,  the  day  ! 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.  They  were  fuborn'd  : 
Malcolm,  and  Donalbain,  the  king's  two  fons, 
Are  ftol'n  away  and  fled ;  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

Rofe.  'Gainft  nature  ftill  : 
Thriftlefs  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means! — Then  'tis  moft  like, 
Xhe  fovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 
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Macd,  He  is  already  nam'd ;  and  gone  to  Scone? 
To  be  invefled. 

Rojfe.  Where  is  Duncan's  body? 

Macd.  Carried  to  Colmes-kill 
The  facred  ftore-houfe  of  his  predecefTors, 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

RoJfe,  Will  you  to  vScone? 

Macd,  No,  coufin,  I'll  to  Fife, 

Rojfe.  Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  WMl,  may  you  fee  things  well  dond  there  ; 
— adieu  ! — 
Left  our  old  robes  fit  cafier  than  our  new  ! 

Roffe,  Farewell,  father. 

Old  Man.  God's  benifon  go  with  you;  and  with 
thofe 

That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes  \ 

[^Exeunt. 


ACT    III.       SCENE  I. 

Enter  Banquo. 

THOU  haft  it  now.  King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  all^ 
As  the  weird  women  promised  ;  and,  I  fear^ 
Thou  playd'ft  moft  foully  for't :  yet  ii  was  faid, 
It  Pnould  not  ftand  in  thy  pofterity  ; 
But  that  myfelf  ihould  be  the  root,  and  father 
Of  many  kings  :  If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
(As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  their  fpeeches  fhine) 
Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well. 
And  fet  me  up  in  hope  ?  But,  hufh  !  no  more, 

Senet founded.    Enter  Macbeth  as  King  ;  Lady  Mac- 
hcih^  Lenox ^  Rcffe,  Lords,  and  /jttendants, 

Mach.  Here's  our  chief  gueft. 

Lady.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
It  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feaft^ 
And  all  things  unbecoming. 
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Macb,  To-night  we  hold  a  folemn  fupper,  fir, 
And  I'll  reque^ft  your  prcfence.  > 

Ban,  Lay  your  highnefs' 
Command  upon  me;  to  the  which,  my  duties 
Are  with  a  moft  indiffoluble  tie 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb,  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ?  . 

Ban,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  We  fhould  have  elfe  defir'd  your  good 
advice 

(Which  flill  hath  been  both  grave  and  profperous) 
In  this  day's  council;  but  we'll  take  to-morrow. 
Is't  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban,  As  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time' 
*Twixt  this  and  ("upper ;  go  not  my  horfe  the  bet- 
ter, 

I  mufl  become  a  borrower  of  the  night, 
For  a  dark  hour,  or  twain. 
'  Macb,  Fail  notour  feall. 
Ban,  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  coufins  are  beftow'd 
In  England,  and  in  Ireland;  not  confefTincr 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling. their  hearers 
With  flrange  invention  :  But  of  that  to-morrow  ; 
When,  therewithal,  we  fliall  have  caufe  of  ftate, 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  horfe  :  Adieu, 
Tdl  you  return  at  night.    Goes  Fleance  v/ith  you? 

Ban,  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  our  times  docs  call 
upon  us. 

Macb,  I  wifh  your  horfes  fwift,  and  fure  of  foot ; 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 

Farewel.   [_Exit  Banquo, 

Let  every  man  be  mafler  of  his  time 
Till  feven  at  night ;  to  make  fociety 
The  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourfelf 
Till  fupper-time  alone  ;  while  then,  God  be  with 
you. 

[^Extant  Lady  Macbeth^  and  Lords, 
1  i  2 
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Sirrah,  a  word  with  you  :  Attend  thole  men  our 
plealare  ? 

Ser.  They  are,  mv  lord,  without  the  palace  gate. 
Macb,  Bring  them  before  us. — To  be  thus,  is 
nothing  ;  \  Exit  Servant. 

But  to  be  fiifely  thus  ; — Our  fears  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep;  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigns  that,  v/hich  would  be  fear'd  :  'Tis  much  he 
dares ; 

And,  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  mind, 

He  hath  a  wiidom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 

To  aft  in  fafcty.    There  is  none,  but  he, 

Whofe  being  I  do  fear  :  And,  under  him, 

My  genius  is  rebuk'd  ;  as,  it  is  faid, 

Mark  Antony's  Was  by  Csefar,    He  chid  the  fifterSj^ 

When  hi  ll  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me, 

Arid  bade  them  fpeak  to  him;  then,  prophet-like, 

They  liaiTd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings: 

Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  crown. 

And  put  a  barren  fcepter  in  my  gripe. 

Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand, 

No  fon  of  mine  fucceeding.     If  it  be  fo. 

For  Banquo's  ilTue  have  I  hl'd  my  mind  ; 

For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder'd  ; 

Put  rancours  in  the  velTel  of  my  peace 

Only  for  them;  and  mine  eternal  jewel 

Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man. 

To  make  them  kings,  the  feed  of  Banquo  kings  ! 

Rather  than  fo,  comiC,  fate,  into  the  lifh. 

And  champion  me  to  the  utterance  !— Who's  there  F 

Re-enter  Servant^  with  two  Murderers, 
Now  go  to  the  door,  and  flay  there  till  we  call. 

[Exit  Servant. 
W^as  it  not  yeflerday  we  fpokc  together  ? 

Mur,  It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  highnefs. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now, 
Have  you  conhdered  of  my  fpeeches?  Know, 
That  it  was  he,   in  the  times  pafl,  v/hich  held  you 
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So  under  fortune  ;  wliich,   you  thought,  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf;  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  lafl  conference,  pad  in  probation  with  you  ; 
How  you  were  borne  in  hand;  how  croft ;  the  in- 
flruments  ; 

Who  wroucjht  with  them  ;  and  all  things  clfe,  that 
might, 

To  half  a  foul,  and  to  a  notion  craz'd, 
Say,  Thus  did  Banquo. 

1  Miir.  You  made  it  known  to  us. 
Macb,  I  did  f o  ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  fecond  meeting.    Do  you  find 
Your  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature. 
That  you  can  let  this  go?  Are  you  fo  gofpell'd, 
•  To  pray  for  this  good  man,  and  for  his  ilTue, 
Whofe  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave, 
And  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

1  My.r.  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  you  go  for  men  ; 
As  hounds,  and  greyhounds,  mungrels,  fpaniels,  curs, 
Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  dcmi-wolves,  are  cleped 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs  ;  the  valued  file 
Diftinguifhes  the  fv/ift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle, 
The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 
Hath  in  him  clos'd  ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike  ;  and  fo  of  men. 
Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file, 
Not  in  the  word  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it ; 
And  I  will  put  that  bufmefs  in  your  boioms, 
Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  off ; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us, 
Who  wear  our  health  but  fickly  in  his  life, 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfetl. 

2  Mur,  I  am  one  my  liege, 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
Have  fo  incens'd,  that  I  am  recklcfs  what 
1  do,  to  fpitc  the  world. 
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1  Mur»  And  I  another, 
So  weary  with  difafters,  tugg'd  with  fortune. 
That  I  would  let  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't, 

Macb.  Both  of  you 
Know,  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

Mur,  True,  my  lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine;  and  in  fuch  bloody  diftance 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrufts 
Againfl  my  near'fl  of  life  ;  And  though  1  could" 
With  bare-fac'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  fight, 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it  ;  yet  I  muft  not, 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  his  fall 
Whom  I  myfelf  flruck  down  ;  and  thence  it  is. 
That  I  to  your  afli (lance  do  make  love  ; 
Mafldng  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye, 
For  (undry  weighty  reafons. 

Mur.  We  fhall,  my  lord. 
Perform  what  you  command  us. 

1  Mur.  Though  our  lives  

Macb.  Your  fpirits  fhine  through  you.  Within 
this  hour,  at  moft, 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves; 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfe8:  fpy  o'  the  time, 
The  moment  on't ;  for't  muft  be  done  to-night, 
And  fomething  from  the  palace  ;  always  thought, 
That  I  require  a  clearnefs  ;  And  with  him, 
(To  leave  no  rubs,  nor  botches,  in  the  work) 
Fleance  his  fon,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour  :  Refolve  yourfelves  apart ; 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 

Mur.  We  are  refolvM,  my  lord, 

Macb.  I'll  call  upon  you  ftraight  ;  abide  within. 
It  is  concluded  : — Banquo,  thy  foul's  flight, 
If  it  find  heaven^  muft  find  it  out  to-night.  [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE  11. 

EniiiT  Lady  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant, 

Lady,  Is  Ban  quo  gone  from  court  ? 

Serv,  A)',  madam  ;  but  returns  again  to-night, 

Lady^  Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  Icilure 
For  a  few  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I  will.  \_Exit, 

Lady,  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent. 
Where  our  deiire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  fafcr  to  be  that  which  we  deflroy. 
Than,  by  deftruftion,  dv/ell  in  doubtful  joy. 

Enter  Macbeth, 
How  now,  ray  lord  ?  why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Of  forriePt  fancies  your  companions  making  ? 
Ufing  thofe  thoughts,  which  fhould  indeed  have  dy'd 
With  them  they  think  on  ?   Things  without  all 
remedy 

Should  be  without  regard  ;  what's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  fcotch'd  the  fnake,  not  kill'd  it, 
She'll  clofe,  and  be  herfelf ;  whilfl  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disioint,  both  the  worlds 

fuffer  ^  ' 

Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  fleep 
In  the  afHiftion  of  thefc  terrible  dreams, 
That  Hiake  us  nightly  :  Better  be  with  the  dead, 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  fent  to  peace, 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  refllefs  ecftacy. — Duncan  is  in  his  grave  ; 
After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  flecps  well ; 
Treafon  has  done  his  word ;  nor  fteel,  nor  poifon, 
Malice  domcflic,  foreign  levy,  nothing, 
Can  touch  him  further  ! 

Lady,  Come  on  ;  Gentle  my  lord, 
Sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks;  be  bright  and  jovial 
Among  your  guefls  to-night, 

Macb,  So  Hiall  I,  love  ; 
And  To,  I  pray,  be  you  :  Let  your  remembrance, 


394 


MACBETH, 


Ja  III 


Apply  to  Banquo;  prcfent  hirn  eminence,  both 
With  eye  and  tongue  :  Unfafc  the  while,  that  we 
Mufl  lave  our  honours  in  thefe  flattering  ftreams; 
And  make  our  faces  vizards  to  our  hearts, 
Difguiiing  v^hat  they  are. 
Lady,  You  mufl:  leave  this. 

Macb,  Oy  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  1 
Thou  know'fl,  that  Banquo,  and  his  Fleance,  lives. 

Lady.  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eterne. 

Macb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  affailable: 
Then  be  thou  jocund:  Ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
His  cloifter'd  flight ;  ere,  to  black  Hecate's  fummons, 
The  fliard-borne  beetle,  with  his  drowfy  hums, 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  lhall  be  done 
A  deed  pf  dreadful  note. 

Lady,  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb,  Be  innocent  of  the  ^Lnowledge,  dearefl: 
chuck, 

Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.    Come,  feeling  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day  ; 
And,  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  hand, 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces,  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale  ! — Light  thickens  ;  and  the 
crow 

Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood  : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze  ; 
While  night's  black  agents  to  their  preys  do  rouzc 
Thou  m.arvell'fl:  at  my  words ;  but  hold  thee  ftill  : 
Things,  bad  begun,  make  ftrong  themfelves  by  ill : 
So,  pr'ythee,  go  with  me.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE"  III. 

Enter  three  Murderers 

1  Mur.  But  who  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 
3  Mur,  Macbeth. 

2  Mur,    He  needs  not  our  miftrufl:;  fince  he 

delivers 

Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do. 
To  the  dircftion  juft. 
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1  Mur.  Then  fland  with  us. 

The  weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  day  ; 
Now  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace, 
To  gain  the  timely  inn  ;  and  near  approaches 
The  fubje6l  of  our  watch. 

3  Mur,  Hark  !  I  hear  horfes. 

[^Banquo  within  ~\  Give  us  a  light  there,  ho  ! 

2  Mur.  Then  it  is  he  ;  the  reft 
That  are  within  the  note  of  expe61:ation, 
Already  arc  i'  the  court. 

1  Mur.  His  horfes  go  about. 

3  Mur,  Almoft  a  mile  ;  but  he  does  ufually. 
So  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  the  palace  gate, 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Banquo,  and  Fleance  with  a  torch, 

2  Mur,  A  light,  a  light ! 

3  Mur,  'Tis  he. 

1  Mur,  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 
1  Mur.  Let  it  come  down.  [_They  ajfault  Banqu&, 
Ban,  Ch,  treachery  !  Fly  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly, fly ; 
Thou  may 'ft  revenge. — O  flave  ! 

\_Dies,    Fleance  ef capes. 
3  Mur.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  light  ? 

1  Mur.  Was't  not  the  way  ? 

3  Mur.  There's  but  one  down  ;  the  fon  is  fled. 

2  Mur,  We  have  loft  heft  half  of  our  affair. 

1  Mur.  Well,  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  is 
done.  \^Exeunt, 
S    C*^E    N    E  IV. 

/]  Banquet  prepared.    Enter  Macbeth^  Lady^  R^Jp^ 
Lenox^  Lords^  and  Attendants. 

Macb,  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  : 
at  firft, 

And  laft,  the  hearty  welcome. 
Lords,  Thanks  to  your  majefty, 
Macb,  Ourfclf  will  mingle  with  foclcty, 

And  play  the  humble  hoft. 
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Our  lioftefs  keeps  her  (late  ;  but,  in  heft  time, 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  fir,  to  all  our  friends  : 
For  my  heart  (peaks,  they  are  welcome. 

Enter firjl.  Murderer  to  tJie  door, 

Macb,  See,  they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts' 

thanks  — ■  

Both  fides  arc  even  :  Here  Til  fit  i'  the  midft  : 
Be  large  in  mirth  ;  j^non,  we'll  drink  a  m.eafure 
The  table  round. — Tliere's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

Mitr.  'Tis  Banquo's  then. 

Mach,^  'Tis  better  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd  ? 

Mur,  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut ;  that  I  did  for  him. 
Macb,  Thou  art  the  bed  o'  the  cut-throats:  Yet 
he's  good, 

That  did  the  like  for  FIcance  ;  if  thou  didfl  it, 
Thou  art  the  non  parcil. 

Miir.  Moft  royal  fir, 
Pleance  is  'fcap'd. 

Macb,  Then  comes  m.y  fit  again  :  I  had  clfe  been 
perfca ; 

Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock  ; 
As  broad,  and  p-eneral,  as  the  caiirio;  air: 
-Butnow,  lamcabin'd.  cribb'd,  confin'd,  boundin 
To  laucy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banouo's  lafe  ? 

Mur,  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  fafe  in  a  ditcli  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  gafhes  on  his  head; 
Tlie  lead  a  death  to  nature, 

Macb,  Thanks  for  that :  ' — - 

There  the  grown  ferpent  lies  ;  the  worm,  tliat's  Fied, 
Hath  nature  that  in  tim.e  will  venom  breed. 
No  teeth  for  the  prefent.-Get  thee  gone;  to-morrow 
We'U  hear,  ourlelves  again.  \Exit  Murderer, 

Lady,  My  royal  lord, 
You  do  not  give  the  cheer    the  feall  is  fold. 
That  is  not  often  vouch'd,  while  'tis  a  making. 
'Tis  given  with  welcom.e  ;  To  feed,  were  bell  at 
hom^e ; 
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From  thence  the  fauce  to  meat  is  ceremcny ; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

S^Enttr  the  Ghofi  of  Ba7iquo^  and  fits  in  Macbetli's 
place,'] 

Macb.  Sweet  remembrancer  !  • 

Now,  good  digeftion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both  ! 

Len.  May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs.fit  ? 

Macb,  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour 
rooPd, 

Were  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent ; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 
Than  pity  for  mifchance  ! 

Rojfe,  His  ab fence,  fir, 
Lays  blame  upon  his  promife.  Pleafe  it  your  highnefs 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company  ? 

Macb,  The  table's  full. 

Lcn,  Here  is  a  place  referv'd,  fir. 

Macb.  Where? 

Lcn,  Here  my  good  lord.    What  is't  that  moves 
your  highnefs  ? 

Macb,  Which  of  you  have  done  this  I 

Lords,  What,  my  good  lord? 

Macb,  Thou  canft  not  fay,  I  did  it  ;  never  fhake 
Thy  goary  locks  at  me. 

Roffe,  Gentlemen,  rife  ;  his  highnefs  is  not  well. 

Lady,  Sit,  worthy  friends: — -my  lord  is  often  thus, 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth  ;  pray  you,  keep  feat; 
The  fit  is  momentary;  upon  a  thought 
Ke  will  again  be  well  ;  if  much  you  note  him. 
You  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  palTion  ; 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not, — Are  you  a  man  ? 

Macb,  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  tliat  dare  look  on  that 
Which  migh^  ^PP^^  ^^^^  devil. 

Lady,  O  proper  (lufF! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  : 
This  is  the  air-drawn-daggcr,  which,  you  laid, 
Led  you  to  Duncan.    Oh,  thefe  flaws,  and  (larts. 

Vol.  in.  K  k 
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(Impoftors  to  true  fear,)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  ftory,  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authoriz'd  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itfelf ! 
Why  do  you  make  llich  faces?  When  all's  done^ 
You  look  but  on  a  ftool. 

Mad.  Pr'ythee,  fee  there  !  behold!  look !  lo  !  how 
fay  you  ? 

Why,  what  care  I  ?  if  thou  can^ft  nod,  fpeak  too. — 
If  charnel-houfes,  and  our  graves,  muft  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury,  back  ;  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. 

Lady,  What !  quite  unmann'd  in  folly  ? 

Macb,  If  I  fland  here,  I  faw  him. 

Lady,  Fie,  for  fhame  ! 

Macb,  Blood  hath  been  flicd  ere  new.  i'  the  older 
time, 

Ere  humian  ftatute  purg'd  the  gentle  weal  ; 
Ay,  and  fmce  too,  murders  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear ;  the  times  have  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die. 
And  there  an  end;  but  now,  they  rife  again, 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  pufh  us  from  our  fhools :  This  is  more  flrangc 
Than  fuch  a  murder  is. 

Lady,  "My  worthy  lord, 
Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget.  

Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  moft  worthy  friends ; 
I  have  a  flrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.  Come,  love  and  health  to  all: 
Then  PU  fit  down  : — Give  me  feme  wine,  fill  full: — 
;1  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table, 

Re-^nttr  Ghoji, 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  mifs  ; 
Would  he  were  here  !   To  all,  and  him,  we  thirfi:, 
And  all  to  all. 

Lords.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge. 

Macb.  Avaunt !  and  quit  my  fight !  Let  the  earth 
liide  thee  ! 
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Thy  bones  are  rniirrowlefs,  thy  blood  is  cold  ; 
Thou  hafl  no  ipeculation  inCthofe  eyes 
Which  thou  doll  glare  with  ! 

I.  (id)  .  Think  of  this  good  peers, 
But      a  thing  of  cuflom  ;  'tis  no  other  ; 
Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruffian  bear*, 
The  arm*d  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tyger., 
Take  arxy  fhape  but  that,  and  rny  firm  no  vc^* 
Shall  never  tremble;  Or,  be  alive  again, 
And  dare  me  to  the  defer t  with  thy  fword ; 
If  trembling  I  inhabit,  then  proteft  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.    Hence,  horrible  (hadow  ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence  ! — Why,  fo  ; — being  gonCj 
I  am  a  man  again. — Pray  you,  fit  ftill. 

Lady,  You  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the 
good  meeting, 
With  moft  admir'd  diforden 

Macb.  Can  fuch  things  be, 
And  overcome  us  like  a  fummer's  cloud, 
Without  our  fpecial  wonder  ?  You  make  mc  ftrange 
Even  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe. 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheek, 
When  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear, 

Roje.  What  fights,  my  lord? 

Lady,  I  pray  you,  fpeak  not ;  he  grows  v/orfc 
and  woi  fe  ; 

Queftion  enrages  him  :  at  once,  good  night : — ■ 

Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 

But  go  at  once. 

Len.  Good  night,  and  better  health, 

Attend  his  majefty ! 

Lady.  A  ^ind  good  night  to  all !  [^Exeunt  Lords, 
Macb,  It  will  have  blood,  they  fay  ;  blood  will 
have  blood  : 

Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  fpeak; 
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Augurs,  and  undei  flood  relations,  have 
By  maggot-pies,  and  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought 
forth 

The  fecret'ft  man  of  blood, — What  is  the  night  ? 
Lady,  Almoft:  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is 
which. 

Mach.  How  fay* ft  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his 
perfon, 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  fir  ? 

Macb.  I  heard  it  by  the  way  :  but  I  will  fend : 
There's  not  a  one  of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 
I  keep  a  fervant  fee'd.    I  will  to-morrow 
(And  betimes  I  will)  unto  the  weird  fifters  ; 
More  fhall  they  fpeak  ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft :  for  mine  own  goodj 
All  caufes  fhall  give  way  ;  I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that,  fhould  I  wade  no  more, 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o*er ; 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand; 
Which  muft  be  afted,  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  natures,  fleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  fleep :  My  flrange  and 
felf-abufe 

Is  the  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  ufe  :  

We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Thunder.   Enter  the  three  Witches^  meeting  Hecate. 
1  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecfrt'  ?  you  look  an- 
gerly. 

Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon,  beldames  as  you  are. 
Saucy,  and  overbold  ?  How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth, 
In  riddles,  and  affairs  of  death  ; 
And  I,  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms, 
The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms. 
Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part. 
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Or  fhcw  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 

And,  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 

Hath  been  but  for  a  waywarS  Ion, 

Spightful  and  wrathful ;  who,  as  others  do. 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amen^is  now  :  Get  you  gone, 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i'  the  morning  ;  thither  he 

Will  come  to  know  his  defliny. 

Your  veffels,  and  your  fpells,  provide, 

Your  charms,  and  every  thing  be  fide  : 

I  am  for  the  air;  this  night  I'll  fpend 

Unto  a  difmai  and  a  fatal  end. 

Groat  bufmefs  mufl  be  wrought  ere  noon  : 

Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 

There  hangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound  ; 

I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  : 

And  that.  diftilPd  by  rnagic  flights. 

Shall  raile  fuch  artificial  fprights. 

As,  by  the  ftrength  of  their  illufion,  . 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion  ; 

He  fliall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear 

His  hopes  'bove  wifdom,  grace,  and  fear  : 

And  you  all  know,  fecurity 

Is  mortal's  chiefefl  enemy.  [ Mufic  and  ajQu^^ , 

Hark,  I  am  call'd  ;  my  little  fpirit,  fee, 
Sirs  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  flays  for  me. 

\Sing  wiihin.     Come  away^  come  azvay^  &c.\ 
1  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  hade,  fhe'll  foon  be 
back  again,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Lenox,  and  another  Lord. 

Z^n.  My  former  fpceches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts, 
Which  can  interpret  further:  onljr,  I  fay, 
Things  have  been  flrangely  borne:  The  gracious 
Duncan 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth-: — marry,  he  was  dead: — 
Kk  2  " 
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And  the  right-valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late ; 
Whom,  you  may  i?y,  if  it  pleafe  you,  Fleance  kill'd, 
For  Fleance  fled.    Men  muil:  not  walk  too  late. 
Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous  " 
It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donalbain, 
To  kill  their  gracious  father?  damued  fa6l ! 
How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth  !  did  he  not  ftraight, 
In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear, 
That  were  the  flaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  fleep  ? 
Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?  Ay,  a^^d  wifely  loo  ; 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive, 
To  hear  the  men  deny  it.    So  that,  I  fay, 
He  has  borne  all  things  v/ell :  and  I  do  think, 
That,  had  he  Duncan's  fons  under  his  key, 
(As,  an*t  plea,fe heaven,  hefhallnot)  they  fhould  find 
What  ^twere  to  kill  a  father;  fo  fiiould  Fleance, 
But,  peace! — for  from  broad  words,- and  'caufe  he 
faiPd 

His  prefence  at  the  tyrant's  feafl;,  I  hear, 
Macduff  lives  in  difgrace  :  Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  bellows  himfelf  ? 

Lord,  The  fon  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birtli^ 
Lives  in  the  Englifli  court  ;  and  is  received 
Of  the  moPc  pious  Edward  with  fuch  grace. 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  his  high  refpeft :  Thither  Macduff  is  gone 
To  pray  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland,  and  warlike  Siward : 
That,  by  the  help  of  thefe,  (with  Flim  above 
To  ratify  the  work)  v/e  rnay  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  fleep  to  our  nights  ; 
Free  from  our  feafts  and  banquets  bloody  knives ; 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours^ 
All  which  we  pine  for  now  :  And  this  report 
Hath  fo  exafperate  the  king,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attempt  of  war. 

Le7u  Sent  he  to  Macdulf  ? 
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Lord.  He  did  :  and  with  an  abfolute,  ^'  Sir,  not  I," 
The  cloudy  meffenger  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hums  ;  as  who  fhould  fay,     You'll  rue  the  time 

That  clogs  me  with  this  anfwer.'' 

I.en,  And  that  well  might 
Advife  him  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  diftance 
His  wifdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  meil^ige  ere  he  come  ;  that  a  fwift  blefTmg 
May  foon  return  to  this  our  fuflering^  country, 
Under  a  hand  accurs'd! 

Lord.  Pll  fend  my  prayers  with  him.  \_Exeunt. 

A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches, 
1  Witch.  T^HRICE  thebrindcd  cat  hath  mew*d. 

X      2  Witch.    Thrice;  and  once  the 
hedge-pig  whin'd. 

3  Witch.  Harper  cries  : — 'tis  time,  'tis  time. 

1  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go  : 

In  the  poifon'd  entrails  throw,  

Toad,  that  under  the  cold  (lone, 
Days  and  nights  haft, thirty-one, 
Swelter'd  venom  deeping  got, 
Boil  thou  firft  i'  the  charmed  pot  ! 

^IL  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  \ 
Fire,  burn  :  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

1  IVitch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  fnake, 
In  the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  : 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog, 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  fling, 
Lizard^s  leg,  and  howlet*s  wing, 
For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble, 
Like  a  hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 
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AIL  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire,  burn  ;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

3  Witch.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf; 
Witches'  mummy  ;  maw,  and  gulf, 
Of  the  ravin'd  falt-fea  fhark  ; 
Root  of  hemlock,  digg'd  i'  the  dark  ; 
Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew  ; 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yew, 
Sliver 'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe  ; 
Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips  ; 
Finger  of  birth-flrangled  babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd  by  a  drab, 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  flab  : 
Add  thereto  a  tyger's  chaudron, 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

AIL  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ; 
Fire,  burn;  and,  cauldron,  bubble. 

2  Witch.  Cool  it  Vv'ith  a  baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hexate^  and  other  three  Witches. 

Hec,  Oh,  well  done  !  1  commend  your  pains ; 
And  every  one  fhall  fhare  i*  the  gain?. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing, 
Tike  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring, 
Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

MuJlc  and  a  Jong, 

Black  fpir its  and  white 

Blue  fpir  its  and  grey  j: 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle, 
You  that  mingle  may, 
2  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs. 

Something  wicked  this  way  comes ;  

Open,  locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 
Mack  How  now,  you  fecret,  black,  anc^  mid- 
night hags  ? 
What  is't  you  do  ? 

/ill.  A  deed  without  a  name. 
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Macb,  I  conjure  you^  by  that  which  you  profefs, 
iHowe'er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me  : 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches;  though  the  ycfly  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  ; 
Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown 
down  ; 

Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads  ; 
Though  palaces,  and  pyramids,  do  ilope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  ;  though  the  trea- 
fure 

Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together, 
Even  till  defl:ru6lion  ficken,  anfwer  me 
To  what  I  aflc  you. 

1  Witch.  Speak. 

2  Witch,  Demand. 

3  Witch,  We'll  anfwer. 

1  Witch,  Say,  if  thoud'ft  rather  hear  it  from  our 
mouths. 
Or  from  our  mailers'  ? 

Macb,  Call  them,  let  me  fee  them. 

1  Witch,  Pour  in  fow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow ;  greafe,  that's  fweaten 
From  the  murderer's  gibbet,  throw 
Into  the  flame. 

yilL  Come,  high,  or  low  ; 
Thyfelf,  and  office,  deftly  Tnow.  [Thunder, 
ifi  Apparition,  an  armed  head. 

Macb.  Tell  mc,  thou  unknown  power,  

1  Witch,  He  knows  thy  thought  ; 
Hear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 

Abp,  Macbeth  !   Macbeth  !   Macbeth  !  beware 
Macduff; 

Beware  the  thane  of  Fife. — Difmifs  me  : — Enough, 

Dcfcends, 

Macb,  What-e'er  thou  art,  for  thy  good  caution, 
thanks  ; 

Thou  haft  harp'd  my  fears  aright  :  But  one  word 
mo#c — 
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xlViich.  lie  will  not  be  commanded:  Here's 
another,  ^ 
More  potent  than  the  firft.  ^Thunder, 
2d  Apparition^  a  bloody  child. 

Jpp.  Macbeth  f  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  !~- 

Mach.  Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 

App .  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolutje  :  laugh  to  fcorn 
The  power  of  man  ;  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  '  [Defcends, 

MacL  Then  live  Macduff :  What  need  I  fear  of  thee  ? 
But  yet  ni  make  affurance  double  fure. 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate  ;  thou  fhalt  not  live ; 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear,  it  lies, 
And  flcep  in  fpite  of  thunder. — What  is  this, 

[Thunder. 

^d  /Ipparitiov,  a  child  crotonedj  zvith  a  tree  in  his  hand. 

That  rifes  like  the  iffuc  of  a  king ; 

And  wears  upon  his  baby  brow  the  round 

And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 

AIL  Liften,  but  fpeak  not  to 't. 

App,  Be  lion-mettled,  proud ;  and  take  no  care 
Vi^ ho  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are : 
Macbeth  fliall  never  vanqjuifli'dbe,  until 
Great  Birnam  wood  to  high  Dunfmane  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him.  [Defcends. 

Much.  That  will  never  be  : 
Who  can  imprefs  the  foreft  ;  bid  the  tree 
Unnx  his  earth-bound  root?  fweet  bodements!  good  ! 
Rebellious  head,  rife  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Birnam  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  leafe  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time,  and  m^ortal  cufhom. — Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing:  Tell  me,  ('if  your  art  ^ 
Can  tell  fo  much)  fhall  Banquo's  iffue  ever  ^ 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

AlL  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Macb.  I  will  be  fatisfy'd;  deny  me  this. 


•MACBETH. 


And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  let  me  know  :  — 
Why  fmks  that  cauldron  ?  and  what  noife  is  this? 

\^HautBoys. 

1  Witch,  Shew  ! 

2  Witch,  Shew  ! 

3  Witch.  Shew  ! 

All.  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart  ; 
Come  like  fhadows,  fo  depart. 

[/i  Jhexv  of  eight  Kings ^  and  Banqiioj  the  lajl 
with  a  glajs  in  his  hand, 
Macb.   Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo  ; 
down  ! 

Thy  crown  does  fear  mine  eye-balls: — And  thy  air. 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  firft  :— 
A  third  is  like  the  former  :  Filthy  hags  ! 
Why  do  you  fhewmethis? — A  fourth? — Start  eyes! 
What  !    will  the  line  ftretch  out  to  the  crack  of 
doom  ? — 

Another  yet  ? — A  feventh  ? — I'll  fee  no  more  : — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glafs, 
Which  fliews  me  many  more  ;  and  fome  I  fee. 
That  twofold  balls  and  treble  fceptres  carry  :  , 
Horrible  fight ! — Now,  I  fee  'tis  true  ; 
Tor  the  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his. — What  ?  is  this  fo  ? 

I  Witch,  Ay,  fir,  all  this  is  fo  : — But  why 
Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? — 
Come,  fifters,  cheer  we  up  his  fprights. 
And  fhew  the  befh  of  our  delights  ; 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  found. 
While  you  perform  your  antique  round  : 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  fay, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay.  \_Mufic. 

[The  witches  dance  and  vanijh, 

Macb,  Where   are  they  ?    Gone  ?  -Let  this 

pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  accurfed  in  the  calendar! — 
Come  in,  without  there  ! 
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Enter  Lenox, 

Ltn.  What's  your  grace's  will  ?  * 

Macb,  Saw  you  the  weird  fifters  ? 

Len,  No,  my  lord. 

Macb,  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len,  No.  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb,  Infefted  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them  ! — I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horfe  :  Who  was't  came  by  ? 

Len,  'Tis  two  or  threC;  my  lord,  that  brings  you 
word, 

Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 
Macb.  Fled  to  England? 
Len,  Ay.  m.y  good  lord. 

Macb,  Time  thou  anticip'at'ft  my  dread  exploits: 
The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o'er-took. 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it  :  From  this  moment, 
The  very  firfllings  of  my  heart  fhall  be 
The  firfllings  of  mv  hand.    And  even  now 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  a6ls,be  it  thought  and 
done  : 

The  cajflle  of  Macduff  I  will  furprife  ; 

Seize  upon  Fife ;  give  to  the  edge  o'the  fword 

His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortun-.te  fouls, 

That  trace  him  in  his  line.  No  boaffing  like  a  fool ; 

This  deed  I'll  do,  before  this  purpofe  cool : 

But  no  more  fights! — Where  are thefe  gentlemen? 

ComCj  bring  me  wliere  they  are.  ^^Excunt, 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  MacdvJ's  nrife,  her  fon^  and  I^offc, 
L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly 
thelan4? 

Kojfe.  You  muff  have  patience,  madam. 

L,  Macd,  He  had  none  : 
His  flight  was  madnefs  :  When  our  e£lions  do  not, 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Rojje,  You  know  not, 
WTiCther  it  y^s  his  wifdoni,  or  his  fear. 
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L.  Macd.  Wifdom !  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave 
his  babes, 

His'manfion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 

From  whence  himfelf  does  fly  ?  He  loves  us  ndt  * 

He  wants  the  natural  touch:  For  the  poor  wrcp^ 

The  moil:  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight, 

Her  young  ones  in  her  neft,  againflithe  owl. 

All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love ; 

As  little  is  the  wifdom,  where  the  flight 

So  runs  againfl  all  reafon. 

Roffe,  My  dearefl  coz', 
I  pray  you,  fchool  yourfelf :  But  for  your  hufband. 
He  is  noble,  wile,  judicious,  and  bell  knows 
The  fits  o*  the  feafon.  I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further : 
But  cruel  arethetim.es,  when  we  are  traitors, 
And  do  not  know  ourfelves;  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we. fear;/ 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  fea, 
Each  way,  and  move. — I  take  my  leave  of  you  : 
Sh?ll  not  be  longl3ut  I'll  be  here  again  : 
Things  at  the  word  will  ceafc,  or  cHe  climb  upward 
To  whit  they  were  before. — My  pretty  coufm, 
BlcfTing  upon  you  ! 

L,  Macd.  Father 'd  lie  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 
Roffe,  I  am  (o  much  a  fool,  fhould  I  ftay  longer. 
It  v/ould  be  my  difgrace,  and  your  diicomfort  : 
I  tnke  my  leave  at  once.  [_Exit  Rojfc^ 

L,  Macd,  Sirrah,  your  father's  dead  ; 
And  what  will  you  do  now  ?  How  will  you  live  ? 
Son.  As  birds  do,  mother. 
L,  Macd,  What,  vvith  worms  and  (lies  ? 
Son,    With  what  I  get,  I  mean  ;  and  fo  do  they. 
L,  Macd,  Poor  bird  !  thou'dft  never  fear  tlienet 
nor  lime, 
The  pit-fall,  nor  the  gin. 

Son,  Why  fliould  I,  mother?  Poor  birds  they 

are  not  fet  for. 
Vol.  III.  L  1 
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My  father  is  not  dead,  for  ali  your  faying. 

X.  Macd.  Yes,  he  is  dead  ;  how  wiU  thou  do  for 
a  father  ? 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  hufband  ? 
L,  Macd.  Why,  1  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any 
market. 

Son,  Then  you'll  buy  *em  to  fell  again. 

L,  Macd,  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wit ;  and 
yet,  i'  faith, 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son,  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother  ? 

L,  Macd,  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son,  What  is  a  titiitor  ? 

L,  Macd.  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lies. 

Son,  And  be  all  traitors,  that  do  fo  ? 

L,  Macd..  Every  one'that  does  fo,  is  a  traitor,  and 
mufh  be  hang'd*  - 

Son,  And  m.ufl  they  all  be  hang'd.  that  fwearand 
lie  ? 

L,  Macd,  Every  one^ 

^Son.  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 

L,  Macd,  Why,  the  honeft  men. 

Son,  llien  the  liars  and  fwearers  are  fools:  for 
tliere  are  liars  and  fwearers  enough  to  beat  the  honeft 
men,  and  hang  up  them. 

L,  Macd,  Now  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey ! 
But  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son,  Ifhe  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him  :  if  you 
would  not,  it  vrere  a  good  fignthat  I  fiiould  quickly 
have  a  new  father. 

L,  Macd,  Poor  prattler!  how  thou  talk'ft  \ 
Enter  a  Mujfcngtr. 

MeJ.  Blefs  you,  fair  deme  !  1  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  pm  perfeft. 
I  doubt  fome  danger  doth  approach  you  nearly  : 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  acvice, 
•    Be  not  found  here  :  hence  v^ith  your  littl^  ones. 
To  fright  you  thus,  mcthinks.  I  am  too  favage  i 
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To  do  worfe  to  you  were  fell  cruelty, 

Which  is  too  nigh  your  perlon,  heaven  preierve  you  ! 

I  dare  abide  no  longer,  [^Exit  Me/fenger, 

L.  Macd:  Whither  fhould  I  fly  ? 
I  have  done  no  harm.    But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  world  ;  where,  to  do  harm, 
Is  often  laudable  ;  to  do  good,  fometime, 
Accounted  dangerous  folly  ;  Why  then,  alas  ! 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence, 

To  fay,  I  have  done  no  harm.  What  are  thefe 

faces  ? 

Enter  Murderers, 

Mur.  Where  is  your  hulband  ! 

L.  Macd.  1  hope,  in  no  place  fo  unfanftified, 
Where  fuch  as  thou  may'ft  find  him. 

Mur.  He's  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  fliag-ear'd  villain. 

Mur.  What,  you  egg  ? 
Young  fry  of  treachery  ? 

Son.  He  has  kilPd  me,  mother  : 
Run  away,  I  pray  you. 

[^Exit  L.  Macduff^  crying  murder^ 

SCENE  HI. 
England » 
Enkr  Malcolm^  and  Macduff. 
Mai.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  delblate  fhade,  and  there 
Weep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  fafh  the  mortal  fword  ;  and ,  like  good  men, 
Beftride  our  down-fall'n  birthdom  :Each  new  morn, 
^.v  New  widows  howl ;  new  orphans  cry  ;  new  forrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  fyllable  of  dolour. 

Mai.  What  I  believe,  I'll  wail  : 
What  know,  believe  ;  and,  what  I  can  redrefs, 
As  I  fhall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
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What  you  havo  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo,  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  whofe  fole  name  blifters  our  tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honefh ;  you  have  lov'd  him  well ; 
He  hath  not  touched  you  yet,     I  am  young  ;  but 
fomething 

You  may  deferve  of  him  through  me  :  and  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  w^eak,  poor  innocent  lamb, 
To  appeafe  an  angry  god. 

Macd,  I  am  not  treacherous. 

MaL  But  Macbeth  is. 
A  good  and  virtuous  nature  m:3y  recoil, 
In  an  imperial rharge.  But  I  fhall  crave  your  pardon; 
1'hat  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe : 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell  : 
Though  all  things  foul  wouldwear  the  brows  of  grace, 
Yet  grace  mufh  fhill  look  fo. 

Hdacd.  I  have  loft  my  hopes. 

MaL.   Perchance,  even  there,  where  I  did  find 
my  doubts. 

Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife  and  child. 

(Thofe  precious  m.oti  ves,  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  love) 

Without  leave-taking? — I  pray  you, 

Let  not  my  jealoufies  be  your  difhonours, 

But  mine  own  fafeties: — You  may  be  rightly  juft, 

Whatever  I  fhall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country  ! 
Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  bafis  fure, 
For  goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee  I — wear  thou  thy 
wrongs. 

His  title  is  affeard  — Fare  thee  well,  lord  : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'ft. 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  within  the  tyrant's  grafp^ 
And  the  rich  Eaft  to  boot.  _ 

iVaL  Be  not  offended  : 
I  [peak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you, 
I  think,  our  country  finks  beneath  the  yoke  : 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds;  and  each  new  day  a  gafh 
Is  added  to  her  wounds  :  L think,  withal^ 
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There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right : 
And  here,  from  gracious  England,  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands  :  But,  for  all  this, 
When  I  fhali  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head, 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before  ; 
More  fufFer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  fhall  fucceed. 

^Macd.  What  fhould  he  be  ? 

Mai,  It  is  myfelf  I  mean  :  In  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  fo  grafted, 
That,  when  they  fhall  be  opened,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  fnow  ;  and  the  poor  flate 
Efteem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confinelefs  harms. 

MaccL  Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell,  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd, 
In  evils,  to  top  Macbeth, 

MaL  I  grant  him  bloody, 
Luxurious,  avaricious,  falfe,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  frnacking  of  every  fin 
That  has  a  name :  But  there's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voluptuoulnefs   your  wives,  your  daughters, 
Your  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  ciflern  of  my  luft  ;  and  my  dcfire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear, 
That  did'oppofe  my  will:  Better  Macbeth, 
Than  fuch  a  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundlefs  intemperance 
In  nature  is  a  tyranny  ;  it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  fall  of  many  kings.    But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours;  you  may 
Convey  your  plcafures  in  a  fpacious  plenty, 
And  yet  feem  cold,  the  time  you  may  fo  hood-wink. 
We  have  willing  dames  enough  ;  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you  to  devour  fo  many 
LI  2 
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As  will  to  greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves. 
Finding  it  I'o  inclin'd. 

Ma[,  With  this,  there  grows, 
In  my  moil:  ill-compos'd  affeftion,  fuch 
A  ftanchlefs  avarice,  that  were  I  king, 
1  fhould  cut  off  the  nobles  for. their  lands; 
Defire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  houfe  : 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  fauce 
To  m.?ike  me  }iunger  more  ;  that  I  fhould  forge 
Quarrels  unjuft  againfh  the  good,  and  loyal, 
Deftroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd,  This  avarice 
Sticks  deeper  ;.  growls  with  more  pernicious  root 
Than  fummer-feeming  lufi: ;  and  it  hath  been 
The  fword  of  our  flain  kings  :  Yet  do  not  fear; 
Scotland  hath  foyfons  to  fill  up  your  will, 
Of  your  mere  own  :  All  thefe  are  portable. 
With  other  graces  weigh'd. 

Mai.  But  J  have  none  ;  the  king-becoming  graces, 
As  juflice,  verity,  temiperance,  ftablenefs, 
Bounty,  perfeverance,  mercy,  lowlinefs, 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  relifh  of  them  ;  but  abound 
In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 
A6ling  it  many  ways.    Nay,  had  I  power,  1  fhould 
Pour  the  fw^eet  milk  of  concord  into  hell. 
Uproar  the  univerfal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  Oh  Scotland!  Scotland!  - 

Mai.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  : 
I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

Macd,  Fit  to  govern  ! 
No,  not  to  live. — O  nation  miferable, 
Whith  an  untitled  tyrant  bloody-fcepter'd, 
When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholefome  days  again  : 
Since  that  the  trueft  ilfue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdiftion  fhands  accurs'd, 
And  does  blafpheme  his  breed  ? — Thy  royal  father 
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Was  a  moft  fainted  king  ;  the  queen  that  bore  thee, 

Oftner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 

Dy'd  every  day  (he  liv'd.    Fare -thee  well ! 

Thefe  evils,  thou  repeat'ftupon  thyfelf, 

Have  banifh'd  me  from  Scotland. — O,  my  breaft, 

Thy  hope  ends  here  ! 

MaL  MacdufF,  this  noble  palTion, 
Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruples,  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Devilifh  Macbeth, 
By  many  of  thefe  trains,  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power  ;  and  modeft  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hafte  :  But  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !  for  even  now 
I  put  myfelf  to  thy  diretlion,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  ov/n  detraftion ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myfelf, 
For  ftrangers  to  my  nature.    I  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman  ;  never  was  forfworn  ; 
Scarcely  liave  coveted  what  was  mine  own  ; 
At  no  time  broke  my  faith :  would  not  betray 
The  devil  to  his  fellow  ;  and  delight 
No  lefs  in  truth,  than  life;  my  firft  falfe  fpcaking 
Was  this  upon  myfelf :  What  I  am  truly. 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country's,  to  command  : 
Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach, 
Old  Siward,  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men, 
All  ready  at  a  point,  was  fetting  forth  : 
Now  we'll  together:  And  the  chance,  ofgoodnefs, 
Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel !  Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at 
once, 

'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Do&or. 
Mai,  Well;  more  anon. — Comes  the  king  forth, 
I  pray  you  ? 

Do&.  Ay,  fir ;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  fouls, 
That  flay  his  cure  ;  their  malady  convinces 
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The  great  affay  of  art ;  but.  at  his  touch. 
Such  fanftity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand. 
They  preiently  amend. 

MaL  I  thank  you,  doftor.  \_Exit. 
■  Macd.  What's  the  difeafc  he  means  ? 

MaL  'Tis  call'd  the  evil  : 
A  moft  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king ; 
Vv' hich  often,  fince  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  feen  him  do.     How  he  folicits  heaven, 
Himfelf  beft  knows;  but  ftrangely-vifited  people, 
All  fwoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye,  ^ 
The  mere  difpair  of  furgery,  he  cures  ; 
Hanging  a  golden  ftamp  about  their  necks. 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers  ;  and  'tis  fpoken. 
To  the  fucceeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediftion.    With  this  ftrange  virtue, 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy  ; 
And  fundry  bleffings  hang  about  his  throne. 
That  fpeak  him  full  of  grace. 

Enter  R<]jft. 

Macd,  See,  who  comes  here  ? 

Mat.  My  countryman :  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 

Macd    My  ever-gentle  coufm,  welcome  hither. 

Mai.  I  know  him  now  :  Good  God,  betimes  re- 
m.ove 

The  means  that  make  us  ftrangers ! 
Rcjp*  Sir,  amen. 

Macd,  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

RoJJe,  Alas,  poor  country  ; 
Almoft  afraid  to  know  iticlf !.  It  cannot 
Be  call'd  our  mother,  but  our  grave  ;  where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  feen  to  Imile  ; 
Where  fighs,  and  groans,  and  ftirieks  that  rent  the 
air, 

Are  made,  not  mark'd  ;  where  violent  forrow  feems 

A  m.odern  ccfhacy ;  the  dead  man's  knell 

Is  there  fcarce  afk'd,  for  whom  ;  and  good  men's  lives 

Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps, 

Dying  or  e^  they  ficken. 
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Macd.  Oh,  relation, 
Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true  : 

MaL  What  is  the  neweil:  grief? 

R<o//e.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpcaker  : 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd,  How  docs  my  wife  ? 

Rqfe.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  ? 

Rqfe.  Well  too. 

Macd,  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 
Rq^.  No  ;  they  were  all  at  peace  when  I  did 
leave  them. 

Macd,  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpeech  ;  How 
goes  it  ? 

Rq//L  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings. 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witnefs'd  the  rather, 
For  that  I  (liw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot : 
Now  is  the  time  of  help  ;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,  make  our  women  fight, 
To  doff  their  dire  diftreffes. 

MaL  Be  it  their  comfort, 
We  arc  coming  thither  ;  gracious  Engand  hath 
Lent  us  good  Siward,  and  ten  thoufand  men  ; 
An  older,  and  a  better  foldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  out. 

Ro/fe.  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like  !  But  I  have  words. 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defert  air, 
Where  hearing  fhould  not  catch  them, 

Macd,  What  concern  they  ? 
The  general  caufe  ?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief, 
Due  to  fome  fmgle  breaft  ? 

Rqfe.  No  mind,  that's  honeft, 
But  in  it  fliares  fome  woe    though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine, 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 
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Rojfe,  Let  not  your  ears  defpife  my  tongue  for  evsr, 
Which  fhall  poffefs  them  with  the  heavieft  found, 
That  ever  yet_they  heard. 

Macd.  Hum !  I  gucfs  at  it. 

Rofe,  Your  caflle  is  furpris^d ;  your  wife  and 
babes, 

Savagely  fiaughterM  ;  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  thefe  murdcr'd  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mat,  Merciful  heaven  !  

What,  man  !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows; 
Give  forrow  words  :  the  grief  that  does. not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o*er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd,  My  children  too? 

Ro//}'  Wife,  children,  fervants,  all 
That  could  be  found. 

Macd,  And  1  muft  be  from  thence ! 
My  wife  kill'd  too  ? 

Roffe,  I  have  faid. 

MaL  Be  comforted  : 
Let's  make  us  med'cines  of  our  great  revenge, 
To  cure  his  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  children. — All  my  pretty  ones  ? 
Did  you  fay,  all  ?— Oh,  hell-kite  !— All  ? 
What  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam, 
At  one  fell  Iwoop  ?  * 

Mai,  Difputeit  like  a  man. 

Macd.  1  {hall  do  fo  : 
But  Lmuft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man  ; 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were. 
That  were  moft  precioustome. —  Didheavenlookon, 
And  would  not  take  their  part  ?  Sinful  Macduff, 
They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee  ?  naught  that  I  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine, 
Fell  {laughter  on  their  fouls  :  Heaven  reft  them  now  ! 

MaL  Be  this  the  whetftone  of  your  fword  ;  let 
grief 

Convert  to  anger  j  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 
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Macd,  Oh,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine 
eyes, 

And  braggart  with  my  tongue  ! — But,  gentle  heaven. 
Cut  fhort  all  intermiOTion  ;  front  to  front, 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  ,  and  myfelf; 
Within  my  fword's  length  fet  him  ;  if  he  'fcape, 
Heaven,  forgive  him  too  1 

Mai,  This  tune  goes  manly. 
Come,  go  we  to  the  king  ;  our  power  is  ready  ; 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave  :  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  fhaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  inftruments.    Receive  what  cheer  you 
may : 

The  night  is  long,  that  never  finds  the  day.  [^Exeunt. 


A  C  T    V.      S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  a  DoBor  of  Phyfic^  and  a  Waiting- Gent lezvoinan. 
DoEt.  T  HAVE  two  nights  watch'd  with  you,  but 
JL  can  perceive  no  truth  in  your  report. 
When  was  it  fhe  laft  walk'd  ? 

Gtnt.  Since  his  majefly  went  into  the  field,  I  have 
feen  her  rife  from  her  bed, throw  her  night-gown  upon 
her,  unlock  her  clolet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it, 
write  upon  it,  read  it,  afterwards  feal  it  aiKl  again 
return  to  bed  ;  yet  all  this  while  in  a  moft  fall  fleep. 

Doci,  A  great  perturbation  in  nature,  to  receive 
at  once  the  benefit  of  fleep  and  do  the  effe6ls  of 
watching. — In  this  flumbry  agitation,  befidcs  her 
walking,  and  other  aftual  perfonnances,  what  at 
any  time,  have  you  heard  her  fay  ? 

Gent.  That,  fir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

DoSi,  You  may,  to  me  ;  and  'tis  mofh  meet  you 
fliould. 

Gent,  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one  ;  having  no 
witnefs  to  confirm  my  fpeech. 
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Erder  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  taper, 
Lo  you.  here  fhe  comes  !  This  is  her  very  guife  ;  and, 
upon  my  life^  fad  afleep.  Obfcrve  her  ;  ftand  clofe. 

Do3.  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  ? 

Gent.  Why,  it  flood  by  her  ;  flie  has  light  by 
her  continually  ;  'tis  her  command, 

DoSl.  You  fee,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent,  Ay,  but  their  lenfe  is  Ihut. 

DoSi,  What  is  it  fhe  docs  now  ?  Look,  how  fhe 
rubs  her  hands. 

Gtnt  It  is  an  accufhom'd  aftion  with  her,  to  feeni 
thus  wafhing  her  hands  ;  I  have  known  her  continue 
in  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lady,  Yet  here's  a  fpot, 

iJocL  Hark,  fhe  fpeaks  :  I  will  fet  down  what 
comes  from  her,  to  fatisfy  my  remembrance  the  more 
flrongly. 

Lady,  Out,  damn'd  fpot  !  out,  I  fay  ! — One  ; 
Two  ;  Whv,  then  'tis  time  to  do't Hell  is  murky  ! 
— Fie,  my  lord,  he  !  a  foldier,  and  afraid  ?  what 
need  we  fear  who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our 
power  to  account? — Yet  who  would  have  thought 
the  old  man  to  have  had  fo  much  blood  in  him  ? 

Do  Si,  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady,  The  thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife;  Vv^here  is 
fhe  now  ? — What,  will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ? 
—  No  m-ore  o'  that,  my  lord,  no  m.ore  o'  that :  you 
mar  all  with  this  ftarting. 

DoSi,  Go  to,  go  to ;  you  have  known  what  you 
fhould.not. 

Gent,  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I  am 
fure  of  that ;  Heaven  knows  what  fne  hath  known. 

Lady,  Here's  the  fmell  of  the  blood  Hill  ;  all  the 
perfumes  of  Arabia  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand, 
Oh!  oh!  oh! 

Doa.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  The  heart  is  forely 
charg'd. 

Gent,  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  infny  bofom. 
for  the  dignity  of  the  whole  body. 
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Doa.  Well,  well,  well,— 
Cytnt,  Pray  God,  it  be,  fir. 

Boa.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  pracflice:  Yet  I 
have  known  thofc  which  have  walk'd  in  their  fleep, 
who  have  died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady,  Wafli  your  hands,  put  on  your  night-goWn  ; 
look  not  fo  pale  :  —  I  tell  you  yet  again,  Banquo's 
buried;  he  cannot  come  out  of  his  grave. 

Doa,  Even  fo  ? 

Lady,  To  bed,  to  bed;  there's  knocking  at  the 
gate.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your 
hand;  What's  done,  cannot  be  undone:  To  bed, 
to  bed,  to  bed.  S^Exii  Lady^ 

Doa,  Will  file  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Gent.  Direftly. 

Doa»    Foul  whifperings  are  abroad  :  unnatural 
deeds 

Do  breed  unnatural  troubles  :  Infc6led  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge^thcir  fecrets. 
More  needs  fhe  the  divine,  than  the  phyfician. — 
God,  God,  forgive  us  all  !  Look  after  her  ; 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance. 
And  ftill  keep  eyes  upon  her : — So,  good-night : 
My  mind  fhe  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight : 
I  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent,  Good-night,  good  do6lor.  \_Excunt. 

'      SCENE  II. 

Drum  and  Colours,  Enter  Men teth^  Catknefs,  Angiis^ 
Lenox ^  and  Soldiers, 

Ment.T\\Q  EngliQi  power  is  near,  led  on  bv  Malcolm, 
His  uncle  Siward,  and  the  good  M  icduff. 
Revenges  burn  in  them  ;  for  their  dear  caufes 
Would,  to  the  bleeding,  and  the  grim  alarm, 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

y^no^..  Near  Birnam  wood 
Shall  we  well  meet  them;  that  way  arc  they  coming* 
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Cath,  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his 
brother  ? 

Len,  For  certain,  fir,  he  is  not :  I  have  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  ;  there  is  Siward's  fon, 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Protefl  their  firfl  of  manhood. 

Mc7it.  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Dunfinane  heftrongly  fortifies  : 
Some  fay,  he's  mad  ;  others,  that  IcfTer  liate  him^ 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury  ;  but,  for  certain; 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diflemper'd  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Aug,  Now  does  he  feel 
His  lecret  murders  flicking  on  his  hands; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach  ; 
Thofe,  he  commands,  move  only  in  com.mand. 
Nothing  in  love  ;  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfifh  thief. 

Ment,  Who  then  fhall  blame 
His  pefter'd  fenfes  to  recoil,  and  dart. 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itfelf,  for  being  there  ? 

Cath»  Well,  march  we  on, 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd: 
Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  fickly  weal ; 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge. 
Each  drop  of  us, 

Len,  Or  fo  much  as  it  needs. 
To  dew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnam. 

[^Exeunt,  marching* 

SCENE  HI. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Factor,  and  Attendants, 
Macb,  Bring  me  no  more  reports  ;  let  them  fly  all : 
Till  Birnam  wood  remove  to  Dunfinane, 
1  cannot  taint  with  fear.  What's  the  boy  Malcolm  ? 
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Was  he  not  horn  of  woman  ?  The  fpirits  that  know 
All  mortal  confeqiiences,  have  pronounc'd  me  thus : 
Fear  not  Macbeth  ;  no  man,  that's  horn  of  woma)i. 

Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee,  Then  fly,  falCc 

thanes, 

And  mingle  with  the  Englifh  epicures: 

The  mind  I  Tway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear, 

Shall  never  IV.gg  with  doubt,  nor  fiiake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fac'd  loon  \ 
Where  got' ft  thou  that  goofe  look  ? 

Ser,  There  is  ten  thoufand  

Macb,  Geefc,  villain  ? 

Ser.  Soldiers,  fir. 

Macb,  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear. 
Thou  lilly-liver*d  boy.    What  foldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  foul !  thofe  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counfellors  to  fear.  What  foldiers,  whey-face? 

Ser,  The  Englifh  force,  fo  pleafe  you. 

Macb,  Take  thy  face  hence. — Seyton  ! — lamfick 
at  heart. 

When  I  behold— Seyton,  I  fay  !— This  pulK 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  diffeat  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough  ;  my  May  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf : 
And  that  which  fhould  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  muft  not  look  to  have  ;  but,  in  their  ftead, 
Curfes,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 
Wkick  Lhi^  puwi  hcui  I  would  taui  deny,  and  dare  not, 
Seyton  !  

Enter  Seyton. 
Sey,  What  is  your  gracious  plcafure  ? 
Macb,  What  news  more  ? 

Sey,  All  is  confirmed,  my  lord,  which  was  reported, 
Macb.  rU  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  fle(h  be 
hack'd.— 
Give  me  my  aritiour. 
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Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Mad.  rU  put  it  on.  ' 
Send  out  more  horfes,  flcirr  the  country  round ; 

Hang  thofe  that  talk  of  fear.:  Give  me  mine 

armour. — 
How  does  your  patient,  doftor? 

Do^.  Not  fo  fick,  my  lord. 
As  flie  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Mach,  Cure  her  of  that : 
Canfl:  thou  not  minifler  to  a  mind  difcas'd  j 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow  ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And,  with  fome  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanfe  the  foul  bofom  of  that  perilous  fluff, 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Dod,  Therein  the  patient 
Mud  minifter  to  himfelf. 

Mach.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  it.-— 
Come,  put  mine  armour  on  ;  give  me  my  ftaff  — 
Sey  ton,  fend  out. —  Doftor.  thetlianes  fly  from  me: — 
Come,  fir,  difpatch  : — If  thou  could'ft,  doftor,  call 
The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  difeafe, 
And  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  vcrv  echo, 
That  fhould  applaud  again. — Pull't  off,  I  fay. — 
What  rhubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purrjative  drug, 
Would  fcour  thefe  Engliih  hence  — lieareff  thou 

of  ll.^n->  ? 

Doci.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

Mo.cb,  Bring  it  after  me. — 
I  wnll  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
Till  Birnam  forefl  come  to  Dunhnane. 

/  oEi.  Were  I  from  Dunfmane  away  and  clear, 
Profit  again  fhould  hardly  draw  me  here,  [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Drum  and  Colours,  Enter  Malcolm^  Sizvard.  Macduff^ 
Siward's  Son,  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  and 
Soldiers  marching, 

MaL  Coufins,  I  hope,  the  days  are  near  at  hand. 
That  chambers  will  be  fafe. 
Ment,  We  doubt  it  nothing. 
Siw.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 
Ment.  The  wood  of  Birnam. 

MaL  Let  every  foldier  hew  him  down  a  bough, 
And  bear't  before  him  ;  thereby  fhall  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  of  our  hofl^  and  make  difcovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  fhall  be  done.. 

Sixv.  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Ke^ps  fhill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before  't. 

MaL  'Tis  his  main  hope: 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  revolt  : 
And  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftraincd  things, 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfcnt  too. 

Macd,  Let  our  jufh  cenfurcs 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Liduflrious  roldicrHiip. 

Siio,  'T\\Q  time  approaches, 
That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 
What  we  fliall  fay  we  have,  and  what  wc  owe. 
Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfurc  hopes  relate; 
But  certain  ilfue  fhrokes  mull  arbitrate  : 
Towards  which,,advance  the  war.  [_Exeunt,  marching, 

'SCENE       V.  ■ 

Enter  Macbeth^  Seyton^  and  Soldiers,  with  drums  and 
colours, 

Macb,    Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward, 
walls ; 

M  m  a 
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The  cry  is  11:111,  They  come  :  Our  caftle's  ftrengtli 
Will  laugh  a  ficge  to.fcorn  ;  here  let  them  lie. 
Till  famine,  and  tlie  ague,  eat  them  up: 
Were  they  not  forc'cl  with  thofe  that  fhoulci  be  our  s,. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.   What  is  that  noife  ? 

[/4  cry  wiihin  of  woinen, 
Sey,  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord. 
Mach,  I  have  almoft  forgot  the  tafte  of  fears: 
The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-fliriek  ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  roufe,  and  ftir 
As  life  were  in't  :  I  have  fupt  full  with  horrors  ; 
Direnefs,  familiar  to  my  flaught'rous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  flart  mc. — Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 
Sey\  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 
Macb,  She  fnould  have  dy'd  hereafter  ; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  word. — 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrox^^. 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day, 
To  the  la  it  fyllable  of  recorded  time  ; 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dudy  death.    Out,  out,  brief  candle! 
Life's  but  a  walking  fnadow  ;  a  poor  player, 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage. 
And  then  is  heard  no  more  ;  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  ideot,  full  of  found  and  fury. 

Signifying  nothing  

Enter  a  Mefftnger. 
Thou  com.'fl;  to  ufe  thy  tongue  ;  thy  flory  quickly. 

MeJ,  Gracious  my  lord, 
I  fnould  report  that  which  I  fay  1  faw. 
But  know  not  how  to  do't. 
Macb.  Vv'ell,  fay,  ftr. 

Mef.  As  I  did  fhand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  aiidanon^  methought. 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

•    Mac.  liar,  and  flave.  [Striking  him. 
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Mef,  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if'tbe  not  fo  : 
Within  this  throe  tnile  may  you  i'cc  it  coming  : 
I  fay,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb.  If  thou  fpeak'ft  falfc, 
Upon  the  next  tree  fhalt  thou  hang  aUve, 
Till  famine  cling  thee  :  if  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 
I  care  not  if  thou  dofh  for  me  as  much.— — 
1  pull  in  refolution  ;  and  begin 
To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 
That  lies  like  truth  :  Fear  not  till  Birnam  ziwod 
Do  come  to  Dunfinane  ; — and  now  a  wood 
Comes  towards  Dunfinane. — Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 
If  this,  which  he  avouches,  does  appear, 
There  is  no  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here, 
1  'gin  to  be  a-weary  of  the  fun. 

And  wifli  the  eflate  o'the  world  were  now  undone. — 
Ring  the*  alarum  bell  : — Blow,  wind  !  com-^  wrack  ! 
At  leafh  v/e'U  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back,  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI, 

Drum  and  Colours,    Enter  Malcolm,  Sizoard^  Mac- 
duff^ and  their  Army,  with  boughs. 
Mai,  Now  near  enough  ;    your  leavy  fcreens 
throw  down, 

And  fhew  like  tkofe  you  are  : — You,  worthy  uncle, 
Shall,  with  my  coufni,  your  right-noble  fon, 
Lead  our  firft  battle  ;  worthy  Macduff,  and  we, 
Shall  take  upon  us  what  elfe  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order. 

Siw,  Fare  you  well. — 
Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight, 

Macd,  Make  all  our  trumpets  fpeak  ;  give  thern 
all  breath, 

Thofe  clamorous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death. 

^Exeunt,    Alarums  continued. 
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SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Macbeth, 

Mach,  They  have  ty'd  me  to  a  flake;  I  cannot  fly. 
But,  bear-like,  I  muft  fight  the  courfe. — What's  h^, 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?  Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Young  Siward, 

>o.  Sizv,  What  is  thy  name? 

Macb,  Thoul't  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

Yo,  Sho.  No  ;  though  thou  calPft  thyfelf  a  hotter 
name 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb,  My  name's  Macbeth. 

Yo,  Sizv.  The  devil  him^felf  could  not  pronounce 
a  title 

l^ore  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Macb,  No,  nor  more  fearfuL 
Yo,  5ui;.Thouliefl  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  my  fv/ord 
I'll  prove  the  lie  thou  fpeak'ft. 

fight  J  and  Young  Siward  is  fMin-, 
Macb,  Thou  waft  born  of  a  woman. — 
3ut  fwords  I  fmile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  fcorn, 
Brandifh'd  by  man  that's  of  a  womjm  born.  \Exit, 
Alaruw.s,    Enter  Macduff, 
Macd,  That  way  the  noile  is  : — Tyrant,  fhew  thy 
face  ; 

If  thoube^fl  flain,  and  with  no  flroke  of  mine. 
My  wife  and  children's  ghofls  will  haunt  me  flilL 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  kernes,  whofe  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  fhaves:  either  thou,  Macbeth, 
Or  elfe  my  fword,  with  an  unbatter'd  edge, 
1  fheath  again  undeeded.    There  thou  fhould'fl  be; 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited  :  Let  me  find  him,  fortune  !  and 
More  I  beg  not.  [Exit,  Alarum. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Old  Siward, 
Sizv,  This  way,   my  lord; — the  caftle's  gently 
rendered : 
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The  tyrant '3  people  on  both  fides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  ; 
The  day  almoft  itfelf  profeires  yours, 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mat,  We  have  met  with  foes 
That  ftrike  bcfide  us. 

Si'O)*  Enter,  fir,  th«  caflle.       \ Fxeiint^  Alarum* 
Re-enter  Macbeth, 

Macb,  Why  (hould  I  play  the  Romsn  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword?  whiles  I  fee  lives,  the  gafhes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Re-enter  Macduff* 

Mdcd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn. 

Macb.  Of  all  men  clfc  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,  my  foul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  aheady, 

Macd.  I  have  no  words, 
My  voice  is  in  my  fword  ;  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out !    ^Fight,  A^^ruvu 

Macb,  Thou  lofeft  labour  ; 
As  eafy  may'fl  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefls ; 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  mufl  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born. 

Macd,  Defpair  thy  charm  : 
And  let  the  angel,  whom  thou  fliil  haft  ferv'd, 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  motlier's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb,  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  tint  tells  mc  fo, 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man  ! 
And  be  thefe  juggling  fiends  no  morebcliev'd  ; 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promifc  to  our  ear, 
And  break  it  to  our  hope. — I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd,  Then  ^yield  thee,  coward. 
And  live  to  be  the  fliew  and  gaze  o'  thfe  time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarers  monflersare, 
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Painted  upon  a  pole  ;  and  under-wiitj 
Here  may  you  fee  the  tyrant, 

Macb,  I  will  not  yield, 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet. 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curfe. 
Though  Birnam  wood  be  come  to  Dunfmane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no"  woman  born. 
Yet  I  will  try  the  lad  :  Before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  fhield  ;  lay  on,  Macduff ; 
And  damn'd  be  him  that  firft  cries,  Hold^  enough. 

[^Exeunt,  fighting,  Alarums, 
Re-enter  Jighting^  and  Macbeth  is  Jlain. 
Retreat  and  fluurijli.  Enter  u  it h  drum  and  colours, 
Malcolm^  Old  Siward,  Rojfe,  Thanes,  aud  Soldiers, 

Mai,  I  would  the  friends  we  mifs,  were  fafe  arriv'd. 

Sizo.  Some  mud  gooff;  and  yet,  by  thefe  I  fee, 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

MaL  Macduff  is  miffing,  and  your  noble  fon. 

Rojfe,  Your  forf,  my  lord ,  has  paid  a  foldicrs  debt ; 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man  ; 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirm'd 
In  the  unfhrinking  ftation  where  he  fought, 
But  like  a  man  he  died, 

Sito,  Then  he  is  dead? 

R']j[fz,  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field:  your  caufc 

of  forrow 

Mufl:  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end.  ' 

Siw,  Had  he  his  hurts  before? 

Roffe,  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siw,  Why  then,  God's  foldier  be  he  ! 
Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death  : 
And  fo  his  knell  is  knoU'd. 

MaL  He's  worth  m.ore  forrow, 
And  that  I'll  fpend  for  him. 

Siw,  He's  worth  no  more ; 
They  fay,  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore  : 
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And  fo,  Gnod  be  with  liim  ! — Here  ecmes  newer 
comfort. 

Rz-cnter  Macduff^  with  MachttJis  Head, 
Macd.  Hail,    king  !  for  fo  thou  art  :  Behold, 
where  (lands 
The  ufurper's  curfed  head  ;  the  time  is  free: 
I  fee  thee  compafs'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl, 
That  fpeak  my  falutation  in  their  minds  ; 
Whofe  voices,  I  defire  aloud  with  mine, — 
Hail,  king  of  Scotland  ! 

^IL  Hail,  king  of  Scotland!  [^Flourijh, 
Mai.  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  cxpence  of  time, 
Before  v/e  reckon  with  your  fcveral  loves. 
And  make  us  even  with  you.  My  thanes  and  kinfmcn, 
Henceforth  be  earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.    What's  more  to  do. 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time,— 
As  calling  home  our  exiPd  friends  abroad, 
That  fled  th>e  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny  ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  miniflcrs 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend-like  queen  ; 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life ; — This,  and  what  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time,  and  place: 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one. 
Whom  we  invite  to  fee  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

\_FloiiriJIi.,  Exeunt, 

NOTE. 

This  play  is  defervedly  celebrated  for  the  pro- 
priety of  its  fidlions,  and  folemnity,  grandeur,  and 
variety  of  its  avlion,  bat  it  has  no  nice  difcriininations 
of  chara(5ler  ;  the  events  are  too  great  to  admit  the 
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influence  of  particular  difpofitions,  and  the  courfe  of 
tlie  adtion  necelTarily  determines  the  condudl  of  the 
agents. 

The  danger  of  ambition  is  well  defcribed  ;  and  I 
know  not  whether  it  may  not  be  faid,  in  defence  of 
fome  parts  which  now  feem  improbable,  that,  in 
Sha'ijptart' s  time,  it  was  necelTary  to  warn  credulity 
againfl  vain  and  illufive  predidions. 

The  pafuons  are  directed  to  their  true  end.  Lady 
Marheth  is  merely  detefted  ;  and  though  the  courage 
of  Macbeth  preferves  fome  efleem,  yet  every  reader 
rejoices  at  his  fall. 
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